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 Synopsis 
 
      
 
    Adam Walter has had a life of excesses: drugs, alcohol, women… But now that he has come out of rehab and is about to assume his post on the multinational managed by his father, he needs to clean his reputation with urgency. He hires a reputation management specialist, who assures him that the best way to achieve this is by faking a stable relationship with a normal girl.  
 
    This normal girl is Lena Murphy, who has not had an easy life: her parents died when she was a teenager, she doesn't have a family and she can hardly make ends meet. Lena recently lost her job and is desperate to find one, so when she is proposed to impersonate the bride of the heir of one of the most important fortunes in New York with a generous amount of money, she accepts out of sheer necessity. 
 
    Adam and Lena will have to pretend to be a couple, but where does the lie ends and the truth starts? 
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 Adam 
 
      
 
    “What you need is a girlfriend.” 
 
    I raise an eyebrow and looks at Dante with scepticism, who is pointing to a slide projected on the wall while caressing his chihuahua. In that slide appear dozens of photos of smiling couples strolling through the streets of New York.  
 
    Dante is a reputation management specialist. Dad hired him a few days ago to clean my rebel without a cause image prone to scandals and bad life. According to dad, now that I'm twenty-five and I'm going to start working in the multinational that he manages and that someday I will inherit, it's time to introduce myself in society as someone who has finally gone straight. 
 
    “I don't think a girlfriend is going to help me in anything,” I say, and avoid rolling my eyes, since I’m up to my neck with this shit.  
 
    I wish I could get up and leave, but I can't. My father is watching me from the other side of the table, and I know that the slightest mistake on my part would unleash a disaster. In fact, he managed to make me accept to do this because he threatened to cancel my credit cards and cut my money tap. 
 
     “Explain,” he tells him, with the severe tone of voice that he uses with his partners. 
 
    Dante gets a little nervous, and I pity him because dad gives a lot of respect. He gives the Chihuahua to his assistant, a petite girl with red curly hair sitting next to him, and stands up. Dante's attire is the most bizarre. He is wearing a chequered jacket in pink shades, a navy-blue bow tie and his pants are so tight that they seem about to explode at any time. 
 
    He clears his throat before talking. 
 
    “Mr. Walter, the womaniser image that the yellow press is selling about your son is not good. Over the last years he has been seen with hundreds of women at parties, clubs and discos, the majority of them aspiring models and actresses looking for a minute of fame. If we want to show a new Adam, more focused and mature, who has left behind drugs and excesses, with a stable relationship with a normal girl will help us to reinforce that idea.” 
 
    My father nods and I snort, because I know what this means. He has bought the argument. And well, what he is saying makes sense, because it’s true that the list of women who have gone through my bed is quite extensive, but fuck, they cannot impose me a girlfriend, can they? We are not in the fucking 19th century. This is not a Jane Austen novel. 
 
    “¿How would that work?” Dad asks, scratching his angular chin which I have inherited. 
 
    “Well, we would have to search for a simple girl, away from the Upper East Side and everything it represents. Someone who hasn't had it easy in life and who have had to carve her own path. A normal, sensible and unknown girl, that slightly sweetens Adam’s severe image.” 
 
    Dad fondles his bushy moustache for a few seconds, thoughtfully. In the end, nods his head. 
 
    “And how would we find that girl?” 
 
    During the next half hour dad and Dante talk about the details of the proposal without even asking me what I think, as if my opinion here wouldn't matter at all. According to Dante his agency would be responsible to find the perfect candidate, someone who will pretend to be the sweet and compassionate girlfriend able to straightening a scoundrel like me. I know deep inside that I deserve all this, the direct consequence of the lack of control that has ruled my life these past few years. I went to rehab by my own volition. I don't drink or get high any more, fuck. It seems that’s not enough. Nothing will be. 
 
    Being Adam Walter, heir of one of the most important fortunes of the country, has its price. A pretend girlfriend seems to be mine. 
 
    I would like to tell them that this strategy looks to me like a colossal shit the size of the Empire State, that the only thing that I want is to start from scratch and occupy my position in the company, that's why I studied at Harvard Business School and graduated Cum Laude. But instead of telling all that, I watch them in silence as they just close the details of this farce that supposedly is going to clean my reputation. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Lena 
 
      
 
    I leave the coffee on the bar and turn around to prepare the chocolate milkshake that the girl on table seven ordered. I drop all the ingredients in a blender and in a few seconds, I have already served it in a milkshake glass which I decorate with whipped cream, chocolate chips and a wafer stick. I put it on a tray and, just when I'm about to pick it up, I notice Karl, my supervisor, on my left. 
 
    “Lena, we need to talk,” he says very seriously, with his arms crossed. 
 
    “And it has to be now?” I ask, pointing with my head to the interior of the packed coffee shop. “There are people waiting to be served.” 
 
    “Tess can handle it.” After saying this, he calls Tess, and tells her to serve my milkshake and take care of my tables. Then he asks me to follow him to the office in the storage room.  
 
    He sits at his desk and looks at me very seriously. Oh My God, this is not looking good. 
 
    “It's not pleasant for me to tell you this, but…” he breathes in, and my heart shrinks knowing what he will say. “A little while ago Mr. Taylor called and told me that this coffee shop is not giving the expected profit. He has asked me to let somebody go. You were the latest to join the team, so…” 
 
    I feel like screaming.  
 
    The tears come to my eyes when I understand what this means. 
 
    “You cannot fire me,” I mutter, grabbing the black apron on my waist with shaky hands. “I'm a good worker. I have never been late nor have I missed a day, and I have covered all the extra shifts that I have been demanded.” 
 
    “I'm sorry. I have no choice, believe me.” 
 
    I would like to tell him to stick the apology where it fits, but I have good manners, so I swallow all the words burning my throat and go to the bathroom to change. Shit, what am I going to do now? I'm not lying when I say that I need the work.  
 
    I feel like crying but I hold it while I take off the uniform and I give it back to Karl.  
 
    When I pick up my things, all my colleagues say goodbye to me, with pity and shame, because during these months we got along very well, but also with relief, for not being in my place.  
 
    Once in the street, tears roll down my cheeks and I can't stop them. 
 
    What am I going to do now? My economic situation is precarious, and the last time I looked for work it took me weeks to find this waitress job.  
 
    I click my tongue and grab the bike that I had locked in a tree and I climb on it. It’s a long way to the small shared apartment where I live, New York is not the best place to ride a bike unless you do it in Central Park, but I like to do it, it helps me stay in shape and clears my mind while pedalling. 
 
    I stop at a traffic light, waiting for it to turn green and then I make a right turn. My mind is filled with numbers, calculating how much will I be able to stretch the derisory amount of money I have left at home. Just at this moment, a man in a suit crosses my path. He does this in the middle of the street, without looking up from the mobile on his hand, not noticing my bike closing in very fast. I slam on the brakes, turn the handlebar at the last minute and avoid hitting him. The wheel hits the kerbside and I fall to the ground with a groan. Next to me, the suited man looks at me as if he didn't understand what just happened.  
 
    “Look where you're going!” I yell, trying to stand up.  
 
    My jeans are torn in the knees, my forearm is scratched and my side hurts. This is, without a doubt, the icing on the cake of a shitty day. 
 
    “You shouldn't ride your bike in the middle of the street,” he says. 
 
    “Sorry? It was you who was about to run me down.” The guy returns to the side walk looking down at me in a disdainful way from his height, with his arms crossed. 
 
    Dammit, what a tall guy. And fuck, what a body. He's dark, wide shoulders and the suit fits him like specially tailored. His face is angular, his eyes are beautiful, a very intense blue. 
 
    I snort. Great, another beautiful guy that Mother Nature has given more beauty that neurons. A classic among the guys I've known throughout my life. 
 
    When stepping on my right foot I feel a slight pain in the ankle that makes me let out a little cry. 
 
    “Look, bud, you have a pedestrian crossing only two meters from here,” I say pointing at it. “Also, you've crossed the street without lifting your beautiful face of the mobile screen.” 
 
    “You think my face is beautiful?” 
 
    “Is that the only thing that you've heard of everything that I said?” 
 
    He smiles smugly and I let out an exasperation huff, because I don't like so self-centred guys at all.  
 
    I pick up the bike and realise that the chain is loose. 
 
    “Oh, shit…” I look at it with pity because this bike has a very special meaning for me, the simple idea that something should happen to it breaks my heart. 
 
    “It is only the chain, just put it back and…” 
 
    I Look at him with narrowed eyes. 
 
    “Hey, I don't need your help or your tips, go screw someone else's day, I’m sure you are great at it.” 
 
    My words take effect and he looks at me in silence, eyes wide, I guess my impertinence has surprised him.  
 
    I grab the bike by the handlebar and I begin to walk dragging it, limping. I can feel the look of the egocentric prick nailed to my back until I turn at the next corner. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    When I arrive at the red brick old building where my flat is, I leave the bike under the stairwell and climb up to the third floor. A third floor without an elevator is the most that I can afford. 
 
    I open the door, and find Harper, my flatmate, sitting on the couch with the laptop on her lap.  
 
    Harper is a trainee in an advertising agency and I really don’t know what she does because she signed a contract that won't let her talk about it. I only know that her boss is called Dante and that he has a strange fixation with his Chihuahua.  
 
    “You arrived early today, right?” She tells me, raising her eyes from the laptop screen. Lifts up the huge black glasses she uses to read, watches me and frowns. “What happened to you? You look awful.” 
 
    “I have been laid off from work and I fell of the bike because this idiot crossed the street in the middle of the block without looking,” I tell her, making her look at me with wide open eyes. 
 
    “Can you tell me the extended version?” 
 
    I let out a sigh and explain to her what had happened while I change clothes. I put on my Little Mermaid pyjamas, roll up my brown hair in a high loose bun and remove my make-up. When I finish all the ritual, I grab a can of Diet Coke out of the fridge and I sit next to her on the sofa. 
 
    “Good heavens! I'm very sorry that you've had such a horrible day,” she says, pouting when I finish the story. 
 
    “What am I going to do now, Harper? I have three hundred dollars hidden in the freezer and the rent is due in two weeks, I don't know how I'm going to get through this.” 
 
    I cover my face with my hands and snort. Harper, next to me, strokes my hair. My life is very complicated. I don't have a plan B for these occasions. I don't have anyone to ask for a loan in case I need to. I don't even have a place to go if things go awry, can’t pay my part of the rent and have to get out of here.  
 
    My parents died when I was a teenager, in an unfortunate car accident. A truck pushed them off the road and I was left an orphan. I had no family, only a second aunt that didn’t want to take me in claiming she could not support me, so, since I was only sixteen, I went into foster care, which by the way, it sucks in this country. I spent two years going from house to house that only wanted me for the government money they got for my support, until, at eighteen, I turned of legal age and all that was over. I struggled to get good grades, to get a scholarship and study in a university. 
 
    “Uh, honey, quiet… We are going to come out of this,” Harper whispers still stroking my hair. 
 
    “How?” I ask confused. 
 
    “I can pay your part of the rent until you find another job and…” 
 
    “Ah, no, no.” I shake my head, making my bun dance from one side to the other. “I can't let you pay for my expenses, Harper. Also, you are a trainee and is not like you are loaded…” 
 
    She winces. 
 
    “I can ask my parents for a loan.” 
 
    I really open my eyes surprised by the proposal. I know that Harper hates having to ask for money from her parents, even if they are loaded. Her father is Dylan Smith, a former professional baseball player. He retired a few years back and now works as a junior team coach.  
 
    Harper gets along very well with her parents, and they worship her, but she doesn't like to be the typical spoiled rich girl, so she lives here with me, in one of the bad Brooklyn areas and not in her own flat in a good neighbourhood that her parents would be happy to buy her.  
 
    Harper and I met the first year of university, since we shared a flat in the student dorm, and I remember the first time I saw her I didn't even think that she came from a rich family. She didn't have the rich girl stereotype, she didn't even want to join a fraternity, despite the fact that she was offered to join in many of them. Harper is a simple girl who enjoys small pleasures and flees from excesses. I guess that's why we get along so well, because we are alike in that sense. 
 
    “You can't do that, and much less for me.” I look at her tenderly, because my friend is the only family I have left and she’s always watching over me. 
 
    “Of course, I can. Besides, they adore you, as soon as I tell them what happened they will themselves make me to accept a five-figure check.” 
 
    “But...” 
 
    “Lena, you're my best friend. I think it stinks that life has treated you so badly. Let those that love you take care of you.” 
 
    I smile and Harper returns the smile.  
 
    “How's work?” I ask pointing to the laptop on her lap.  
 
    I know she has been working like crazy day and night for a few weeks, and although I don’t know very well what she does I can tell that she is under a lot of pressure. 
 
    “Hey, this is terrible, man. There's no way to find what we want…" She shrugs, closes the laptop and leaves it in the coffee table. “Dante is really nervous because the deadline for the delivery to our client is close, but nothing fits our requirements and he gets his frustration out with the rest of the team.” 
 
    “And… I guess you can't tell me what you are looking for, right?” 
 
    She shakes her head. 
 
    “You know that my work is TOP secret.” 
 
    “Sometimes I think that you are an undercover agent for the FBI, with so much secrecy…” 
 
    Harper laughs and taps my bun as if it were a horn. 
 
    “Hey, a selfie for Instagram?” 
 
    She takes out the mobile from her pants pocket and lifts it up. The screen returns the image of our faces.  
 
    “Now? But I look horrible,” I mutter, looking at my freshly washed face no make-up and my sad eyes. 
 
    “You're gorgeous, don't say nonsense, you are always beautiful.” 
 
    We smile at the camera and she takes the picture and then uploads it to her stories, tagging me. Harper is hooked to social networks. She is good at it. She has more than 20,000 followers on her Instagram, in which she usually uploads her outfits. 
 
    “Well, what do you think if I make popcorn and we watch our Friends favourite chapters?” 
 
    “God! That's the best plan in the world,” I reply excited. 
 
    We turn on Netflix and spent the rest of the evening watching the series. We are freaks and there are scenes in which we turn the volume off and make up the dialogues of the characters. 
 
    Just when take a break to prepare dinner, Harper's mobile begins to vibrate on the sofa.  
 
    “That's odd,” she says, giving me an astonished look. “It’s my boss, what does he want at this hour?” 
 
    “Maybe that you buy him a veggie shake and take it to the office?” 
 
    “Oh, I hope not.” She gives me a horrified look and picks up the phone with fear. “This is Harper.” My friend is silent, listening to whatever it is that Dante is telling her and then rises an eyebrow. “The girl on Instagram is Lena, my best friend, why…?” She looks at me out of the corner of her eye. “Wow, I don't know, Dante, I don’t think that she is the right person.” More silence and my friend's face getting upset. “Of course that I take my work seriously, but tomorrow we are receiving more CVs, and I’m sure that someone that meets all our requirements will show up and…” She snorts and runs her hand through her hair. “How do you know all this? Did you research her?” She looks at me without saying anything through her large grey eyes. “Yes, I suppose she has the perfect profile, but…” she clicks her tongue. “No, OK I’ll talk to her.” 
 
    She hangs up and then looks at me with a disturbing smile on her lips.  
 
    “Well, I believe that you don't have to worry about money any more. You just have been chosen for a job in which you are going to be paid in one month a whole year’s salary.”  
 
    “What?” My eyes are wide open without understanding anything. 
 
    “Dante has seen my stories picture and believes that you are what we are looking for.” 
 
    I raise an eyebrow and look at her with scepticism. 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “You know that we have been looking for something for weeks… Well let's just say that something is a person, and you seem to be the one.” 
 
    “This work doesn't imply being an escort or anything like that, does it?” 
 
    She is silent for a few seconds. 
 
    “So, you need to think about it?” I ask surprised by her delay. 
 
    “Well… it's complicated, but it’s not anything dirty or murky...”  
 
    “Then what is it?” 
 
    “I can't explain, Lena.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because if I tell you without having signed a confidentiality agreement, Dante would kill me, cut me up in little pieces and feed me to his chihuahua.” 
 
    “But...” 
 
    “Hey, look, come with me tomorrow to the office, sign the contract and I promise to explain everything. You just have to know that it is a very advantageous job for you, and for me too if it goes well. Also, you need the money, right? What would do you thirty big ones a month for six months?” 
 
    My eyes and mouth are wide open, because, fuck! With that money I could pay part of my student loan and live without worries for some time, something that would give me the freedom to look for a job in my line of work, as a journalist. 
 
    “At least come to the interview and let us explain everything,” Harper begs again. 
 
    I don't need a lot of thinking, because I don't have a job and I need the money. Also, Harper would never propose something immoral… right? 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    Harper looks at me with relief and I can only think of the phrase: If life gives you lemons, make lemonade. Because in my case I've really had only bitter lemons so far.


 
   
  
 

 Lena 
 
      
 
    “This is a joke, right?” I ask with my eyes wide open. 
 
    We arrived at Harper's office a little while ago, she stuck me in a meeting room, made me sign some papers and called Dante to explain to me what that great job that she proposed yesterday was. 
 
    I confess that the wheels were turning in my head last night, and thought of different possibilities, but of course this was not one of them. The agency where my friend works wants me to pretend to be a rich guy's girlfriend to improve his reputation, don't you think ridiculous? I do, yes. A lot. 
 
    “This is a very simple job. You don't even have to work every day, only be available to follow our instructions when we need you,” Dante explains to me. 
 
    “But why me?” 
 
    “You lost your parents when you were teenager, you don't have family, and you carved your own future. Your Average grades at the university are excellent and you are pretty, but without excess.” That beautiful without excess is not exactly the compliment a woman expects to hear from another person, but well. “You are the prototype of the girl that we were looking for.” 
 
    “How do you know this all about me?” I ask.  
 
    I look at Harper with resentment, but she shakes her head meaning that she has nothing to do with him knowing all that. 
 
    “I've asked our private investigator to investigate your past to see if there was anything could harm us in the future, but he found nothing. Not even old partners who could bring a problem in the future.” 
 
    I snort. Of course, they haven't found anything like that. I’ve been struggling all these years to survive, I haven't had time to think of anything other than money. I’ve had some one-night stands, and I went out with a guy for a few weeks, but nothing else. 
 
    “Do you realise how crazy this sounds?”  
 
    “It’s a more common practice than you think,” says my friend. 
 
    “But, what would I have to do?” I ask, because yesterday Harper said it wasn’t anything dirty or murky and all this sounds to me like something very dirty and murky. 
 
    “It’s not that type of work, if that's what you are thinking.” Dante rolls his eyes, pets his chihuahua and clicks his tongue. “We are not pimps, queen. You would only have to hold hands, accompany him to some appointments and public acts, give him a kiss, but nothing more.” 
 
    “This would be like playing a role,” adds my friend. 
 
    “A role in which I would be selling my body. It would be like prostituting myself. How many years we women have been demanding that we are taken into account by our intellect and not by our body? I’ve got a career that took a lot of work. And now you ask me to sell my body as if I was a piece of meat. I refuse to accept a job for the simple fact of being a woman and the body that I have.” 
 
    “Oh, come on! It's not a matter of gender.” Dante is a strange character. He dresses in an outlandish manner, with that fuchsia jacket and tight pants. But in a rare manner, he is a consistent person. “Tell me of a single job that the body does not have an influence. And not just for women, also for men. The harsh reality is that an attractive person will have more chances of getting a job than someone who is not.” 
 
    “It shouldn't be like that.” 
 
    “And there should be no wars, no child poverty, not all that shit that exist, but they do exist.” 
 
    “But I should lead by example.” 
 
    Dante is getting impatient with me. I can tell. 
 
    “Look, queen, decide whether or not you want this work, but hurry up. We don't have much time to philosophise about the injustices of the world. If you say no, we have to continue searching.” Dante stands up and looks at Harper. “Let me know when a decision has been made.” 
 
    Dante leaves the room and leaves us alone. By the way Harper obsessively touches her hair, I know that she is nervous and that she feels guilty about the whole situation. 
 
    “Harper, you knew that I would say no,” I tell her sulking. 
 
    “I sensed it, but I was maybe hoping that you would end up accepting.” 
 
    “I want to be a journalist, Harper. I worked my ass of at the university to get the best grades and get hired by a good newspaper.  I cannot accept a job like this, I would define me the rest of my life. Not to mention what little moral or ethical I think it is to pretend to be someone's girlfriend that I don't even know.” 
 
    “How many little moral or unethical things are journalists willing to do every day to get an exclusive?” 
 
    “Don't go there,” I warn her with a look. 
 
    “Besides, this work won't define you, quite the contrary. It’s Confidential. The entire world would just take for granted that you have really been the girlfriend of the heir of one of the largest fortunes of the country. This would also would work for you when you go looking for work, think about it.” 
 
    I think about it, and she is right. The journalism world is full of connexions and friends of a friend of a friend. If you know someone important, is a direct pass to a post in a recognised site. 
 
    “But I want to be hired by my skills, not by who I go out with.” 
 
    “Think about it at least,” she begs. And pouts. “I'm sick of being a trainee, Dante promised me that after this job he would give me a promotion, but I doubt he will if you don’t take the job.” 
 
    I snort and look at my friend that looks really overwhelmed.  
 
    “This is important for you, right?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “I never would have told you to work in something like this.” I confess. 
 
    “And I know that this is strange, but is not bad. It is… curious.” She shrugs. “And I know that right now you don't see things clearly, but think about what you could do with that money. Besides, you would be like an actress, they also use their body to work, don't they?”  
 
    I debate between accepting this madness or run away. Probably, if I hadn't been looking for work for the last two years in my line of work, I would say no instantly to this offer. But after so much waiting, of so many CV's sent to newspapers and digital magazines, I have lost faith. I need the money. 
 
    “Okay, I accept,” I whisper, in a barely audible voice. 
 
    And I knew, even before this charade started, that this was going to change my life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Adam 
 
      
 
    The first thing I do when I enter the Hush Club is to go to the private room in which I know I will find my friends. I’m not mistaken. Jake and Evan are sitting with three blonds so similar that I'm unable to tell them apart.  
 
    “Pal, you’re late,” says Jake, pointing to a free seat next to one of the blonds. 
 
    I sit where he said and the girl smiles at me with a flirt. However, this time I can’t fall in provocations. In fact, I shouldn’t even be here. But being home, alone, boredom was killing me. I wanted to go out, clear my mind and have a good time with my two childhood friends.  
 
    “They Are Ivy, Pam and Kim.” 
 
    I don't even try to learn their names, because, without a doubt, after tonight I’ll never see them again.  
 
    “What do you want to drink?” Jake asks snapping his fingers at a waitress who walks by. 
 
    The girl came running and I'm speechless because I know I shouldn't be drinking, but my body is yelling for one drink. Damn it. Coming here was a bad idea. 
 
    “A Ginger Ale,” I end up saying, getting a suspicious look from my two friends. 
 
    “Don't you prefer warm milk?” Evan cracks a joke. 
 
    The three identical blonds laugh with his comment and I refrain from rolling my eyes. 
 
    Jake, Evan and I met at school in the first grade. We have been in the same school since then, at the university, we shared a flat in the student dorm. Those were the best years of my life. 
 
    Like me, Jake and Evan come from wealthy families of the Upper East Side. Jake someday will lead the Lawler Hotels chain that his father started from nothing. Evan, is the heir of Dankworth Publishing Company, a renowned publishing group. 
 
    “You know that I don't drink any more,” I say, when the waitress serves my drink in a wine glass. 
 
    “That's good. Alcohol has many empty calories,” says the girl at my side disproportionately blinking. I contain myself not ask if she has something in her eye. 
 
    “Damn! it is true, tomorrow is the big day…” Jake looks at me and chuckles by the situation because yes, tomorrow is D-Day. The day on which I'm going to be forcibly imposed a pretend girlfriend. 
 
    Dante called me yesterday and told he had already found the perfect candidate for the pretend girlfriend. I don't know how she looks or her name. This whole situation seems absurd but I don't have the willpower to fight it.  
 
    “What happens tomorrow?” The blond sitting next to Jake asks. 
 
    “Can't tell you, otherwise I would have to kill you.” Jake looks at the girl in a provocative manner, knowing that the thing about tomorrow is top secret. The blush rises in the blonde’s cheeks when he gives her a little bite in the neck. 
 
    Well, he's getting in position. That means that within no time at all he will put her in a cab and take her to his apartment to have a fun night with her. 
 
    We change the subject; we talk of the good season the Giants are having. Soon after, as I predicted, Jake gets up with the blond and says goodbye to us. 
 
    Evan and I don't take long to imitate him, although without a blond hung from the arm, as much as the girls tried to seduce us. 
 
    We decided to share a cab back home. 
 
    “How are you feeling about tomorrow?” Evan asks after a while. 
 
    “Well, I guess. I try to convince myself that this farce will only be for six months. Then I’ll start working in the company and I’ll be able to go on with my life again.” 
 
    “Of course, at least yours is temporary.” He makes a face and turns to the window. 
 
    I know what he means by that, Evan is engaged to Olivia Goldman, the daughter of another rich businessman. Well, they are really not officially engaged, but I don’t think it’s going to take them a long time to announce it. Let's say they were engaged even before they were born, their parents are friends and Goldman invests every year a large sum of money in his father's publications. 
 
    Olivia has been infatuated with Evan for years, but Evan doesn't feel the same way. In fact, for Evan, Olivia is only a capricious child that always ends up getting what she wants. And he is one of those things that she wants. 
 
    Olivia knows that Evan doesn't love her, so she lets him go to bed with other girls as long as he is discreet and quit once they are married.  
 
    “How are you holding up?” 
 
    “Well, normal, I don’t know, as always.” He shrugs and gives me a tight smile. 
 
    “Come on, pal, I wasn't born yesterday. You are strange, what's going on?” 
 
    Of the group, Evan is the most sensitive of the three. I guess that comes from his mother, who is a famous mystery novel writer. Jake and I, however, are more ruthless, but Jake wears the crown.  
 
    “Olivia wants me to join her in the Hamptons this summer, and the truth is that I just don't want to. She’s going with her friends and their boyfriends, with which I have nothing in common with and I'm going to be royally bored.” 
 
    “Someday you'll have tell her no to something. You're under her thumb.” 
 
    “I don't think she knows the meaning of the word no. So, I'll have to bear it, as always. It is what it is.” 
 
    “I don't know why you agree to marry her.” 
 
    “I agree for the same reason that tomorrow you’ll accept the pretend girlfriend.” 
 
    I click my tongue. 
 
    Touché. 
 
    “What a shit.” 
 
    “Besides, what's the difference if I marry her or any another woman? Love is a social convention and does not exist. At least with Olivia I know what to expect.” 
 
     I can't answer to that, more than anything because I don't believe in love either. In our world relationships and weddings are a currency for everything. There is always an interest, a benefit. Very few people end up marrying by love. Without going very far, my parents’ marriage was also a marriage of convenience. Evan's parents did get married for love, but that is an example of nothing because it ended up as the dawn rosary, and now they are divorced.  
 
    I just look outside for the rest of the trip to our flats is in silence, deep in our thoughts.  
 
    I can't stop thinking about tomorrow, I just don’t want to start this lie… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Lena 
 
    The day has come in which I'm going to meet my future boyfriend. I know, this sounds very strange, but I have to admit that this situation is very strange.  
 
    They made me sign a contract, another confidentiality contract and now we are waiting in the meeting room for the guy to arrive, Adam Walter. That’s the name that came up in the papers that I signed. Dante has commented that the Walters are one of the richest families of the country, but to be honest, the name doesn't ring a bell.  
 
    “And, how is he?” I ask Harper when we are left alone. 
 
    “He is very attractive, has a Jamie Dornan air.” She smiles mischievously. 
 
    “What a coincidence that, according to you, he looks like my favourite star…” 
 
    She gives me an angelic smile and, seconds later, the door of the room opens. Dante comes in with a pair of aids, a distinguished man of about sixty with a bushy moustache and a tall guy, dark, in a suit, with penetrating blue eyes that reminds me of something… 
 
    No! It can't be!  
 
    My eyes are wide open, and I turn to Harper, grab her blouse and ask her: 
 
    “Tell me that the guy that just came is not the guy with whom I’ll have to fake a relationship!” 
 
    I believe that I raised my voice to much, because everyone is looking at us. 
 
    “Uh… yes, Lena, this is Adam Walter.” 
 
    “Fuck me!” Adam Walter says, and looks at me with wide open eyes. “The crazy one in the bike.” 
 
    “Me crazy? If I remember correctly you were the one that crossed the street without looking. I think that says more about your lack of sanity than mine,” I say. 
 
    “You have to be really crazy to ride a bike in New York.” 
 
    I notice everyone is looking from one to the other as if they were watching a tennis match. 
 
    “Let's see, bud, if instead of a bike I had been in car or a motorbike, I would probably have run you over and you wouldn't be here now.”  
 
    “Let's see, baby, if instead of riding a bike you were walking or in a cab as the rest of the mortals, we wouldn't be talking about…” 
 
    “Enough!” The voice of the older man sounds strong and authoritarian and Adam stops talking immediately. “You,” pointing at his son. “Sit down and shut up at once.” Then he looks at me very serious, he doesn't have to say anything for me to close my peak. 
 
    “God, Lena, I had no idea that he was the guy of the bike incident,” whispers Harper that looks very stressed. 
 
    I can't blame her, she couldn’t know. How many possibilities are there that the guy of the agreement was the same guy who crossed my path the other day? 
 
    Still frowning I whisper to her that it’s OK and stare at Adam, who is sitting in front of me. Again, I think he is very attractive. Maybe comparing him with Jamie Dornan is a bit exaggerated, but I can't deny he looks a bit like him. 
 
    “Let's see, let's see, where did you meet?” Dante asks, who is now standing holding his chihuahua. Today he is wearing a jacket with mustard retro circles and electric blue pants torn in the knees. “You were not supposed to know each other!” 
 
    I decide to explain it I before Adam and gives a distorted version of what happened: 
 
    “I was returning home in my bike back after a shitty day and Adam Walter decided to cross the street without looking. He was too busy with his eyes fixed on his mobile. I was able to avoid crashing into him at the last minute, but I hit the curb and fell to the ground.” 
 
    “Actually I…” Adam begins to say, but remains silent when, the one I suppose is his father by the enormous resemblance, gives him a warning look to stop. 
 
    “This is a disaster! We didn’t anticipate any of this in our strategy.” He gives the Chihuahua to Harper and picks up a dossier from the table. “The idea was that you met jogging in Central Park. Lena would twist her ankle, Adam would have seen this from far away and would have come to help her and… when they looked into each other eyes… there would be a spark.” 
 
    I try not to laugh. Because yes, when we looked at each other eyes after I fell to the ground there was a spark, but not precisely of love… 
 
    “But now we can't keep that version. What if someone saw your incident?” He starts walking from one side to the other, in an obsessive way. “This is a disaster… A disaster! A huge disaster!” 
 
    “We could use what really happened as a start point,” Harper proposes barely whispering. 
 
    I throw her a sceptical look, but Dante looks at her with interest. 
 
    “Develop this idea.” 
 
    “We could say that they met thanks to that little accident with the bike. That Adam helped her stand up and that after checking that she was okay asked for her phone number.” 
 
    “That's what is called adorning reality,” I say between my teeth, with my gaze fixed on Adam. 
 
    Dante passes a hand by his chin and nods his head. 
 
    “It is a brilliant idea. It doesn't differ much from the original idea and we could maintain the rest of the strategy.” 
 
    “Wouldn't be easier to find another girl?” Adam asks, looking at me with malice. 
 
    I bite my tongue not to agree with him, because let's see, this looks like it’s going to have a bad end. How am I going to make anyone believe that I like this guy? 
 
    Once more I hate this whole situation. If it wasn’t that I'm as poor as a rat, right now I could get up, tell him what I think of him and leave this room with my dignity intact. But I can't do it, I can't do it because I need the damn money. 
 
    “With all due respect, Walter, Lena is the best candidate we've seen to date. Besides, there's some chemistry between you two that will give the illusion when faking the relationship.” 
 
    I’m about to laugh with this assertion. Chemistry? It will be the antipathy chemistry, because that it is the only thing I feel for this guy. It’s okay, yes, no, I’m not going to say otherwise, I'm not so stupid as to deny an objective reality, but his arrogance is to me as citronella to mosquitoes. 
 
    Adam snorts and Dante snaps a finger to one of his aids to give him two blue dossiers that he holds in his hands. He gives me one and the other to Adam. 
 
    “The whole strategy that we are going to follow over the next six months is explained here. Our goal is to clean up Adam´s image before the announcement of his entry in the company.” 
 
    I open the dossier and I start to browse through it with interest. This is very detailed, there are graphics and schedules.  
 
    “We’ll have to change the first part, as we have already said, but we’ll be able to keep the rest. So, if you agree, I'm going to explain everything…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Adam 
 
    Dante spends the next two hours explaining the schedule that we are going to have to follow for the next six months. I still think that this is absurd, that I don't need to pretend to have a girlfriend to start working in the multinational, but I know that my opinion doesn’t count. My father listens attentively and nods once in a while. Lena, for her part, does not seem happy at all with the situation, which I don’t understand. I'm attractive, intelligent, of a good family and she will get paid to pretend to be with me. Many would kill to be in her place. 
 
    I must say that meeting her again has been an interesting coincidence. The other day, when she dodged me with that old dusty bike that she has, I could not help but notice her. She is nothing like the women I take to bed from time to time. Lena has a natural beauty, without anything artificial, quite the contrary to the made-up models with which I go to bed and that in the morning they seem like entirely different persons.  
 
    Dante continues his explanation until the end of it, and then, he reminds us of the first thing that we have to do in our pretend relationship. 
 
    “Let's see, boys, since the first contact was three days ago, we will have to move forward with the plan a little. I propose that you make a coffee date for this Friday afternoon.” 
 
    I look at the way in which Lena wrinkles her nose as if the idea of having a date with me seems the most horrible thing in the world. 
 
    “You have to make it look like you are getting to know each other and you are having a good time. Leaving the coffee shop there will be a paparazzi waiting to “steal” a picture.” He makes quotation marks with his fingers to let us know that everything is arranged. 
 
    He gives us the name of the place where we have to meet and concludes the meeting.  
 
    “I hope that you won’t fail me this time, Adam,” dad says, looking very serious. 
 
    I hate it when he talks to me this way. I know that I've disappointed him many times, I’m aware of this. But also, I’ve been behaving well for months now, showing him that I'm no longer the uncontrolled guy that went from party to party drinking and getting high above his possibilities. 
 
    Dad is talking with Dante and asks me to leave with a hand movement. I walk out of the room, and head to the lifts and sprint to one which doors are about to close putting my hand in the middle in the last minute. When the doors open, I see Lena's image, frowning as soon as she saw me. 
 
    “Hey sweetie,” I whisper as soon as I enter. 
 
    We are alone and awkwardness is palpable in the air when the doors close. The elevator begins to go down and I look at her out of the corner of my eye. The truth is that I confirm that she doesn’t look bad at all. She has a nice ass, sexy curves, huge honey eyes and the kind of long chestnut hair that drives me mad. Also, she has full sexy pink lips. I must admit that I find them very appetizing. I'm sure I could do great things with them. 
 
    “Don't look at me like that.” 
 
    “Like that? How? 
 
    “As if you were a vampire thirsty for blood.” 
 
    I laugh by her comparison. I can see how she keeps looking at the floor numbers wishing to get to the ground floor. 
 
    “I was just confirming that you have a good body.” 
 
    She frowns and looks at me with narrowed eyes. 
 
    “Don't say those things.” 
 
    “Why not? You can also say that I have a good body, if you want to.” 
 
    “Sorry, but to tell you something like that I should believe it.” 
 
    A hoarse laughter comes out of my throat. 
 
    “Oh, come on, babe. I have a good body. It's a reality.” 
 
    “You really believe it, right?” 
 
    “Nah, just a little.” 
 
    She crosses her arms and changes the weight from one leg to the other.  
 
    The air seems to become heavy and, when we get to the first floor and the doors open, Lena flies outside as if she was fleeing from a burning building.  
 
    I follow her. I leave the building, and I find her mounting her bike. 
 
    “I see that you could fix it.” 
 
    “Yes, thanks to a YouTube tutorial.” 
 
    “You could buy another one, right? That pile of pipes looks like it’s going to fall apart any time.” 
 
    She stops, looks at me, and now I can see hate throbbing in her eyes. 
 
    “Look, smart-arse, it turns out that there are people who are not fortunate enough to have rich parents that can pay all your whims. I have no money to buy new panties, so much less to buy a bike, also, I don't need to because this one is in perfect condition.” 
 
    The other time she gave me KO with her tirade, and she has done it again. I don't know what to answer to that. She keeps looking at me as if I were the most detestable person in the world, lifts her chin as goodbye and starts pedalling down the street, disappearing seconds later. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Lena 
 
    I arrive home half an hour later and I do it with tears in my eyes. Adam's words have hurt me as if someone had stabbed a dagger through my heart.  
 
    I know I shouldn't feel like this, in the end, it is true that my bike has a few decades on it, it’s just that it has a special meaning for me. It’s the bike that my mother used when I was a child and I like to think that, when I ride it, my mom is a little closer to me. 
 
    I'm also aware that Adam could not know, but I can't stand people that think they have the right to tell you how to run your life without knowing your circumstances. 
 
    I spend the rest of the afternoon cleaning the house, which is what I do to disconnect my mind and stop thinking.  
 
    Around seven, I hear the sound of the front door and go out of my room to greet Harper. She is not alone, she is with Gabe, her boyfriend. 
 
    Gabe and Harper have been together for almost three years. They met in a college party and have been together since then. Gabe is the typical prototype of a Californian: blond, strong and tan. He studied law and he works now at a law firm. His dream is to become a partner in the law firm someday. 
 
    “Everything is so clean!” Exclaims Harper when she comes in and sees my work. I dusted, vacuumed, and I even cleaned the windows that have been asking for it for a long time. 
 
    “I also prepared dinner.” Pointing at the kitchen's door. “I made lasagne for the whole week.” 
 
    “Dear me!” Harper wrinkles her nose. “Has anyone had a bad day?” 
 
    I don't answer her question, but she knows me very well, she takes my hand and drags me to the sofa. Gabe, instead, goes into the kitchen, grabs a can of beer, loosens his tie and sits on the wing chair after turning on the TV. It is his subtle way to tell us he doesn’t want to get involved in one of our dramas. 
 
    “Is it about this morning?” She asks very serious. “I have thought about it and I pressed you a lot to accept. I’m sorry. You can still back out, if you want to.” 
 
    “That's not it.” She looks at me with a raised eyebrow and I sigh. “Oh well, not just for that. It’s that… Adam Walter is a prick.” 
 
    “Adam Walter?” Gabe tilts his head and gives me a questioning look. “How do you know him?” 
 
    Harper looks at me with panic etched in her eyes. She is facing away from Gabe and I can see how she vocalizes a “he can't know” on her lips with red lipstick. Of course, the work is confidential. In fact, I signed a contract for which I can be sued if anybody finds out our fling is a farce. 
 
    I improvise on the fly. 
 
    “No, well, we just crossed paths a couple of times and he doesn't seem to be a nice person. Do you know him?” 
 
    “Nah. His father and one of the main partners of my firm are close friends. I’ve only seen him a couple of times and he does not seem like a bad guy despite his fame.” 
 
    The fame that precedes him leaves much to be desired, I know. In fact, after cleaning, I decided to make a small Google research to soak up on the life of my future boyfriend. And the truth, the articles I've read on him left me astonished.  
 
    I don't know what happens to rich people. It seems they have it so easy in life that, in light of that, they decide to play to the limit in a dangerous and alarming levels. It is as if, having no real problems, they need to make them up to feel more alive. 
 
    We ate the lasagne I prepared in silence and, at the end, I hide in my room, where I review the plan that I’m going to have to follow over the next six months.  
 
    Our first date will be on Saturday. The idea is that we have a coffee and have some photos taken for the celebrity magazines to begin circulating rumours about us. Exciting, isn't it? 
 
    Having to spend some time with the prick is like chewing glass, but I try to focus on the five-figure cheque that I’ll receive in a month… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Adam 
 
    Ladies and gentlemen, today is the big day. The time has come to start with the lie that allegedly has to clean my name and reputation. Yes, I confess that I'm a sceptic, and is just that I'm convinced that there is another less complicated way to do this. 
 
    The driver drops me off in front of the coffee shop where I’m going to meet Lena, I look for her, but I can't find her. Great, on top of all, she's late. I snort and stand next to the door and pull out the mobile to look at social networks while I wait.  
 
    I spend a while giving likes to a few Instagram pictures and, when I lift my eyes, I notice a girl coming this way. She is wearing a black blazer with a tight-fitting red dress that shows her long legs. What a cutie. I don't realise that it’s Lena until I look at her face and I see her clear eyes scrutinising me. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    What some high-heel shoes and a nice dress do. I bite my lip and I'm unable to disguise the lopsided smile on my face. Perhaps this faking a relationship with her is not so bad after all… 
 
    “Well, you do have legs,” I whisper when she is close to me. 
 
    “Well, you do have brains,” says Lena between her teeth. “Oh no, sorry. It was a mental lapse.” 
 
    “Oh, baby, you have to smile and seem happy to spend time with me, remember?” 
 
    This amuses me, I admit. 
 
    “It's okay.” Lena forces a cynical smile. “I hate you.” She blinks in a coquettish way and I laugh by the natural way in which she said this while smiling. “That's better?” 
 
    “Much better. Come on, let's go in.” 
 
    I open the door for her like the gentleman that I am, and we go inside. This cafe is quite posh, the furniture is modern, it has retro industrial style ceiling lamps and everything is of earth colours and gold.  
 
    We sit at a table, take off our jackets and they soon take our order. I order a coffee and she a vanilla and chocolate ice cream, a strawberry smoothie and a slice of Red Velvet cake. When the waiter leaves, I raise my eyebrows and she gives me an interrogative look. 
 
    “What’s happening?” She asks seeing I’m surprised. 
 
    “No, nothing, this is the first time that I date a girl that orders something other than a diet coke or mineral water.” 
 
    “Seriously?” She seems really surprised. “There are too many tasty things in the menu for not wanting to order them all.” 
 
    “I guess in my world appearances are everything,” I confess. 
 
    “Well I'm glad I don't belong to your world.” 
 
    I chuckle when the waiter brings us what we ordered and she starts devouring it without any shame. I look at her with admiration, and I'm not going to deny that a little horny, because of the way she licks the chocolate ice cream off her lips is super erotic. She doesn’t talk, she limited herself to eat and to look at the mobile as if I wasn't here. As if I didn't exist. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask, a little annoyed by being ignored. 
 
    Lena looks at me over her mobile at the same time she swallows a piece of cake. 
 
    “Reading a novel that I’m half through.” 
 
    I frown. 
 
    “Read? What about our date?” 
 
    “We're in a discreet corner, nobody can see us, it's not necessary to have a conversation that neither of us want to have.” 
 
    “Well, I do want to have a conversation,” I say with a firm voice. And, surprisingly, I realise that I say the truth, that a part of me wants to get to know this strange girl that I have before me. 
 
    “Are you serious?” Lena looks at me with eyes wide in surprise. 
 
    “Does it seem so strange to you that I want to get to know the girl that I have to pretend to have a torrid romance?” 
 
    “Well, nobody has said that it has to be torrid.” 
 
    I roll my eyes. 
 
    “You know what I mean. I want to know who you are and what you do.” 
 
    “I thought that you would have read it in the folder that they did on me when they investigated me.” 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    “I haven't read any folder. They offered it to me, but I wasn't interested in reading that information.” 
 
    “Of course, why would the master be interested in anyone except himself?” She raises her eyebrows having fun at the same time that she gets the smoothie straw in her mouth. I’m unable to take my eyes off her lips. 
 
    “Let's see, baby, I didn’t read it because it seemed to me that it was confidential information. I wouldn't like anybody to read that file if it were mine.” 
 
    “Well, I didn't need to, I just had to Google you.” 
 
    She triumphantly smiles at me and I have a sip of my coffee while she licks chocolate off her fingers.  
 
    “You're the worst,” I whisper. 
 
    “No, you are the worst.” 
 
    “You're like a fucking pain in the ass.” 
 
    “And you as a piles.” 
 
    “Do you always have to have the last word?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    We challenge each other with our gaze until I finally let out a sigh and ask her, trying to bring the conversation to a friendly tone: 
 
    “Tell me about yourself.” 
 
    “About me?” My request surprises her. “What do you want to know?” 
 
    “Where are you from, what do you do, what do you want to do with your life… That sort of thing.” 
 
    Between ice cream spoonfuls she tells me about her life. Or rather, her hell, because this girl hasn’t had it easy. Lost her parents when she was very young, her only family didn’t want to know anything about her and, although, she had good grades in journalism, she couldn’t find work as a journalist. 
 
    I'm surprised she is so honest. That she doesn’t keep anything to herself. She is the kind of transparent person that is so scarce where I come from, where the truth is disguised to make it look pretty, even if there is only shit underneath.  
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “Me what?” 
 
    “Where are you from, what is it that you do and what do you want to do with your life.” 
 
    Mine is so ordinary next to her that I'm embarrassed to tell her, because my life has been easy. I was born in the Upper East Side, I grew up surrounded by luxury, they admitted me in Harvard although I didn’t have the best grades and I graduated with honours. I always wanted to work in the family's company, it’s something that it's in the Walter genes, I guess.  
 
    When I finish talking, Lena smiles and diverts her gaze up to the clock hanging on the opposite wall. 
 
    “Hey, we are going to be late.” 
 
    I frown because I'm unable to believe that an hour has gone by. But yes, it is six in the afternoon.  
 
    “We should leave,” she suggests. 
 
    You're right, although I'd love to stay a little longer. I’ve felt so comfortable with her, that… well. But at six o’clock the photographer will be waiting for us at the front door to take our picture and officially start with this lie. 
 
    I pay the bill, we put on our jackets and head for the door. Before opening it, I look at her and wink an eye: 
 
    “Ready?” 
 
    She nodes as an answer and I hold her hand. Her touch is warm and her hand soft and small. We go out together, and right away I see a flash from our left side. We stay a few minutes at the door talking very close to each other, until the sound of the camera fades away and I get a message from Dante confirming that it's done. 
 
    “Mission accomplished,” I say with a wink. 
 
    She bites her lip, and looks uncomfortable. 
 
    “Well, I guess… we'll see each other.” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    And before I have time to ask her if she wants me to walk her home, she raises a hand by way of farewell and leaves practically running down the street, getting lost in the river of people around us. 
 
    9 
 
   
  
 

 Lena 
 
    Two weeks have gone by since Adam and I started to go out. Well, okay, we may only be pretending, but in the eyes of the world, Adam and I are dating. Harper told me that Dante is very pleased with the way things are turning out, because the tabloids can't stop talking about the two of us as the fashion couple. It seems that the fact that Adam is dating someone poor and without resources such as me, is improving his reputation. 
 
    After our first date at the cafe, we have seen each other a couple of times.  
 
    The truth is that, accepting this job, is not turning out as terrible as I thought. Adam can be self-centred and arrogant, but he is an egocentric and arrogant guy with a good conversation. That at least has not made the moments that I have to spend with him a bummer. I still don't like him, but I don't feel any more like swallowing cyanide every time I see him. 
 
    Today is the weekly date with Dante. We are in a private meeting room talking about the planning. According to Dante, we have to take a step forward in our pretend relationship. Up until now, we have limited ourselves to an occasional forced caress, but it hasn’t gone any further.  
 
    That seems to be about to change today…  
 
    “A kiss?” I ask stunned, looking at Harper that, holding Dante's chihuahua, smiles at me reassuringly. 
 
    “Yeah. Tomorrow he will take you to a charity gala to introduce you into society. It’s demonstrating that whatever is going on between you two is serious, therefore, it’s time to let them see a first kiss.” 
 
    “What does a “first kiss” mean? Is there going to be more?” 
 
    Adam, from the other side the table, chuckles. Oh heck, this may seem very funny to him, what is more, he must have a very trained tongue going around kissing women, but not me. In fact, I don't remember the last time I kissed someone.  
 
    God, how pathetic is my life. 
 
    “Can we delay this?” I ask with an innocent voice. “Besides, kissing is an intimate act, you don’t necessarily have to go and show off out there.” 
 
    “Boyfriends kiss casually very often, Lena. If we don't want to raise suspicions, it’s necessary for you to kiss and confirm in the eyes of the entire world that your thing is real.” 
 
    But it is not!!, I want to scream. Instead, I just roll my eyes. I suppose nothing is going happen if our lips touch and share a space for a few seconds.  
 
    “If you like, we could make a test before,” Dante adds. 
 
    Adam and I look at each other. Him with raised eyebrows and an expression of surprise and me with terror drawn on my face. Oh My God, you want us to kiss now? 
 
    “I don't think it is necessary to make any tests. A kiss is a kiss, what can go wrong?” Adam asks. 
 
    “Well, too many things. A bad kiss can ruin our plan, so guys,” he claps a couple times looking at us. “Get up. I want to see how your mouths come together.” 
 
    I wish I could refuse, but it turns out that I can't because I have signed a contract and I need the money. So, I roll my eyes and get up from the chair. Adam does the same thing and we meet half way through. 
 
    “Well…” He whispers. For once, he doesn't have that arrogant look in his eyes that usually characterises him. 
 
    “No tongue,” I warn him. 
 
    “You would enjoy it more.” He says smiling. 
 
    “Come on guys, stop talking. Let's see that kiss.” 
 
    We stare at each other for several seconds. Dante, Harper and the rest of the people looking makes me feel extremely uncomfortable. At least Adam's father is not here. That really would have been humiliating. 
 
    “We don't have all day.” 
 
    His voice sounds like an order, so Adam and I obey. I lean forward at the same time as him and our noses collide. We split apart howling in pain, with our hands on our noses. 
 
    Dante sighs, crosses his arms and asks us to try again. That pestering guy, really. I throw him a murderous look, imagining that the red moles bow tie he is wearing today is closing around his neck. 
 
    We spend the following minutes to trying to kiss, but each new attempt is worse than the previous one. One of the times, instead of kissing me on the mouth, Adam kissed my eye, and another one, the chin. Even the times we managed that our lips touched, we looked like two uncoordinated gasping fish. 
 
    “No! No! No!!” Dante looks at us as if we were aliens. “But, what's going on with you? You are both mature young and attractive. Sparks should be jumping. Instead, you two people look like you are at a doctor's office waiting for a rectal exam.” 
 
    Adam snorts, passing a hand through his hair giving Dante an unfriendly look. 
 
    “Hey, it's not easy to do this naturally with so many people watching.” 
 
    Dante lets out a long sigh and crosses his arms. 
 
    “I just hope that tomorrow's kiss is better than what I have witnessed here. We need you to look like a real a couple. So, guys, you have homework. I want you to meet this afternoon and practise kissing until you can do it right.” 
 
    A few minutes later, we leave the room. I look at Adam pouting. Fine crap he threw on us. 
 
    “Well, how do we do it? your place or mine?” Adam asks drawing a mischievous smile on his lips that makes me nervous. And it makes me mad, why lie to ourselves. I don't know how this theatre can seem so well to him. 
 
    “I better go to yours,” I whisper. 
 
    “Cool. I’ll send the address later,” winks at me and leaves with firm steps. 
 
    I wait for Harper to leave the room. She had to stay with Dante to finish the plan for tomorrow. When she does, she smiles at me and invites me to eat in a close by Japanese restaurant.   
 
    “I don't know if I'm going to be able to put up with this for six months,” I tell my friend while I dip the salmon nigiri in the soy sauce. 
 
    “Think about it like every day is less time.” 
 
    “I know. Every time I want to send everything to hell, I visualize a lot of winged dollar bills flying toward me. But there are days like today in which not even that compensates for this.” 
 
    I get all the nigiri in my mouth and chew. God, this delicious, I really like Japanese food.  
 
    “You just have to give him a kiss. It's not a big deal.” 
 
    “But, have you seen how bad we did it?” 
 
    I close my lips like a fish and I begin to gasp. Harper laughs, dropping her chopsticks on the noodle dish she ordered. 
 
    “You were so tense that it seemed that you would run out at any time. You have to relax. I don't know, think it is… the Legolas poster you hung on your room's wall. I've seen you kiss him more than once, it will not be so different.” 
 
    “That was a low blow.” 
 
    I throw her a killer look. She knows that I don't like her to bring up my little obsession with that lord of the rings character. Besides, is it my fault that Orlando Bloom looks so good with long hair? 
 
    Right then the mobile vibrates on the table. It’s a message from Adam with the address of his flat. He wants us to meet in one hour, so I eat up what´s left on the plate and take a cab to take me to the address he gave me. 
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 Lena 
 
    When I get off the cab I look astounded at the building in front of me. I believe that I have never been in a place like this. The facade is all glass and there is a man dressed in an elegant way in front of the revolving door. I blink and I see a dolled-up woman coming out whose perfume I can smell from meters away. I wrinkle my nose and look at myself. I’m wearing a pair of worn out jeans, dirty black Converse shoes and a coral with polka dots blouse. I never worried much about fashion, also, when I dressed this morning, I didn't know that I was going to end up on the Upper East Side. 
 
    I snort and head toward the doorman who raises an eyebrow when he looks at me. 
 
    “Hi, I'm Lena Murphy, Adam Walter is waiting for me.” 
 
    The doorman squints as if suspected of me and I know that I'm being evaluated. It doesn’t surprise me. I’m sure that the girls that Adam brings home are my antithesis from what I saw in Google's photos. All tall, thin to the bone and dolled up to the maximum. I am… me. A normal girl who finds it difficult to combine clothes. 
 
    He tells me to wait a second, pulls out a mobile of his trouser pocket, dialling a number and asks Adam about me. After making sure that he is waiting for me, he lets me in. 
 
    If the building is impressive on the outside, the inside is like a five-star hotel lobby. Seriously, everything is white, bright and with a minimalist design. I walk up a small ramp, I get into one of the lifts and I squeeze the right button.  
 
    When I go out of the lift, I'm surprised to see that there is only one flat per floor. Also, Adam is already waiting for me leaning on the open door, barefoot, with a pair of sweatpants, a white cotton T-shirt that suggests a perfect abdomen, and tousled brown hair. I confess that I was open mouthed for a few seconds, because this is the first time that I see him like this, without a suit, so natural. And hey, if in a suit looks good, like this he makes you salivate. 
 
    “Well, where did you leave the suit?” 
 
    “I like to be comfortable when I'm at home,” he answers winking an eye. 
 
    He moves away from the door and with a gesture he leads me into the flat. I can't help to open my eyes wide open because, oh my! This apartment must be seven times bigger than the one Harper and I share. He shows me room by room and I'm letting loose small cries each time he shows me a new one. In addition to the kitchen, living room and bedroom, has a room full of fitness machines and an office tastefully decorated. Everything is minimalist and white. Despite everything, it is not a cold atmosphere. The natural wood touches and scattered thick carpets on the floor, bring warmth to the place. 
 
    When there’s nothing else to see, we head to the living room.  
 
    “Something to drink? Water? a soda?” 
 
    “No, Thank You.” 
 
    He smiles and I smile. We stood smiling without doing or saying anything more. The truth is that, if you think about it, the idea of coming to his house to practise a kiss is surreal. He doesn’t say anything, but the way in which he frowns and looks at me in silence, I’m sure that thinks the same thing. 
 
    “This…” he takes a step toward me and I automatically take a step back, as if I was getting ready to run away. 
 
    Suddenly, I notice how my palms are beginning to sweat because I'm nervous. 
 
    Adam notices my discomfort because he freezes and looks at me with a shocked expression. 
 
    “I was only going to suggest that we sit on the couch, Lena.” He frowns and looks upset. “Hey, you can be at ease. We won't do anything you don't want to, I'm not that kind of guy. And if at the end you don't feel like kissing, I’ll tell Dante to leave it for another time.” 
 
    “Sorry, it's just that… all this is so strange.” 
 
    “Look, what do you think if we sit, I play a film and we watch it? It's not necessary to force things.” 
 
    “Okay,” I say with a whisper. 
 
    I don’t consider myself a woman that scares easy. I have always thought that I'm a strong, independent woman able to face anything with dignity. However, there is something in the idea of kissing Adam that terrifies me.  
 
    We sit on the couch, and I try to have enough space between us.  
 
    Adam closes the blinds with a remote control and lowers the light intensity leaving us practically in the dark. Then he turns on the huge TV that occupies half of the wall and connects Netflix. 
 
    “What do you want to see?” 
 
    “Can I choose?” I say excited. 
 
    “Of course, you can play whatever you want. Except for a girly film.” 
 
    “How typical.” I roll my eyes and take the TV remote. I start flipping movies until I get to Fantsy and Science Fiction. I look at the list and when I see Harry Potter's cover, I don’t need to keep looking. I push Play. 
 
    “Uh, stop the car. Harry Potter? Are you going to play a kid's film?” 
 
    I pause the film and look at him with a frown. 
 
    “It is not a children's film, it’s Harry Potter.” 
 
    “Isn’t this about a child with magical powers or something?” He asks suspicious. 
 
    I open my eyes and look at him as if he was an alien that had just arrived to earth. 
 
    “You haven’t read the books?” I ask and Adam nodes his head as if I was the alien. “And you haven't seen the movies?” 
 
    “No, I haven’t. I don’t see movies for children.” 
 
    “It is not for kids! I can't believe you have not seen them. Quite a sacrilege.” 
 
    “I'm more inclined to Matrix or Star Wars.” 
 
    “Well I like Harry Potter the same or more,” I say very determined, and without giving him the opportunity to reply I push play and add: “Welcome to a world where everything is possible.” 
 
    He grunts, but doesn’t complain or say anything. At the beginning he pays more attention to his mobile than to the film, but after the first few minutes I can tell that the plot attracts him and he is getting hooked. I should be looking at the TV screen, but I'm unable to stop looking at the mini-expressions he is making when something important is about to happen.  
 
    At some point, I begin to feel comfortable.  
 
    I smile when Adam asks me to pause the film so he can go to the bathroom. When he returns, he comes with a bowl full of chips and a bag of red liquorice.  
 
    “I hope you've washed your hands before serving the chips,” I say playfully as I pick one from the bowl. 
 
    Adam smiles. 
 
    “I might have, or not. You'll never know, you’ll always be in doubt.” And then cleans his hands in my clothes making me let out a yell.  
 
    I push him, he laughs, I laugh, and we look at each other.  
 
    I don't know what has changed between us in this last hour, but suddenly I feel comfortable next to him. 
 
    “You should hit play.” He whispers without looking away from my lips. 
 
    I gulp, I put the potato that I took in my mouth and look away toward the screen after pressing play 
 
    We have been getting closer, so now our bodies are so close that I can feel his warmth through my clothes.  
 
    When the film ends, Adam looks at me. He seems to be thinking about what he is going to say. 
 
    “FUCK. I loved it!!” He says looking at me with bright eyes, he seems excited and his excitement is contagious. A giggle escapes me. 
 
    “Good isn’t it?” 
 
    “Would it be freaky to say I want them to send me a letter to go to Hogwarts?” 
 
    “We have all gone through that, little one,” I say, eyebrows raised. 
 
    After that comment, we begin to talk and share opinions. I laugh when he emphatically says that he is Slytherin cannon fodder, but I don't refute that because he is right. I'm from Gryffindor, he doesn’t doubt that. 
 
    “You want to see the next one?” He asks smiling. “We can order a pizza for dinner.” 
 
    The plan seems perfect. So, Adam orders a four cheese for me and a barbecue pizza for him and we watch the second film.  
 
    If he liked the first one, he is going to love the second one. We don’t stop commenting on the plot between pizza bites. I don’t like the edges so I put them back in the box. When he finishes his family size pizza, he eats those too.  
 
    I notice Adam looking at me while I get a slice of pizza in my mouth and I get a little nervous. I swallow, look at him and ask him: 
 
    “Why do you look at me like that?” 
 
    “It is fascinating.” 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “To watch you eat.” 
 
    I blush immediately and hit him on the side with my elbow trying to hide my blush. 
 
    “The girls that you normally date don’t eat?” I ask him looking sideways at him. 
 
    “Food not much, but they hunger for something else.” 
 
    I throw him a nasty look and hit him with my elbow again. Adam grunts as he rubs his side. 
 
    “Are you always so violent?” 
 
    “Just when I’m provoked.” 
 
    He’s got a twisted smile and looks at me for several seconds without saying anything. We are engulfed by silence. I fix my gaze on the screen as if with that I could ignore the fact that his gaze pierces me. 
 
    “Are you a bad kisser?” 
 
    His question catches me by surprise when I’m sipping coke. I start coughing and, when I finish, I look at him with watery eyes. Fuck! What a question… 
 
    “Of course not!” 
 
    He turns his body and looks at me, with an amused smile on his lips. 
 
    “Then why don't you want to kiss me?” 
 
    “The only explanation that you can think of, of why I don't want to kiss you is that I’m a bad kisser?” He chuckles, but I don’t think it's funny at all. “Well no, smart-arse, as it turns out, I'm a great kisser. If I don't want to kiss you is because I don't like you at all and the idea of kissing you disgusts me.” 
 
    And I say this while I'm unable to stop looking at his lips that seem more appealing than ever.  
 
    “Of course, I’m sure that’s it…” 
 
    “Well, yes,” I insist. 
 
    “If you say so…” 
 
    I know he is saying all this to taunt me, but I'm easy and fall into his trap. I pause the film and look at him with indignation. 
 
    “Just so you know, I’m a very good kisser. I have received sincere praises on my way of kissing.” 
 
    “Before or after they take you to bed?” 
 
    I cross my arms. 
 
    “Does that Matter?” 
 
    “Of course, we tend to go overboard with praise when we want to get between the legs of a girl.” 
 
    “Not everyone is a womaniser like you.” 
 
    He smiles again, I can tell this amuses him. 
 
    “You know what? There is only one way for me to believe me that you are a good kisser.” 
 
    “Which one?” 
 
    “To give me a demonstration.” 
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 Adam 
 
    Lena looks at me with eyes wide open. I’m convinced that she didn't expect this at all. I see her hesitate for a few seconds. We don't know each other very well, but I know enough to know that she’s weighing her options. She doesn't like to show weakness at all, and that is why she gave me a resounding no right away. 
 
    It may seem that I'm playing with her, that I just want to have fun at her own expense, but nothing could be further from the truth. To be honest, I'm dying to kiss her since we've played the second film. There is something in her that attracts me like a moth to a flame. Perhaps the fact that she doesn't look at all like the type of women that I sleep with, by her naturalness and her beauty without make-up. I don't know, the thing is that I like to hang out with her and since an hour ago I’m unable to tear my gaze away from her lips wondering how they taste.  
 
    “You're joking, right?” She says staring at me. 
 
    “No, I’m very serious. In order to be able to confirm your thesis I need a sample.” 
 
    “I don't think I’ll kiss you, Adam.” 
 
    “Because you're a bad kisser.” 
 
    “None of that.” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Chicken.” 
 
    I see the spark in her eyes, that shine that in these last weeks has preceded all her sudden impulses. Before I can realise what she is doing, she leans toward me and stamps her lips against mine. 
 
    I was a few seconds without knowing how to act, but when I noticed that she was about to pull away, I grab her by the waist and squeeze her against me, pressing her lips against mine. The Kiss, which has started only as brush of lips, right away transforms and becomes something else. We chain a kiss after kiss until I touch her lips with my tongue and she opens her mouth. And it is then that I’m not aware of my own actions any more, it is as if my body is acting on his own and I just let myself go. Her tongue and mine are fighting a duel, in wet and hot kisses. We don't stop kissing for a moment, only when we need to breathe and the room fills with the sound of our agitated breathing and of our saliva. 
 
    This kiss has made me horny and that is noticeable under the increasingly tense fabric of my pants. Lena also seems excited, because she straddles me and starts to rub against me with circular movements that make me mad. 
 
    She gasps when I put my hand underneath her t-shirt and squeeze her breast over her bra. Fuck, her tits are bigger than what I had thought.  
 
    And surely this would have gone further if I hadn't without wanting to, hit the remote when trying to sit up a bit and the film starts playing, bringing us to the voices of the characters. 
 
    I notice how Lena comes out of the spell, she gets tense, moves away from me and looks at me through her darkened and misty eyes. She got carried away by the moment, like me, and I'm sure that she's regretting this, I notice by the way she puckers her puffy and reddened lips and gets up from my lap and fixes her t-shirt. 
 
    She is very nervous. I’m sure that right now she is blaming herself for what just happened. So, I decide to trivialise the moment in the only way I know how: with humour. 
 
    “Well, it turns out that you're a great kisser,” I say fixing my eyes on the TV as if nothing had happened. 
 
    We continue to see the film in a deathly silence. All the good vibes and the complicity that we had managed to build during the last hours seems to have disappeared to be replaced by a very annoying discomfort. 
 
    When the film ends, Lena gets up very tense and tells me that it's late and she is going home. 
 
    I walker to the door.  
 
    She says goodbye with a hand gesture and presses the elevator button. 
 
    “Lena,” I call out making her turn around. 
 
    She looks at me and I try to smile reassuringly. 
 
    “At least we made it.” Lena rises an interrogative eyebrow making me understand that she doesn’t know what I’m talking about and I decide to be more explicit. “Give us a good kiss.” 
 
    “I suppose,” she admits, although she still looks upset. 
 
    This is when the elevator arrives. Before leaving she turns around toward me. 
 
    “See you tomorrow, Adam.” 
 
    “See you tomorrow, Lena.” 
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    I wake up to the sound of the alarm clock and turn it off with a frustrated puff because I haven’t rested at all. Yesterday I left Adam's flat with the feeling of having done something wrong and I couldn’t get rid of the feeling all night, until I got into bed and I started rolling around unable to get our kiss out of my head. Well, okay, I should say kisses because we kissed more than once. In fact, we snogged really nice. I don't know what happened to me, I'm not like that, I don’t go around making out with just anybody. But… something happened when our lips touched, it was as if another person took over my body and force me to continue kissing him. And it was not only the kiss, but everything that woke up with it. If I had let myself get carried away, I don't even want to think about what could have happened last night… 
 
    I let out a sigh, I get out of bed and head to the kitchen. Harper has her usual morning bad-tempered face before the first coffee. 
 
    “I need to inject caffeine in my vein,” she murmurs while watching the electric coffee machine as if she could make it brew faster with her thought. 
 
    “At what time did you arrive yesterday?” I ask, because when I went to bed she had not arrived and it was very late. 
 
    “I don't know, in the wee hours of the morning. I went with Gabe to a birthday party of a work mate.” 
 
    “And how was it?” 
 
    She looks at me with half-closed and sleepy eyes. She’s got the word hangover tattooed on the forehead. 
 
    “It was a real bummer, Lena. I can't think of anything more boring than a room full of lawyers willing to talk about their work. So, I set myself to drink, because it was either that or die of boredom. I don’t remember anything after the fifth champagne glass.” 
 
    I laugh. It is impossible not to do so when she wrinkles her nose and her redhead moves from one side to the other in a funny way. 
 
    “I'm sorry.” 
 
    She shrugs and gives a jump for joy when the coffee maker finishes brewing. She serves a cup for her and one for me, that she hands me with a satisfied smile while blowing on her own to avoid burning herself. 
 
    We sit at a small table we have in the kitchen for breakfast and, after a few coffee sips, Harper looks at me with one of those scrutinising expressions that seem to read my mind. 
 
    “What's your excuse?” She asks with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “My excuse?” 
 
    “Yes, in order to have that shitty face…” she doesn’t finish the sentence. She opens her eyes and bluntly exclaims: “Shit! Right, yesterday you had your kissing session with the hunk Adam. God, I completely forgot,” she hits her forehead with her hand and clicks her tongue as if her forgetfulness was unforgivable. “How was it?” 
 
    “Well… hum… I guess OK.” I merely say that, because I don't know to which extent, I have to explain what happened to my friend, because explaining would mean to having to evaluate how I feel, and I don't feel like doing it. 
 
    “What kind of an answer is that? Did you kiss or not?” 
 
    “hum… yes.” 
 
    I blush when Harper supports her elbows on the table and leans forward to closely scrutinise me.  
 
    “What are you hiding?” 
 
    “I’m not hiding anything.” 
 
    “I know you, Lena Murphy. When you lie you wrinkle your forehead in a very peculiar way.” She touches my forehead with her index finger and I vigorously deny with the head. 
 
    I try to find any kind of excuse for what is happening to me, but before I can open my mouth, her mobile rings. Harper snorts, gets up and answers with an irritated voice. I know that it’s Dante by the way she changes her tone of voice to a professional one. From here I can't hear what they are talking about, so I wait until she hangs up and sits down. 
 
    “It was Dante.” I know. “He has asked me to accompany you to tonight's party, to make sure that everything comes out perfect.” 
 
    “Great!” I happily exclaim, clapping, because having Harper with me will make me feel less stressed. 
 
    Oh My God, tonight I have to kiss Adam again! 
 
    Harper looks at the time in the mobile and pouts. 
 
    “I have to be at the office in half an hour, so I can't go on with my interrogation. But don't think that you're going be rid of it. At some point I think to coax everything from you.” 
 
    She finishes her coffee with one gulp, grabs a granola bar from the kitchen counter, and runs to the bathroom. I just sit there with my coffee, wishing for the day to end. 
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 Adam 
 
      
 
    I always had respect for the skyscraper where my father's multinational company is located. It’s one of those buildings with more than one hundred floors where you can find different companies headquarters by floor. Dad's is divided into seven of them. 
 
    I enter the revolving door building and go straight to the lifts. When it opens it expels a lot of people. I get in and push the button of the floor I'm going. The doors are about to close when, in the last minute, a girl hurriedly gets in. 
 
    I look at her from the corner of my eye when the doors close and we are alone. I can see how she returns the look and smiles. She is attractive. She is tall, thin and has one of those perfect faces made with pounds of make-up. A few months ago I wouldn't have thought twice to get close to talk to her and get her phone number. However, I don't feel like it. Instead, I think of Lena and her natural beauty.  
 
    But hey, what’s happening to me with this girl? She’s not even my type of girl, what is more, she's got a terrible mood and she doesn't like me. But fuck, the kisses we gave each other yesterday were the most exciting of my whole life. Not to mention the great time we had together, chatting and laughing while watching the film. I believe that this is the first time that a girl doesn’t try to impress me, she doesn't pretend to be someone else, and I like it. 
 
    But I can’t like her. As my father says, never mix business with pleasure, and what there is between Lena and me is business.  
 
    The numbers are changing one after the other. The doors open and close in different floors to pick up people, until I reach my floor and get off the elevator. 
 
    I walk through reception and I head toward my father’s office. His secretary tells me that he is in a meeting, and to wait outside, that when he finishes, he will meet me. 
 
    We are going to eat together. He wants to talk about some work matters. These last few weeks we had meetings every day, he’s explaining to me the inner workings of the company. I like that. Not only because I've always wanted be part of a company’s management, and specially a multinational like this, but also because it allows us to spend time together. I like to think that our relationship has improved since then, especially because my father and I have never been very close. 
 
    People often see those who have money as people with a wonderful life, and I’m sure that there are people who are happy with the idea of being able to bathe with money, but that is not my case. It is clear that having money has made things easy for me, but, in return, I grew up in a family with an absent father because of work and a mother more concerned in spending money on beauty treatments, clothing or home renovations than in taking care of her child. My parents have always paid his lack of affection with money. According to the therapist to which I was forced to go during my stay in the rehab clinic, the lack of authority figures is partly responsible for my running amok behaviour. That and my lack of control, of course, I’m not going to be as hypocritical as to blame everything on them. I'm older, many of the things I have done these past few years have been my responsibility. 
 
    I spend a good while sitting in a chair in front of his office, looking at the mobile while I wait for my father to end the meeting. The truth is that I’m not aware of the time when his secretary approaches me and gently touches my arm. 
 
    “Adam, your father just asked me to tell you that he must cancel the appointment. A last-minute commitment came up. I’m sorry.” 
 
    I’m a little upset, though that may seem strange for me. I don’t believe what she just said. I fix my gaze on the door in front of me. He was not able to come out and tell me this himself? He really had to send his secretary for this? As if I wasn’t someone deserving his attention. 
 
    I swallow, force a smile and tell her that everything is all right. I decide to send a message to the guys to see if they want to go for lunch. Jake tells me he can’t, but Evan answers that he just came out of the office and will be waiting for me in a cafe that we usually go to. 
 
    I take a cab and get there half an hour later. Evan is waiting at a table near the window with a huge cup of coffee in his hands. 
 
    The waiter comes and takes our order. I opt for a chicken sandwich, Evan a vegetable one. 
 
    We talk a little bit of everything between bites, until Evan gives me a sideways lazy smile, and says: 
 
    “Are you going to take your “girlfriend” to the party tonight?”  
 
    “Well yes, we have to prove to the world that we are a happy couple.” 
 
    “As if that was a torment, she is hot, and she has a good front.” He moves his hands on his torso as if squeezing breasts and I don't know why, but Evan talking about Lena like this, bothers me. “The other day Olivia showed me a photo of you two together, they wrote an article in a girlie magazine, and the truth is that I was amazed enough. She is a beauty, and you haven’t told us.” 
 
    “She's not bad, although she is a little obnoxious. She likes to contradict and bother me. Also, she is stubborn and has a terrible mood 
 
    Evan smiles sardonically before taking a sip of coffee and looks carefully at me.  
 
    “You like her,” he categorically affirms. You like that girl. 
 
    “What? Of course not.” 
 
    “Of course yes.” He chuckles and rolls his eyes. “There is nothing that attracts you more than a bird that contradicts you.” 
 
    “No way, I can't stand it.” 
 
    “You love challenges, Adam Walter.” 
 
    We stare each other with a challenging look for a few seconds and I would love to contradict him again, but we both know that he is right.  
 
    “Who are you bringing to the party tonight? Olivia?” 
 
    “What else is new,” he snorts and eats a chip becoming listless. 
 
    “Do you know if Jake will bring anybody?” 
 
    “I doubt it, I believe he prefers to go by himself to flirt freely with anyone he wants.” 
 
    “The day that he falls in love will be the end of an era,” I say between laughs while I finish my coffee. 
 
    Suddenly I feel much better. Luckily, life has given me very good friends to compensate the bad luck I had with my parents. 
 
    We stay at the cafe for a while, until it’s late and we decide to go home to get ready for tonight.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    14 
 
   
  
 

 Lena 
 
      
 
    There's a knock at the door and I stop what I’m doing on the computer to open it. I blink confused when I see a dolled up blond woman who is closely looking at me. A cloud of perfume engulfs me. She has a kind of suitcase with wheels that she drags inside without even asking permission to enter. 
 
    “But who are you?” I ask in the midst of confusion. 
 
    The woman smiles and extends her hand with a perfect manicure and a professional attitude. 
 
    “I'm Janet, from the Real Beauty salon, Dante sends me. He wants me to make you perfect for tonight.” She grabs my chin and forces me to look at her with attention. She frowns and puckers her lips, she does not seem very happy with what she sees. “Oh my, when was the last time you applied a mask? You have dry and dull skin.” I don't answer, because let's see, who has time to apply that kind of thing? The closest thing I have put in my face are a few slices of cucumber when Harper feels like having a home beauty session. “And those eyebrows? They seem like Bigfoot's. Oh my god, a lot of work ahead of us!” 
 
    Janet seems really upset She grabs my wrist and pulls me to sit in a chair in the living room. She places the suitcase on the dining table, opens it and begins to pull things out while talking about beauty topics of which I don’t understand a thing (and the truth, I don't care about). 
 
    The next hour is a bloodbath. It doesn’t matter if I tell her not to do something, because she insists that she is following orders, as if this was a matter of life or death. She applies a lot of creams and potions in my face that I don’t have time to ask what they are and washes my hair on the sink in the kitchen and then curls it with a curling iron.  
 
    When she is done with my hair, she plugs in a small container with hot wax and begins to shape my eyebrows. After the wax she begins to pinch me with eyebrow tweezers and I can't avoid to howl in pain.   
 
    “And now we are going to see those hands. Oh my god, do you bite your nails?” She asks after releasing a cry of terror, as if a masked man ready to kill her had just appeared behind me. “That is inadmissible.” 
 
     And while she gives me a manicure, I have to endure a championship scolding, because it turns out that it’s very unattractive for a lady to bite her nails. Well hey, I'm glad, but I don't know why I should explain anything to this woman that I don't know and has come into my house and has begun groping me without even asking permission. 
 
    When she finishes with my nails, she sighs, walks away from me a few meters and smiles satisfied. 
 
    “Good job, Janet, she says to herself.” 
 
    This woman is not well in the head. 
 
    “Are we done?” I ask looking at the clock on the wall, because they are going to pick me up in half an hour and I have a lot to do. 
 
    “Yes, my job here is finished.” She pulls out a mirror from her bottomless suitcase and shows me the result. The truth is that she has made me pretty, although I just don't recognise this version of myself. She defined my eyebrows, did my hair in beach waves and applied make-up with a smoked black in my eyes that make them seem much clearer by the contrast. “You are beautiful, I feel like the Fairy Godmother before dressing up Cinderella for the great dance.” 
 
    After her melodramatic role, Janet leaves home and I’m finally left alone. I go to the bedroom and pull out the dress from the dress bag that Dante sent me the day before yesterday for today's party. It is a lovely navy-blue long dress, with a smooth drape, which seems to cost more than all my wardrobe. 
 
    I hear the front door open and, a few seconds later, Harper appears puffing in my bedroom. 
 
    “Uh, fuck, you're hot. Janet is a machine,” she says, while looking at me with eyes wide open. 
 
    I just zipped up the dress and I look at myself in the mirror. The truth is that the dress fits me like a glove. Harper told me Dante chose the size. It’s clear that the guy has a very good eye for clothes. 
 
    “Isn't it… too much?” 
 
    “It has to be, is a charity gala for billionaires.” 
 
    She's got a dress bag hanging from her shoulder and when I ask her what is it, she sighs: 
 
      
 
    “I rented a dress for myself. It’s a very respectable gala, I could not wear one of my Macy's dresses.” 
 
    I smile and she winks at me. 
 
    “Then, see you there?” I sit on the bed and start putting the shoes on. They are silver and shiny. A least, I chose these. 
 
    “Yes, I’ll meet Gabe in an hour. He’ll pick me up in a cab to go to the hotel. I can't wait to see him in a tux.” Harper laughs and comes to give me a hug. “I'm going to the shower, little one. See you later, okay?” 
 
    She kisses me and disappears humming through the door. I love living with her for these small things. She’s cheerful and she infects me with her joy, even in these moments in which nerves are giving me butterflies. 
 
    I look at the clock, there's only a few minutes left for Adam to pick me up. I can't help but keep remembering yesterday's kisses, I’ve really tried not to think about it, but the more I try, the more I remember. 
 
    I wait a few more minutes and shortly after the intercom sounds. Its Adam's driver telling me they are here. I peer into the bathroom and shout at Harper, who is in the shower, that I’m leaving. She looks out from the shower and throws me a kiss. 
 
    And with the nerves making a ball in my throat, I leave the flat. 
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    The car door opens and I look at Lena's head. The hello stuck in my throat when I see how beautiful she is. Fuck! She almost always wears informal clothing, and this dress reveals all her curves which leave me breathless for a few seconds Also, her eyes are made-up in a way that makes them look larger and more luminous than they already are. And her lips… rosy and sensual are yelling at me to kiss them again. 
 
    “I know, I look ridiculous,” she says blushing while trying to fix her skirt so it doesn’t wrinkle in the car. 
 
    “I didn't say anything like that,” I complain, this girl is always thinking the worst of me. 
 
    “It wasn't necessary, the way you look at me it's enough to know what you’re thinking. 
 
    “Since when do you read minds? 
 
    She rises an eyebrow before answering. 
 
    “You're a predictable person, Adam Walter. 
 
    “Well, I think not so much. Because I was thinking quite the opposite. You are beautiful. 
 
    She looks at me in surprise and I see a shine in the bottom of her eyes. She appears to be trying to discern if what I said is one of my many ironies or I’m serious. I see her reluctant. Does she feel like me that I can’t stop thinking about what happened yesterday between us? 
 
    “You're not so bad yourself” she ends up saying, looking me over. 
 
    “I know,” I tell her raising my eyebrows in sensual way. 
 
    She laughs and rolls her eyes. 
 
    The truth is that I have always considered myself an attractive guy, but this usually multiplies when I'm wearing a tux. What's one to do, it fit’s me like a glove. And this one specially looks to have been sewed on my skin. As you can see, humility is not one of my virtues. 
 
    We spend the rest of the journey talking a bit of everything. The truth is that I can feel her tension and discomfort in the way she speaks and moves. I would like to tell her something to put her at ease, but the truth is that I can't think of anything. 
 
    Luckily, we arrive quite fast to the hotel where the benefit gala is going to be. The driver leaves us at the door and a bellboy takes our coats and leads us to the gala, on the last floor. The hall is decorated with all kinds of luxuries. There are tables with food everywhere and waiters with trays full of drinks and canapés.  
 
    I see Jake and Evan at the bar where they serve alcoholic beverages and smile. I knew I would find them there. 
 
    “Come, I want to introduce you to my friends,” I say to Lena. 
 
    She nods a yes. I hold her hand and we approach them.  
 
    “Hey, guys,” I say hitting Jake's shoulder with my free hand. 
 
    Jake and Evan turn around with a glass in their hands. Both look at me and smile at Lena. I really don't like the look over that Jake gives her, it’s as if he could see beneath her clothes, but I hold the warning comment because I don't want to seem like the possessive type.  
 
    “Well, well, look at who we have here,” says Jake with a sensual expression. He gets close to Lena, takes her hand and gives her a kiss throwing one of his wolfish looks. “I'm Jake Lawler, at your service.” 
 
    “Lawler?” Lena opens her eyes wide and looks at me after getting her hand from my friend's mouth, the sleaze. “Of the hotels?” 
 
    “The same,” says Jake.  
 
    Lena seems to hallucinate. Evan, next to Jake, laughs and gives his hand with one of his lazy smiles that make him look cool, really studied pose. 
 
    “I'm Evan Dankworth. Nice to meet you, Lena.” 
 
    Lena blinks and grabs his hand as if Evan was a divine revelation. 
 
    “You don’t have anything to do with Timothy Dankworth, right?” 
 
    “No, he’s only the Dankworth Publishing Company heir,” I tell her. 
 
    “Fuck!!” She exclaims too loud, making people around to turn and look at her with disapproval. Evan, Jake and I disguise a smile, we’re accustomed to the codes of conduct of this type of places, but you can tell that for Lena this is new. She apologizes and lowers her voice before talking again, she seems excited. “I greatly admire your father, Evan.”  
 
    “You admire my father?” Evan asks who seems genuinely surprised by her enthusiasm. 
 
    "He was a great journalist, it's a pity that he left it to dedicate himself to manage his own editorial group, but well, he has built an empire. An empire that will one day be yours, of course.” 
 
    “You're interested in journalism?” Evan asks again. 
 
    “Of course, I studied journalism with the dream of someday becoming a great journalist.” She says with shining eyes and that surprises me. I knew that she had studied journalism, she told me on our first date, but I didn’t know it was so important for her.  
 
    Lena and Evan engage in a conversation about journalism that leaves Jake and me without being able to participate. The way in which Lena is talking with Evan is cordial and close and I can't help but feel a bit jealous. With me all she does is discuss, instead, you can tell that she has connected with Evan, because they jump from one subject to another with ease, sharing laughter and smiles. When I'm about to hold her hand and take her away from here, Olivia shows up and hangs from Evan's arm and greets us with her shrill posh voice. 
 
    “Hi, sweetie,” says to Evan after giving him a kiss on the cheek. Then she greets Jake and me with a nod and fixes her gaze on Lena. “You are Lena, right? I’ve seen pictures of you in Violet Magazine. Adam and you are the talk of the moment.” 
 
    She throws an artificial laugh and shakes her hand. Looks at her from top to bottom, evaluating her. I can see how a superiority smile seizes her face right away, because Lena doesn't comply with the standards typical of the people of our world. Don't get me wrong, I believe that she is a beautiful girl and that she has nothing to envy from Olivia who is so thin so that her bones are visible through her skin. Lena, instead, has a beautiful body, proportionate, curvaceous and sexy. Something inadmissible for this type of girls who spend their day dieting, counting calories or undergoing very expensive surgeries. 
 
    “How lucky you’ve been to get Adam and make him settle down. About time.” She looks at me touching her long caramel hair and I reciprocate with a fake smile. 
 
    We're not going to deceive ourselves at this stage: Olivia and I stand each other. I don’t think she is an honest person, much less with Evan, which treats him almost like a lapdog. Although if there is anyone here who can’t stand Olivia, is Jake, that ignores her and decides not to participate in the conversation. 
 
    “Heavens, the girls are there with their partners,” Olivia says pointing to a group talking in a circle. “Why don't you come with us for a while?” 
 
    “Does it have to be now?” Evan asks with reluctance. 
 
    “Yes, they’re all are asking about you. So we can talk about the holiday in the Hamptons.” 
 
    Evan rolls his eyes, but let’s himself to be dragged by her to the other side of the room. I take the opportunity to ask the bartender for a drink for Lena and a Ginger ale for me. 
 
    “He can be such a henpecked…” Jake mumbles after taking a sip of his drink when they are far away and they can’t listen to him. 
 
    “Is that his girlfriend?” Lena asks with her gaze fixed on them. 
 
    “Yes, disappointed?” I ask with irony. 
 
    “What? No, not at all. It's just that Evan did not seem very happy with her company.” 
 
    I give Lena the drink that the waiter just served and I shrug after taking another one for me. 
 
    “Evan and Olivia are destined to marry, so Evan tolerates her, as much as she isn't his cup of tea.” 
 
    “What do you mean by that? They are going to marry even if they are not in love?” 
 
    Jake next to her laughs cynically, takes a sip of his drink and tosses Lena a condescending gaze. 
 
    “That's the way things are in our world, appearances are everything. Then why do you think they chose you to be Adam's girlfriend?” 
 
    Lena is slow to answer, but when she does, she answers decisively. 
 
    “I think your world is a shit. I would not want to be part of it at all.” 
 
    “I think it’s already too late for that, beautiful.” Laughs sarcastically and then sets his eyes on a tall and brunette girl that just came through the door. “And now if you’ll excuse me, it’s time to look for a plan to amortise the pasture that I have donated this evening.” 
 
    Raises his hand and walks away toward his prey, leaving us alone. 
 
    Lena looks at me out of the corner of her eye and brings the glass to her lips to get a sip. She seems thoughtful, perhaps thinking about Jake's words.  
 
    “You want to go out?” I ask pointing to the open doors of the terrace. 
 
    Lena nods her head yes and we head outside. It is a cool night, but they have placed heaters heating up the air around us which comforts us. I put my arm around Lena and we get closer to the ledge where a beautiful skyline of New York makes Lena exclaim in wonder. The lights are blinking, showing us the city that never sleeps, which always moves at such a frenetic pace that it’s impossible not feel the need to be carried away by that energy. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” Lena looks at me sideways, hesitant. I nod and she says: “Is it true everything I read about you in the press?”  
 
    She looks at me and I don't know what to answer for a few seconds, because I know that we haven't talked about this before. We haven't talked about my past, because it is a theme that I don't like to remember too much. I guess I can't keep running away from it my whole life, and especially if we're going to spend months seeing each other very often. So, I'm not going to beat around the bush. I could, but I always like to be straightforward. 
 
    “Most of it, yes.” 
 
    She nods her head and turns her gaze toward the urban landscape that stretches before us. For a long time neither of us talk. I thought she would make more questions, but she doesn’t. Even so, I decide to give her a more extensive explanation.  
 
    “Until a year ago my life was a chaos, Lena. The truth is that I'm not proud of it, but I'm not going to deny it because it is part of the person that I am now. I have been an unconscious guy who was jumping from party to party, took drugs and drank without control and fucked a different woman every night. I could lie and say that in reality the press was exaggerating and that it wasn't that bad, but I will not. That was me then and I have to live with it.” 
 
    “I understand.” Lena nods slowly, as if she was digesting my words. She smiles and shrugs her shoulders. “You are responsible for what you did, that's okay.  
 
    “There are times that I tell myself that I wish I had acted in a different way, but then I think that it isn’t worth lamenting the past, but to work for the future.” 
 
    Lena leans back against the railing of the terrace and looks at me straight in the eyes. 
 
    “What made you change?” 
 
    I take a few seconds to answer, trying to sort out my memories of that night which marked a turning point in my life. 
 
    “A couple of years ago I almost died in one of those parties. I overdosed and I… I'm not even aware of the amount that I drank, I was drunk, I let myself go, I was out of myself and only because a security guy found me unconscious on the bathroom floor, surely now I wouldn't be telling the tale. After that I knew I couldn’t continue like that, I went voluntarily to rehab and I’ve been clean since then.” 
 
    “You have not had a drink even once?” 
 
    “Yes, ten months ago. I went to a party and drank a Martini. I thought that nothing would happen with one drink… but that was a new trigger toward disaster. Luckily, I stopped before I was hooked again, I went a couple of weeks to rehab and I came out clean again. Since then I haven't tried any alcohol or drugs.” 
 
    Lena looks me in the eyes and I can see comprehension in her eyes. In my world this type of things are more than normal. Drug and alcohol problems are the other side of the coin in our life, I guess when you have everything you let yourself be dragged by apathy and lack of motivation, and you just succumb to pleasures that can fill in some way that existential vacuum.  
 
    “Are you afraid to fall off the wagon?” 
 
    I swallow and nod without taking my eyes of hers. 
 
    “That fear never disappears.” 
 
    Lena smiles and raises her hand to caress my cheek. There is something very sweet in that gesture, something that contrasts with the strong character that she has shown me these past few weeks since we met.  
 
    Our eyes are entangled and everything around us seems to slow down. We are alone in this terrace. Only she and me. Her gaze and mine. 
 
    I’m led by an unknown impulse, I incline myself slightly toward her, until our faces are a breath apart. I look at her eyes, then look down at her lips and then her eyes again which are now closed. She wants me to kiss her, I know, and I want to kiss her. My lips approach her slowly, relishing this moment. But just when our lips are about to touch, when her breath caresses my skin, someone interrupts us. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    16 
 
   
  
 

 Lena 
 
      
 
    “Lena, you’re here,” I hear Harper’s voice. 
 
    I flinch, open my eyes and turn away from Adam. I’m aware at that moment that I got carried away by the intimacy of the moment that was created between us and that I was about to kiss him.” God! I was about to kiss Adam again! hey, what's wrong with me? I’m not the kind of girl that goes around kissing any guy. 
 
    Harper looks at me happy. We have been caught red-handed and the situation amuses her. 
 
    “I've been looking for you for a while,” says my friend approaching us. 
 
    Adam clears his throat, passing a hand through his hair and leaves us alone with the excuse that he's going to get drinks. As soon as he leaves the terrace, Harper chuckles. 
 
    “I Think I interrupted something.” 
 
    “We were just talking,” I deny fast. 
 
    “If I had come a few seconds later, I would have caught you in full kiss,” she insists, raising an eyebrow as she smooths the skirt of the green dress that she's wearing today which suits her fantastic. Green colour has always favoured her. Also, she has straightened her hair, and although I prefer her with curly and crazy hair, she looks good. 
 
    I shrug and try to downplay the issue. 
 
    “I was only playing my part.” 
 
    “Honey, you have to kiss on the way out, not in an empty terrace. The paparazzi are waiting there. So go tell your stories to somebody else.” 
 
    “There is no story to tell.” 
 
    “Whatever you say.” 
 
    Harper rolls her eyes and I try to change the subject. 
 
    “Where's Gabe?” 
 
    She makes a face and all the fun chiselling her face seconds before disappears. 
 
    “Has wasn't able to come. He had to stay in the office reviewing a defence case. So, I came by myself.” 
 
    “I'm sorry, babe.” 
 
    “I'm more sorry.”  
 
    I give her a compassionate look and Adam returns with a couple of drinks for me and Harper, although he's not alone. He is accompanied by Jake who is frowning. The truth is that Adam's friends are very attractive. Jake has dark hair, green eyes and a very marked chin. Evan has brown hair, amber eyes and softer facial features. Jake is attractive in a rogue way, he’s the kind of guy that looks at you as if he was going to get you pregnant with a single glance. Evan, instead, seems gentler. 
 
    “No luck with the girl?” I ask after taking a sip from my drink. The drink is pink with a very sweet taste.  
 
    “I had her just right, but in the last minute the husband showed up and screwed the plan.” 
 
    Next to me, Harper chuckles. Jake looks at her with interest. 
 
    “And who are you?” 
 
    “Harper Smith, you are Jake Lawler, right?” My friend shakes his hand with a professional smile. 
 
    “Yes, the same.” He’s silent for a few seconds, evaluating her. “Your face looks familiar, but I don't know from where.” He frowns as if he was trying to remember. “Have we slept together?” 
 
    Harper opens her eyes and frowns. 
 
    “What? No! Of course not.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” He asks again, scratching his chin without stopping to look at her. 
 
    “No, I don't sleep with guys like you.” 
 
    “Guys like me?” 
 
    “Guys with sex addiction problems.” 
 
    Jake's smile distorts and Adam and I share a meaningful look. 
 
    “Easy, babe, it's not that you are exactly my type. Hobbits don't turn me on, they often don’t meet my expectations.” 
 
    After saying this, gives a last look at my girlfriend, who is shocked, and leaves. I suppose that calling her that has something to do with her stature, because Harper is very short, although I freak out with his malicious comment. 
 
    “He called me a hobbit,” she repeats as if in shock, with a blank stare. Then she looks at me indignantly with her grey eyes lit by rage: “He called me a hobbit!” 
 
    “He’s like that, he has the ability to annoy anybody,” says Adam to reassure her.  
 
    “That prick thinks that to have a few small hotels spread across the world gives him the right to go around insulting people.” 
 
    At this very moment her mobile starts ringing. She takes it out of her small bag and I can read Dante’s name in the screen before she takes the call. She walks away from us for a little privacy and we are alone again. 
 
    Adam and I gave at each other an uncomfortable look out of the corner of our eyes. The intimacy bubble that we had a few seconds ago has disappeared, and it shows in the way that we look at each other, embarrassing, as if we didn’t know what to do or say to act normally. 
 
    I still don't know very well how to categorise what I feel. I don’t know to which point all this is a suggestion of the role I have to play as alleged Adam's girlfriend or is this something that goes far beyond. I think of all the couples that get together after playing a role in a film or a series. There are feelings that are born of a lie and become real. Curious, isn't it? I wonder if this is what is happening to me. 
 
    Harper finishes her call soon and comes to us again.  
 
    “Dante called me to let me know that the photographer is already waiting outside. So, when you leave, you know what to do.” 
 
    She says this very slowly, moving her head from one to the other as if we were children from primary school to which she's trying to teach us the multiplication tables. Harper, sometimes, can be very condescending. 
 
    Adam and I affirm with our heads and, after exchanging a couple more sentences with Harper, we return to the gala in the room.  
 
    We spend the rest of the evening greeting people I don't know and whose names I'm unable to learn. Always answering the same polite questions.  
 
    At some time during the night, someone makes a glass ring with a fork to say a few words. It’s the senator’s wife that organised the charity. After giving a small speech, it’s the senator who tells us of all the virtues of the organisation for which the money is collected. I can't stop thinking that it's a little hypocritical that people dressed in clothes that cost thousands of dollars talk about people without resources who are forced to barely survive. After the senator's words, we're invited to toast and the waiters serve Champagne glasses from their trays. I take one, but Adam refused with a smile. We toast, drink and the whole room erupts into applause. 
 
    After this ritual, Adam holds my hand and asks me if I think it's OK. to leave. I answer that yes, the truth is that all this is beginning to annoy me. This kind of parties is not my thing. I don't feel comfortable. You breathe falsehood in the air loaded with expensive perfume and intellectual chatter. 
 
    I wait for him near the door while he says goodbye to some of the guests. I see Harper talking with Jake on the other side of the room. They seem to be having a heated conversation by their strained expressions. I’m sure my friend has gone to tell him a couple of things for his comments on the terrace. If there’s something that Harper knows how to do is defend against an attack. While I see how my friend points the accusing finger, someone stands in front of me and blocks my view. 
 
    “Are you leaving?” It's Olivia, Evan’s bride, who looks at me with a radiant smile that I’m convinced It’s false. 
 
    “Yes, it’s late.” She smiles politely, although from the beginning this girl didn't give me a very good feeling. 
 
    “It was nice to meet you. It’s not very often that Adam Walter brings one of his pick-ups to an event. But…,” she lowers her voice and makes a distressed expression. “We both know that your thing won't lead anywhere, that you are a mere entertainment. Adam is the crème de la crème of the New York bourgeoisie, he's been saying that he’ll end up marrying someone of his kind. Instead, you are a poor orphan that doesn't have a place to drop dead.” 
 
    Her words echo in my mind as a slap in the face.  
 
    “Why are you telling me this?” I ask her crossing my arms. “What do you care what I do or don't do with Adam?” 
 
    Olivia places a hand on her chest in a theatrical manner. 
 
    “Dear, I’m saying this for your own good. You seem like a good girl and I don't want you to end up disappointed when in a few months Adam leaves you for another girl.” 
 
    “You don't need to worry about me, but thank you.” 
 
    Adam returns and Olivia smiles at me one last time before scooting to wherever she came from. 
 
    “What did she want?” Adam asks, frowning. 
 
    “Nothing. To say goodbye,” I lie while I continue fixing my gaze on her back. 
 
    I hate people like Olivia that feed on other people insecurities. I don’t know why she had to tell me anything, she just managed to disturb me in a bad way. 
 
    When we’re about to leave the hotel, a porter returns our coats. I have a bad-tempered face, why am I not able to get Olivia's words out of my head. Would it be true what she said? Am I being used to clean Adam's image before he gets engaged to someone of his kind? 
 
    The idea of this being truth turns my stomach. I wouldn’t have to mind, in the end, we are nothing. This is work. But I don't care. 
 
    “Ready?” He asks me. 
 
    It's hard to understand what he means with his words, but when I do, I bite my lip. Outside, hidden somewhere, a photographer waits to take a stolen picture of our kiss. The truth is that I don't want to kiss at all right now, with so many contradictory thoughts going around in my mind. 
 
    But I’m unable to answer anything and Adam interprets my silence as a yes. He takes my hand and drags me outside. 
 
    The driver is about to come and we have to wait for him in front of the hotel's entrance, where we are supposed to kiss. 
 
    Adam caresses my arm gently and smiles at me. I look at his eyes and a jolt in my stomach leaves me breathless. I shouldn’t feel anything for him, but I do. Butterflies take to the sky when he takes my chin and gets his face close to mine.  
 
    I close my eyes. 
 
    His lips come closer. 
 
    I can hear his heart beat in his chest. His breath on my face. His scent wrapping me… 
 
    And in the last minute, when our lips are about to touch... I turn my face. 
 
    I hear the sound of a camera and a beam of light blinds us. Then another. Click. Click. Click. 
 
    Adam opens his eyes in surprise. I let him go and take a step backwards. I can see disappointment and bewilderment on his face. Anguish closes my throat, and it’s hard for me to breath. Before Adam can tell me anything, I turn around and start running down the street with my heels reverberating. 
 
    The last thing I hear is Adam yelling my name and a beam of light chasing my silhouette until I disappear turning a corner. 
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    An hour later, I understand that I have screwed up royally. I’m aware of this when my bedroom door opens and Harper comes in frowning and the mobile in the ear. She covers the microphone before talking to me. 
 
    “But, can you know what happened?” I don't answer, although I look at her with the eyes of a slain lamb. “I have a very angry Dante on the telephone and he wants to talk to you.” 
 
    “Can he wait until tomorrow?” I ask with a moan. 
 
    “No, he's spitting fire, and if you don’t talk to him right now he might show up at our door.” 
 
    I pout, but grab the phone. During the first few minutes I hardly understand what Dante is telling me because it’s difficult to understand him with so many screams. After a while he seems to calm down and his sharp voice comes from the other side of the phone, with an angry tone. 
 
    “What were you thinking, Lena? Digital magazines have already published what happened tonight.” He clears his voice before talking again. “Super Woman Magazine headline: Girlfriend on the run: Adam Walter's girlfriend runs away after rejecting a kiss. Trouble in paradise?”  
 
    I loose a lamentation and I sit on my desk to turn on the computer and open the web browser.    
 
    While I check the digital magazines, Dante keeps singing to me all the headlines on the mobile.  
 
    It’s amazing how fast information flies. I've arrived home less than an hour ago and its news in practically all the gossip portals. Not only that, but there are clear pictures of me pushing Adam when he tries to kiss me. 
 
    “Do you realise what you have caused?” Dante asks irritated. “A crisis. A fucking crisis just to start.” 
 
    I whisper a sorry, but I think he doesn't listen to me because he’s still grumbling aloud.  
 
    “Is there anything I can do?” I ask with a faint voice. 
 
    “If there is anything you can do? Rather there is something you have to do.” He interrupts himself to let out a sigh. “It’s necessary to solve the crisis in a fast way and from the roots, so tomorrow you’ll have to meet Adam to thwart what happened today, okay?” 
 
    It takes me a few seconds to answer. 
 
    “All right.” I give him a listless growl. 
 
    Dante says that tomorrow he’ll give me indications of the contingency plan to solve the crisis and hangs up. I return the mobile to Harper that heard the conversation from the door. She picks it up, looks at me wrinkling her freckled nose and takes my hand for us to sit on the bed.  
 
    “Are you going to explain to me what happened tonight?” She asks conciliatory. “Adam and your seemed to be having a good time.” 
 
    I let out a sigh and try to think of the conflicting emotions that assaulted me when we were leaving. I don't know what has happened to me, I just know that all this is generated by Olivia's words. What she said shouldn't bother me, because deep down I know that she is right: Adam will end up with another woman of the same social stratum. I'm just something transitory. Also, what we have is fictitious, is not even real. I should not lose sight of this, as much as I get butterflies in the stomach when he is near. 
 
    “Lena?” Insists my friend bringing me back to reality. 
 
    “Sorry, is that I'm a little overwhelmed with everything that has happened.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “There is something I haven't told you about yesterday.” I gulp and look away to the wall, embarrassed. “Let’s say that our kissing training session got…out of our hands.” 
 
    “What does that mean? Did you sleep together?” She asks opening her eyes wide open. 
 
    I blush and I hurry to deny this. I tell her of his provocation and my kiss, and how that first kiss turned into many more. 
 
    “In other words, you got hooked.” Not a question, it’s an affirmation. 
 
    “Something like that,” I admit. 
 
    “I thought you hated him.” 
 
    “I thought so, but it turns out that he’s not as big of an arsehole as he seems. We saw Harry Potter, he liked it, we talked… I don’t know, it was… fun.” 
 
    “F…un?” Harper looks at me stupefied. 
 
    “I had a good time and I let myself go, I guess.” 
 
    I let out a sigh and Harper is studying me with her eyes. I don't know what it is that she must be thinking because her eyes are indecipherable, such as the adjective indicates, difficult to decipher. At the end she rolls her eyes and places her hand on top of mine. 
 
    “Lena, you are aware that the thing with Adam is only work, right?” 
 
    I gulp and take a few seconds to answer, because I’m filled with doubts. Am I aware that is only work? Yes. Do I want it to be just work? Mm… 
 
    I shake my head pushing away those doubts. There is nothing between Adam and me. Nothing at all. 
 
    “Of course, it’s only work!” I end up saying.  
 
    “Adam is not a bad guy, but he's not for you. Someone who has studied his past with a magnifying glass is telling you this. I don't want you to get your hopes up with him and then get hurt by him.” 
 
    I look at her surprised. I can't believe what she just implied. 
 
    “I don't feel anything for Adam Walter, Harper. What happened between us last night was only physical.” 
 
    Harper slowly assents with her look and I try to convince myself that what I’m saying is true. I feel nothing by Adam Walter. Nothing at all. My heart doesn’t have any romantic feelings toward him… right? 
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    I turn off the mobile and I sit disgusted on the sofa. I've been getting calls and messages since yesterday asking me why Lena pushed me away at the charity gala.  
 
    I don't understand what the hell happened for things to get so twisted like that, because the night seemed to be going well, strangely good. There was even a moment on the terrace in which we were about to kiss. 
 
    The truth is that this is the first time that I feel something like this for a woman. I'm not the corny type that talks of feelings or anything like that, but I have to admit that when I'm with Lena I feel something I never felt before. And I’m not only talking of the lump that grows inside my pants when she is nearby, although I admit that it’s generous and is worthy of mention.  
 
    But no, I don't mean that, even if I have a great desire to crawl between her legs. Lena awakens a feeling of protection unknown to me. When I see her, I want to hug her really hard against my chest to protect her and don't let anything bad happening to her. It's not that she needs it, because she has proven to be a bird with guts that can take care of herself. It’s an instinct that it’s born within me which I can’t ignore. 
 
    That's why it really bugs me that the  night ended the way it did. We only had to kiss, a simple kiss, but she pulled her face away and ran away as if to kiss me was something repulsive. She didn’t seem very disgusted when kissing me the other night. And the thing wasn’t just because the planets aligned and we stopped it in time, because we were on the launching pad ready to take off.” 
 
    I change my position and look at the clock hanging above the TV. It’s four in the afternoon and Lena must be about to arrive. Dante wants us to fix yesterday’s thing uploading a reconciliation photo in the social networks. According to him, a photo of the two of us in my house, is a good option. The truth is that I'm still pissed off for what happened yesterday, and although I'm dying to see her to find out why she acted the way she did, I also want do the same thing to give her a bit of her own medicine.  
 
    I have become the laughing stock of the gossip magazines, that your supposed girlfriend turns her head away when you're about to kiss her it’s the most succulent gossip for any paparazzi. 
 
    Oh, Lena, Lena… what's going on with you? 
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    The doorman looks at me with a poker face. I don't know this one, and he must be wondering what kind of nut spends half an hour in front of a building debating whether to enter or not. I’m late, I know, but I don't want to face Adam after what happened yesterday evening. We haven't talked and by the face with which he looked at me after the non-kiss, I’m convinced that he must not be very happy with me right now. 
 
    I change the weight from leg to leg and bite my lip. I know that I can't stay in front of the door all my life, more than anything because at any time now the doorman will call the police and tell them that a weird girl might break and enter.  
 
    I take a deep breath, I step forward and, automatically, I step backwards.  
 
    I try again: a step forward and… another backward. For god's sake! It seems that I’m dancing country.  
 
    The mobile vibrates inside the purse telling me a message arrived and I read it releasing a snort. 
 
    It’s Harper: 
 
    Harper: Can I know why you're not already in Adam's flat? Dante is really on edge. You must upload the photo in the networks now. 
 
    Lena: I'm on it.  
 
    Harper: What does that mean? 
 
    Lena: I try to calm myself to enter the building. 
 
    Harper: Unless you want to lose your job, you better calm down fast. 
 
    I close the mobile without answering and nail my gaze in the building. Harper is right, I can't keep delaying the inevitable. So, I step forward and, this time, my other leg responds and I start walking toward the doorman that looks at me raising an eyebrow. 
 
    I tell him my name in a half-hearted way and after consulting a small notebook, he lets me pass.  
 
    I get into the lift, push the button of the floor and the seconds that it takes to go up seem like forever. My hands are sweating and I just think about how uncomfortable it’s going to be to talk to Adam now.  
 
    I go out into the hallway and Adam’s door is closed. Good, I have a few more seconds to calm down. But every second that goes by the stress drowns me, so I decide to end the suffering and I ring the doorbell. 
 
    The door takes what seems to me an eternity to open. I'm never going to doubt again the relativity of time. Einstein, you were a genius. When I see Adam's face on the other side, my heart begins to beat at full speed. He is frowning, as I expected he doesn't seem very happy to see me.  
 
    I have to admit that he is very attractive. He's not wearing his customary suit; he's wearing tight jeans and a white t-shirt that marks to perfection all his muscles. 
 
    “Hey,” he says without a hint of excitement in his voice. 
 
    I gulp and raise a hand in greeting. He moves away from the door and lets me in, so that I do, I cross the door with my nerves knotted in the throat. The truth is that I don’t know what to say or how to apologize for my actions yesterday, so I limit myself to follow him in silence until we get to the living room. 
 
    “Do you want to drink something?” He asks with a serious voice. 
 
    I shake my head and he shrugs. 
 
    “OK. Let’s not make this any longer than necessary. Dante gave me some indications, to take a photo of us and share it in my Instagram, if it's okay with you.” He asks without beating about the bush. 
 
    I nod and he sits on the couch. I decide to imitate him and right away I remember what happened a couple of days ago in this same sofa. It’s impossible for me not to blush. Because yes, we were about to make it in a big way in that sofa. He doesn't seem to notice it, because he takes the laptop, puts it in his lap and begins to read mechanically what appears to be an e-mail from Dante.  
 
    “It’s important that the photo looks natural, that you look relaxed and happy. One suggestion: you can take a selfie sitting on the sofa, sitting very close together. You must seem happy, so please, overcome your differences to make it look like something real.” 
 
    When he finishes reading the e-mail looks at me looking for my affirmation. Which I do: I nod, what Dante proposed doesn’t seem to be so complicated. After all, taking a selfie is not a big deal. Although the difficult part will be to look like a relaxed and happy couple taking into account that I'm as tense as a broom stick.  
 
    “Okay then… do you think we can try it?” He asks while grabbing his mobile and turning it on. I know it was turned off because the typical music when you turn it on starts sounding and the PIN code screen appears. 
 
    I look at him in silence without knowing very well what to answer, because the truth is that I'm more tense and I begin to feel very uncomfortable. So, despite the fact that doing this is the same as a breakfast of pancakes with razor blades, I decide to open Pandora's box. 
 
    “Hey, Adam, I believe I owe you an apology for yesterday…” 
 
    Adam looks away from the mobile to look at me. For the first time in the entire afternoon I see his gesture to change from boredom to some interest, something that I guess by the way he slightly arches his left eyebrow. 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    “I know that what I did was wrong, we had an agreement, but I couldn't help doing what I did.” 
 
    “You couldn't avoid not to kiss me?” 
 
    “It's… complicated.” 
 
    “No, it's not complicated at all. What's more, it’s very simple. You just had to let me get my face close to yours!” He says. His face fills with expression and I can see again yesterday's anger and bewilderment. 
 
    “I know, I don't know what happened to me, it was an impulse.” 
 
    “Avoiding me was an impulse?” Adam looks at me as if he doesn't believe one word of what I’m saying. 
 
    “Something like that.” 
 
    He studies me in silence for a few seconds with his blue eyes fixed on mine. His intensity is burning me and I look away. 
 
    “Why do I have the feeling that you are hiding something from me? The night was going well, we were having a good time, is it so disgusting to kiss me? Because the other day in this same sofa it seemed just the opposite…” 
 
    The discussion seems to be heating up. I remember again what happened on that sofa the other day. That Adam has mentioned it means that he has also thought about it. 
 
    “Adam… I…” I start to say, but the truth is that my nerves swallow all my words and I’m speechless. What do I tell him? I've spent the entire morning thinking about excuses, but right now I can't remember any of them. I could tell him the truth, but I still don't understand very well what is the truth. Why Olivia's words affected me as they did? I can't explain something that I can't understand. “I'm sorry, It's all,” I say. 
 
    He sighs, disappointed again.  
 
    “Look, Lena, let's forget it. Let’s take this picture and upload it to the net, what do you think?” 
 
    I bite my lip and nod. Adam opens Instagram, looks at me and shortens the distance between our bodies. Our thighs are touching and I immediately notice his heat. That heat that increases my nervousness. He rises the mobile above our heads and the camera gives us back our image. We are very close together. He smiles in a way that seems sincere, despite the fact that a few seconds ago he had an anger expression. I'm rigid and the smile I’m trying to manage looks like the Joker's smile. 
 
    “Hey, make a little effort, okay? It looks like someone is pointing a gun at you to smile.” Adam looks at me and I try to ignore that our faces are within less than five centimetres away. 
 
    “It isn’t easy, you know? I'm not an actress, if I feel uncomfortable there's not much I can do to show different.” 
 
    Adam snorts, lowers the mobile and passes a hand through his hair. 
 
    “Let's see, miss, and what can we do for you to stop feeling uncomfortable?” He was looking directly at my eyes.  
 
    “If you said that you forgive me for what happened yesterday…” 
 
    He rolls his eyes and shakes his head. Then he looks at me and lets out a sigh, as if the situation was tiring him a lot. 
 
    “Okay, you win: I forgive you for pushing me away and fleeing yesterday. And now that you don't feel guilty about it can we take the freaking photo?” 
 
    “I know that you are not being sincere, so I still feel bad.” 
 
    “What a woman,” he covers his face in exasperation. “Lena, to be honest you're not the person that I want to be with right now. I'm doing an enormous effort to be friendly, I have even forgiven you even if you haven't given me a real explanation of why you left yesterday the way you did. I only ask in return that you try to smile so we can take this fucking photo once and for all.” His voice has been increasing in volume as he talks and I don't know why his anger, makes me mad also. 
 
    “Okay, do you want to know why I didn’t kiss you yesterday? Do you really want to know?” I can't avoid yelling. 
 
    “Yes, I’m looking forward to.”  
 
    “I didn't kiss you yesterday because someone at the gala told me I wasn't enough for you. I didn't kiss you because I knew that kissing you was a lie and I no longer know very well where lies end and the truth starts. Adam, I didn't kiss you yesterday because I believe that I'm beginning to feel something for you, even though I don't want to acknowledge it; I'm terrified to do it. And you're not even my type! You are the typical scoundrel and inaccessible billionaire guy which in another moment of my life I would have made the target of all my jeers. And now, instead, I can't stop thinking of you. What are you doing with me Adam Walter?” 
 
    I take a deep breath because I said all this without taking a single breath. 
 
    Adam is studying me with his eyes. It’s obvious that he wasn't expecting this confession at all. Me neither, I admit it, I don’t know where all these words have come from, because I haven’t even been able to tell them to myself until now. 
 
    Suddenly, I feel vulnerable for having opened in this way. I have served him my heart in a tray and now he can grab it between his hands, squeeze it and destroy it because I have given him the power to do it. 
 
    “Lena…” he says my name in what appears to be a whisper. Our faces are very close together and I can feel his breath on mine. His eyes have darkened. “You have no idea of what you are saying, if you knew…” 
 
    Before he can finish the sentence, the doorbell makes a strident sound and you can hear a dog barking on the other side of the door. Adam and I look at each other, gasping for breath and entangled looks. 
 
    “You should open,” I whisper. 
 
    “Shh, let’s pretend we're not here,” he suggests. 
 
    “Guys I'm Dante! Open up!” 
 
    And the spell of the moment vanishes at once. 
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    I'm going to kill Dante. This is the first thing I think of when his voice sounds strong again through the closed doors: 
 
    “Guys, are you there?” 
 
    I look at Lena who suddenly becomes livid. Fuck, now that finally the conversation had become interesting, he had to arrive and fuck it up. Nor can I ignore him, because we haven’t uploaded the photo in the networks and he’s waiting for it. 
 
    “You better go open.” Lena looks really terrified, as if she is now aware of what she said and would like to dig a hole in the ground to disappear.  
 
    “Yes, I suppose… yes.” 
 
    I get up from the couch and open the door. Dante greets me with a nod and comes into the flat without even asking, accompanied by his chihuahua that begins to bark when he goes by my side. 
 
    “Do you have some water? I think my cuchucuchu is a bit dehydrated. Ain't that right, little thing?” He asks the hairy dog between his arms that seems to answer him barking again. 
 
    “Um… Yes, of course.” 
 
    I go to the kitchen for a bowl with water and return to the living room. Dante is talking with Lena, who seems tense and uncomfortable.  
 
    I leave the bowl on the floor and the dog jumps from Dante’s arms to drink with energy. 
 
    “I've seen that you haven’t published the photo yet. I thought that perhaps you needed a little help.” He touches his turquoise bow tie with nervousness when talking. 
 
    “Dante, we only have to take a selfie and upload it to Instagram, how could you help us with that?” 
 
    “In many ways,” he says pretending to be offended. “I can help you with the pose, filters, with the message…” 
 
    “Okay, okay.” I roll my eyes and sit on the couch again. Lena sits next to me. Still uncomfortable, you can tell by the way she bites her lip and touches the neckline. 
 
    Dante claps and Lena and I move close to each other. To be honest, I keep thinking of what she said a few minutes ago and I'm unable to concentrate on the stupid photo, as much as I smile and look at the camera above our heads with my arm. I wanted to tell her many things, but Dante’s arrival has spoiled everything.  
 
    “Get a little closer. Have more contact, intimacy has to be noticed. You are at home, alone, having a good time. You are in love. Show it!” 
 
    So, Lena and I smile at the camera. I seem to be able to relax and my smile looks natural and sincere. Lena, for her part, has stopped smiling as if she had just left the dentist and her pretty smile shines in a special way. Also, today she's wearing a yellow print dress that suits her really well and that gleams on her skin. 
 
    I touch the button to take the picture and give Dante the mobile for his okay. He has the Chihuahua in his arms again and approves with his eyes on my mobile’s screen. 
 
    “You are perfect, you two look like a couple of lovebirds. Do you want me to write the message?” He says and starts to type without waiting for my approval. 
 
    I shrug and Dante continues writing, then reads what he wrote, nods satisfied and finally uploads it. When gives me the mobile, I read what he wrote with raised eyebrows. Next to me, Lena looks over my shoulder to read as well. 
 
    A blanket, sofa and film afternoon. I can think of no better way to spend my time but with HER. She, the girl with the most beautiful smile in the world. She, the girl to whom my heart belongs.  
 
    I look away from the mobile with my face burning from the embarrassment I just felt. 
 
    “Fuck, Dante, was it necessary to be so disgustingly cheesy? This is worse than a song by Adele. My friends are going to laugh at me until I die. And with good reason.” 
 
    “After yesterday's fiasco we needed a bit of honey to calm down tempers,” he says, touching the lapel of the white and black jacket he's wearing this afternoon. 
 
    “If you say so…” 
 
    He looks at Lena who is chuckling and I don’t blame her. I would never think to write something like that in my whole life. 
 
    “Well, my work here it’s done.” Dante grabs his mobile and types on the screen. “I called a cab. Lena, do you want to share it?” 
 
    Lena looks at him without knowing what to say, but then composes herself and outlines a smile. 
 
    “Yes, of course, I guess we’ve done here everything…” 
 
    “You can stay,” I say perhaps too loud. Dante looks at me frowning, like suspecting something, and I try to lower the volume of my voice. “I mean, if you want, you can stay. We could… have a drink and talk.” 
 
    Dante looks at us and Lena doubts. I can read the doubt in her eyes, and I can also see how the refusal wins at the end. I know before she opens her mouth to answer. 
 
    “I think it's better if I go home.” She bites her lip and outlines a faint smile. “I'm sorry about yesterday, really. And I promise it won't happen again.” 
 
    Shortly after, they leave the flat, leaving me a little confused by everything that has happened. If Dante wouldn't have come… what would I have said?  
 
    Why does Lena make me so fucking crazy? 
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    When I arrive home the first thing, I do is change clothes. I put on something to stay home: an old jersey pants with holes and stained with bleach. And, as always that I want to clear my mind, I start cleaning.  
 
    I dust, vacuum, scrub and air the house as if there were no tomorrow. When Harper arrives, she only needs two seconds to understand that something is happening to me. She drops her stuff on side table that we have in a corner and sits in a chair staring at me with a surprise expression. 
 
    Right now, I’m putting back in its place the TV furniture. Which I moved to vacuum under it.  
 
    “You’re cleaning up again? What happened?” 
 
    “Nothing happened, I just wanted to do it.” 
 
    She crosses her arms and smiles with scepticism. 
 
    “Do you really think I’m go to swallow that lie? The last time you cleaned the house like this was because Adam Walter, and something tells me that he has something to do with this again.” 
 
    “I don't know what you mean…” I try to play dumb while I dust one of the highest shelves in the living room. 
 
    “Can you stop cleaning and sit here with me for a moment?” She says patting the sofa. 
 
    I let out a tired sigh and obey. I don't have the strength to keep cleaning with this energy. An as soon as I sit, I start remembering what I told Adam a few hours ago and I cover my face embarrassed. 
 
    Oh, mother. When I’m nervous I just say things that I would normally never say. It’s Adam's fault! He takes me to the limit and then look at what is happening… 
 
    “Are you going to tell me or I’m going to have to guess?” Harper asks me pushing a lock of red hair behind her ear. 
 
    “Nothing happened, Harper. It's just that you have a blabbermouth friend when she shouldn't be.” 
 
    And I just start telling her what happened with chapter and verse. Harper listens without interrupting me until I finish, then wrinkles her nose and smiles with condescension. 
 
    “Oh, Lena, Lena…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don't you remember what we talked about last night?” She asks slowly, as though she's addressing a small girl and not a grown-up woman like me. “Adam Walter is not a good idea.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “In fact, it’s a very bad idea.” 
 
    “I also know that.” 
 
    Her inquisitive look cuts through me, and right at this time her mobile begins to ring. It’s Gabe. I know it because All My Loving from The Beatles is ringing. Harper is a fan of the band, something easy to guess by all the posters in her bedroom. What is more, in her WhatsApp profile she’s got her photo walking on a zebra crossing imitating the famous English band photo. Yes, as you can see, my friend is a freaky. 
 
    Anyway, the call saves me from having to talk about this.  
 
    Harper takes the call and without looking at me goes to her bedroom. She doesn’t seem very happy to answer, so I guess they argued about something again. It wouldn’t be the first time they have an argument, at the end of the day, Harper is a strong tempered woman and Gabe doesn’t lag behind. Although their arguments last very little and soon, they are like if nothing had happened, to see one of their arguments is like seeing a second world war film: there is tension, drama, mystery… a little bit of everything. 
 
    As I’m left alone again, I continue cleaning the flat, I don’t have anything better to do. Duster above, duster below, the living room is gleaming 
 
    Twenty minutes go by when I hear the doorbell ring. I look through the peephole and my heart accelerate, because Adam is on the other side. I can't believe that he's here. What is more: What is he doing here? 
 
    I’m paralysed. I don't know what to do. And if I pretend that I’m not home? That would be the best solution, so I tiptoe away from the door. The bell rings again and Harper opens her bedroom door staring angrily at me: 
 
    “Hey, Lena, can you please open the door? Can't you see I'm busy?” She tells me raising her voice so I’m convinced that Adam also heard her. 
 
    “Okay,” I tell her, without saying it out loud, but she doesn't listen to me because she's back on the mobile where she seems to be having a heated conversation. 
 
    So, there's nothing else to do but to open the dumb door. 
 
    Thanks Harper. 
 
    The bell rings again and I give myself five seconds to get rid of the rubber band holding my hair in a dishevelled bun and pass my hands through my mane to stop looking like a scarecrow. Then, I take a deep breath and even though that I'm aware that my outfit leaves much to be desired. 
 
    “Are you always so slow?” He asks me with that arrogant tone that I hate so much. 
 
    “And you, are you so stupid all the time?” 
 
    “Nah, I have my moments…” 
 
    In truth, right now, all those feelings I said that I feel for Adam seem to have vanished, because instead of wanting to kiss him I want to give him an open-handed slap. 
 
    “Do you know that it’s good manners to invite your visits into your flat?” And continues. “Seriously, has he come here only to make me mad or what?” 
 
    “Do you want to come in?” I say, forcing a fake smile. 
 
    “Yes, thank you.” 
 
    He comes in, I snort and slam the door. When I turn around, I find Adam looking at the flat with an expression between amazed and horrified. I put myself in his place. The truth is that the flat that I share with Harper isn't anything out of this world. It is very old, and it shows, although when we moved in, we tried to give it our personal touch to be comfortable. We painted the Walls, tried to hide the cracks in the walls with pictures and furniture, and we decorated  working all the flea markets of the area. But of course, I suppose this compared with his high standing flat is something like a small landfill. 
 
    “Why did you come?” I ask him bluntly. 
 
    “I would say that I was just passing by, but I think that it wouldn’t be very credible.” 
 
    “I don't know why you say it. Perhaps because this is a bit far from the posh neighbourhood in which you live?” 
 
    “Hey, it's not like you live in the Bronx. Brooklyn is very respectable.” 
 
    “Yes, even though I live in Brooklyn’s bad area.” 
 
    “Okay.” His gaze is transformed. He's no longer giving me an ironic look, but as if he wanted to see through me, penetrate me. He puts his hands in his pockets and moistens his lip. “Lena, I believe that we have a conversation that we didn't finish and if there is something that I don't like is to leave things half done. I always get to the end of things. In everything. “ 
 
    “Hey, Adam, if you say it by the nonsense I said in the middle of the discussion we were having, forget it is not important. I said it under pressure, and what I say under pressure usually does not have a lot of vali…” 
 
    “Don't do that,” he interrupts me, lifting a hand. “Don't be a coward backing out of what you already said by fear.” 
 
    “And who told you that I'm afraid? Maybe I only changed my mind.” 
 
    “We both know that's not the truth, Lena.” 
 
    I’m going to answer when Harper comes out of the room. She looks very angry, but she’s not on phone any more. When she sees Adam her eyebrows arch slightly. 
 
    “What is he doing here?” She asks me. 
 
    “Talking,” he answers for me. “In this house are you all always so nice?” 
 
    “I think she's having a bad day,” I defend my friend who throws Adam a murderous look.  
 
    “Gabe is about to arrive and it’s probable that the environment heats up as much as in the Red Wedding.” 
 
    “Well, it really looks bad…” 
 
    “The red wedding?” Adam looks at me. 
 
    “The red wedding of Game of Thrones,” I tell him, as if it were an obvious reference. 
 
    “Oh, is just that I haven’t seen that series.” 
 
    “You haven't seen Game of Thrones?” Harper can't believe what Adam just said. 
 
    Adam denies with his head and I roll my eyes. 
 
    “Oh mother, the work that I have with you.” Then I look at Harper. “Don't worry, I’ll leave the flat so Gabe and you can yell at each other as you please.” 
 
    I grab the keys of the shelf and I tell Adam to follow me. We leave the flat and climb the stairs to the last landing where there is a single door. I open the door and we go out to the rooftop. It’s already night-time and the city lights twinkle all around us.  
 
    The rooftop is one of those wasted places of the building that Harper and I tend to come less than we would like. 
 
    “Great view,” says Adam looking around. 
 
    “Nice, right?” The cold has started so I pat my arms trying to get warm.  
 
    I point to a bench made with pallets, we made it ourselves with a manual that we found on Pinterest and we sit side by side, staring at the lights of the city. 
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    The lights twinkle all around us and New York's night breeze is blowing our hair. Lena, next to me, is shivering with the cold. As a gentleman that I'm, I take off my jacket and put it on her shoulders earning a scrutinising look. 
 
    “Thank you,” she whispers. 
 
    We stay a few minutes in silence accompanied by the sounds of the city, until I decide to break it with an affirmation: 
 
    “I don't know either where the lie ends and where the truth starts.” Lena looks at me and I see in the surprise in her eyes, as if she didn’t expected me to say something like this. “I know that we haven’t known each other for long, and that I'm not exactly your favourite person in the world, but from the beginning I saw something in you.” 
 
    “From the beginning?” Lena arches an eyebrow, I guess, remembering that initial incident when she fell of the bike because of me. 
 
    “Yes, from the beginning.” 
 
    “Well sorry to disappoint you because at first I thought you were an arsehole. An arsehole with a good body, but still an arsehole, after all. And there are times when I still think that you are one.“ 
 
    Her words make me laugh and I throw my head back to release a laugh that rises in the air and expands. 
 
    “I'm an arsehole,” I just admit. “Although, is not like you are the most affable person in the world.” 
 
    “Usually I am, it’s just that you upset me.” I smile at her words and she frowns. “Where is that smile coming from? It’s not a compliment.” 
 
    “I like to think that I upset you in all possible manners…” 
 
    She blushes, and there is nothing I love more than to see how her cheeks turn red by my words. 
 
    “Adam, what I told you this afternoon is true, I admit it. But it's all so confusing… I don't know if what I feel is by this travesty that we are forced to play or if it is… real…” 
 
    “I suppose that it is difficult to differentiate.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    We are silent again. I fix my gaze on the darkened sky. There is not a single star. I guess that’s normal taken into account the light pollution of the city. 
 
    “It’s not necessary either to decide anything now. It’s true that everything is very confusing and having Dante on top of us all day does not make things easier. We can simply let time pass by and let things flow.” 
 
    Lena cocks her head and looks at me. I can see an insightful smile being drawn on those sexy lips that I'm dying to kiss again. 
 
    “I never thought you'd be one of those guys who let things flow.” 
 
    “Me neither.” I chuckle and run a hand through my hair. I’m more inclined to provoke them than let them happen. “But I don't want to force anything with you. And make no mistake, it’s not because I don't want to…” 
 
    We stare at each other for a few seconds. Her eyes and mine entangle. I can't help but look at her plump suggestive lips.  
 
    The truth is that I’m not lying, I can't wait to kiss her, embrace her on this rooftop terrace and make her twist of pleasure with my caresses. I’m convinced that if I did, she would let herself go. But I also know that Lena is still not sure, I can tell by the way she looks at me; she radiates fear, confusion. And I want that the day I have her between my arms it’s with certainty and really wanting to be with me just like I do. 
 
    I want to feel our bodies burn with the same intensity, following the same pace.  
 
    But I’ll wait. I’ll know how to wait. 
 
    “You're a good guy, Adam Walter,” she says hiding a new smile. 
 
    “No way, I'm not. A good guy wouldn’t be thinking what I'm thinking now.” With a malicious smile I look at my crotch, which right now is bulging and constricted inside my pants.  
 
    Lena follows my gaze and opens her eyes wide when she understands what I mean. 
 
    “Adam!!” She says scandalised, covering her face. “You're a pig!” 
 
    “Don't blame me for this, when you provoke it.” 
 
    I can see how she opens her fingers a little to look again at the bulk in my crotch and laughs. I feel like telling her that if, besides looking, she wants to touch it, I would love it. Instead, I get off the bench and stand.  
 
    “Come on, let's go eat something, I don’t believe that your friend and her boyfriend have made up yet.” 
 
    She imitates me and gets up. Takes the mobile from her pants pocket, looks at the time on the screen and grimaces. 
 
    “At least they have one more hour of yelling and a couple hours of reconciliation love making.” 
 
    We go into the building and go down the stairs. 
 
    “Where do you fancy that we eat?” I ask. 
 
    “With this outfit?” She points at herself. I love that style, the fresh out of the dustbin look, but the truth is that in most restaurants that I frequent they would not let us in like this. “I think that we are going to settle with the taco place on the corner. Luke is there and he knows me and I don’t believe that he’ll object that I show up in this outfit.“ 
 
    “Okay then, let's get to the taco stand.” 
 
    “They make these nachos that you die for.” 
 
    “Well, more reasons to go.” 
 
    We share a look full of complicity, go down the stairs to the street and in a few minutes we are already sitting at the corner place with a table full of tacos and sharing nachos. 
 
    The night is relaxing, pleasant. We talk about everything and nothing, as friends who have known each other their whole lives. And while I see her getting a whole taco in her mouth as if she was a hamster before swallowing, I realise how much I like this girl. She is so different of the girls I know… she is, without tricks, natural, without caring about eating too much or combing her hair. 
 
    And for the first time in my life, I see myself next to someone…  
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    It has been more than one month after Adam and me declared to the world that we are boyfriends. Fictional boyfriends, but boyfriends.  
 
    The truth is that it seems that it was only yesterday the day I was laid off from work and I almost ran him over with my bike. However, it has already been more than one month, more than 30 days from the incident and that my life completely changed. 
 
    On Tuesday I received the first payment of the contract. I can't still believe they I really accepted to pretend to be his girlfriend in exchange for money. I know that this is something that, the Lena of a few years ago, would never have accepted. But circumstances change for everyone, and I needed the money. This month I’ll be able to pay all the unpaid invoices and, also, to save enough for the future. 
 
    Although this is not the only thing has changed this month. Because besides this farce, something else also has started. Another thing that, till today, I still don't understand well.  
 
    Since Adam and I talked about us on the roof of my building, things have changed between us. I don’t hate him anymore, or at least not much of the time. I think that the Adam that hides behind the rich scoundrel and unbearable facade is someone that is worth knowing. These last few weeks pretending to be boyfriends, have been well. It has been simple, natural. Perhaps because I like being with him, I have a good time and I'm comfortable. No other thing like the non-kiss has happened again. Dante asked us to kiss after leaving one dinner we went to one night and that's what we did. It was a foolish kiss, those that the lips only touch, but I was in a cloud for hours.  
 
    Nor have we talked about feelings, as he said, we have let things flow. The problem is that within me the feelings are getting stronger. There is a tingling in my stomach every time I see him appear and it stays there until we say goodbye. 
 
    Am I falling in love with Adam? 
 
    I can’t answer that question yet and I'm afraid to do so. I'm afraid that if it becomes an affirmation, I’ll have to face what it means. 
 
    Today is Friday and Adam and I are having another of our forced dates. It’s his birthday and we're celebrating it with his friends Evan and Jake. I asked him if I can bring Harper and he said yes. My friend has been very tense for weeks because of her relationship with Gabe. They keep arguing every day, and although she doesn't want to explain to me the reason of their arguments, something tells me that these two will eventually break-up if things continue like they have. 
 
    “What do you think of the dress?” I ask her spinning. 
 
    We are in my room. Harper is already dressed sitting on my bed. she's wearing a white dress which looks very nice on her silky skin and silver high heels. I’m wearing a pale pink dress and black shoes that enhance my figure. 
 
    “You look beautiful,” she says winking an eye. 
 
    “It better be, because you chose the dress.” She was in charge of my outfit this time by Dante's orders. 
 
    “I have good taste.” 
 
    “Luckily one of us has it.” Because my taste in clothes is usually pretty questionable. 
 
    “The truth is that I still don't believe that I’m going to the Hush Club. It’s one of the most exclusive clubs of the City! And to top it all in the VIP area… Are you sure that Adam doesn't mind if I go with you?” 
 
    “You're my best friend, you coming with me it’s entirely justified.” 
 
    “The only bad thing is that the arsehole is going to be there…” She wrinkles her nose and right away I know that she means Jake. I haven’t seen him again, neither Harper, but after the charity gala his name in this house is comparable to that of the very same Lucifer.  
 
    “It’s likely that you’ll barely see him. Knowing him, it's for sure that he’ll hunt a prey very fast to take her to bed,” I say. “Adam has told to me a lot about his friends during this time, and if there is something that has been made clear is that Jake has his priorities very clear.” 
 
    “I don't understand why Adam has the unmentionable as a friend.” 
 
    “They have been friends since childhood,” I remind her. 
 
    She nods her head, looks at the mobile and makes a signal to tell me that it’s time. 
 
    We told Adam that we would meet him directly in the Hush Club, so we cross the city very comfortable in a black car that picked us up with all kinds of luxuries. There are chocolates, champagne and a screen that lets us change the music that we like. 
 
    We arrive at the club and say goodbye to the driver that seems relieved to see us get off the car (you can tell that he wasn't very happy with our howling trying to sing It's Raining men of the weather girls) and we get in the club when the doorman finds our names on a list. 
 
    Once inside, a very pretty girl that looks like a model takes us to a VIP booth at the back. Adam, Jake and Evan are already sitting in one of the minimalist couches. I walk over to Adam, give him a kiss on the cheek and sit next to him. Harper sits alone in one of the armchairs in front of us. 
 
    I’m relieved to see that the witch Olivia is not here. The truth is that I was very upset after the other day and I just didn’t want to have to see her again.  
 
    “You don’t have to sit all by yourself, little hobbit, you can sit next to me to keep you company,” says Jake to Harper that answers him by showing him the middle finger. 
 
    “And me, I want to keep you as far away as possible. And don't call me hobbit, moron.” 
 
    “Are you afraid of not being able to resist my charms if you get too close, little hobbit of mine?” 
 
    “Yes, I'm afraid of not being able to control my primary impulses asking me right now to kill you in the most painful and cruel way.” 
 
    “Are you a sadist?” 
 
    “Give me a whip and I’ll show you how much of a sadist I am.” 
 
    Jake and Harper seem very comfortable with their exchange of words so we let them be while Evan, Adam and I chat quietly. 
 
    “Is someone else coming?” 
 
    Adam shakes his head. 
 
    “Dante wanted me to invite all my acquaintances of the Upper East Side but the truth is that I didn't feel like it at all. I wanted to celebrate a quiet birthday with my friends.” 
 
    “Who knows him from before and who sees him now,” says Evan laughing. “Last year we were about a hundred people, he even invited a group of girls who were in the queue and he didn’t know them. One can tell that you are training him.” 
 
    “I'm not training anyone!” I complain. 
 
    “Hey pal, I’m not a dog.” 
 
    “Come on, these past few weeks you look… different.” Evan raises his eyebrows, but Adam doesn’t answer. He realises that the comment has bothered us, so he changes the subject and looks at me with a big smile on his face. “Hey, Lena, the other day you said that you studied journalism and that you are looking for work in your thing. I thought that if you want, I could get you an appointment with The Chronicle director for an interview, it's one of our newspapers. He might be able to offer you a position.” 
 
    My eyes open full of illusion to the possibility, work in The Chronicle? It’s one of the most well-known newspapers of New York, I even submitted a curriculum a few months ago, but they never called me. 
 
    “That would be great!” 
 
    “I don't know if it is a good idea,” Adam interrupts me frowning. I look at his face and right away I realise that he has an annoyance expression. “Adam Walter's girlfriend working in a newspaper?  
 
    “What's wrong with that?” I ask him beginning to get upset. “A journalist is a small thing for the multimillionaire of the year?” 
 
    “I never said that…” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “But normal in our world is that our girls don’t work.” 
 
    “Normality in your world is sexist. And it’s important that things change to change that normality.” 
 
    “In that, Lena, is right.” Evan supports me. But I don't need to be defended. His comment has hurt me and I'm still talking with my eyes burning: 
 
    “And if not, don't worry, because in a few months, when our agreement end, I’ll be free to do what I want. Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    I don’t expect them to say anything. I get up and leave the booth. I go into the bathroom, refresh my face with a little water and look in the mirror. My gaze shines with intensity on the other side of the glass. 
 
    I had never asked myself how was the world of someone like Adam Walter. Which were their unwritten rules. Guys like him marry women who take care of the house, prepare parties and organise charity galas such as the one we went to. And that’s not my cup of tea.  
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     Lena has been in the bathroom for more than ten minutes. I can't help but to look in the direction that she left with some remorse. I don't know why I said what I said, if I'm the first to criticize the way in which our parents live.  
 
    I know that a woman has the right to be emancipated, to have her own dreams and aspirations. I also know that if I said that stupidity it’s not because I believe it, but because Evan is touching my balls with his closeness to Lena. The other day I noticed that they got along very well, and today he wanted to offer her a job without even asking me before. 
 
    Next to us, Jake and Harper continue with their taunts. If it wasn't that Harper isn't the kind of girl that my friend likes, I’d think that he's flirting with her.  
 
    “Let's see, what the fuck is going on with you?” Evan asks. “The tense silence is not normal between us.” 
 
    “That’s what I would have to ask you. Why didn't you tell me that you wanted to connect her in one of your newspapers? Are you plotting something?” 
 
    He opens his eyes wide open and takes what seems like an eternity to blink and answer. 
 
    “Are you listening to yourself? Are you crazy? I’m not plotting anything, I was just trying to be nice with the girl you’re infatuated with.” 
 
    “I'm not infatuated with anyone.” 
 
    “You don’t have to lie to me, Adam, I know you since we were two kids without hairs in the balls. I can tell when you like a girl. And you don't like Lena: it goes further than that.” 
 
    “You don't know what you’re saying.” I cross my arms and frown. 
 
    “Okay, keep lying to yourself if it makes you feel any better, but we both know that you care for that girl, and you've behaved like an arsehole with her.” 
 
    I bite my cheek, aware that he is right. Fuck, what a jerk I can be sometimes. 
 
    “I should go look for her,” I suggest. 
 
    “You should.” 
 
    I take a depth breath, get up and leave the booth to go look for her. There are a lot of people between the tables and sofas. There is also a lot of people dancing.  
 
    I’m walking to the bathrooms when I see her leaning against a wall. She's looking at her mobile with a frown. She looks bored. I walk up to her and lean my back on the wall, next to her.  
 
    “I'm sorry,” I say above the music. 
 
    She looks at me as if she didn’t expect to see me there and studies me with her gaze, in silence. I can tell that she is angry and I don’t blame her. The comment I made was completely out of place. In the end, after what seems like an eternity, she asks: 
 
    “Sorry about what? “ 
 
    “To be such an arsehole.” Lena tilts her head, looks at me and invites me to continue lifting her chin. “I don't think at all what I said. I have always believed that high society women have a shitty life being their husbands’ shadow. I would not want that at all for my future wife.” 
 
    Lena swallows. I guess talking about marriage at this stage of the relationship is too bold. It’s not either that I was referring to her in particular, I said my future wife in an abstract way. But I don't know why, but the idea of sharing my life with her, is not unpleasant at all. 
 
    “What I mean is that it seems okay to me that you want to be a journalist.” 
 
    “Why, thank you for giving me permission,” she says in an ironic manner. 
 
    “Don’t misunderstand me. Fuck, how difficult she's making this.” I bite my lip before saying what I'm about to say. I’ll worry about it later: “If I said before the barbarity that I did it’s because I was a bit jealous. I noticed that between you and Evan there is affinity, and I don't like it at all.” 
 
    Lena enlarges her eyes, with surprise, she chuckles, looks me in the eye and shakes her head. 
 
    “You were jealous?” Her amused smile makes me growl. As I don’t say anything else, she extends her arm, touches my cheek and says, still smiling: “What do you think of buying me a drink and then ask me to dance? We still have to celebrate your birthday.” 
 
    “I think it’s an awesome plan.” 
 
    I hold her hand and lead her to the bar where with just a snap of my fingers I get a waiter to give her a gin and tonic. I don't drink alcohol, so I order a tonic water. Lena confesses that she usually doesn’t drink, but that one day is only one day. And the truth is that I can't wait to see how she lets her hair down, and to see how she really is without all those walls she builds around herself. 
 
    She finishes her drink, I order her a shot which she drinks making a strange gesture with her mouth and asks me again to take her to dance. We get lost between the bodies of the rest of the people to move to the rhythm of the music.  
 
    Lena is a little tipsy with the alcohol, she has rosy cheeks and moves her curvaceous body with grace. When tired she clings to my neck to help her maintain the balance on the high-heels, I take the opportunity and put my hands around her waist. 
 
    Lena has a few more drinks during the night and I’m not aware that she has exceeded the threshold of what is reasonable until she tries to tell me something in the ear and the only I hear from her lips is a meaningless babbling. 
 
    “Fuck, you're as drunk as a skunk” I say holding her against my chest, because she's practically not able to stand. 
 
    She tries to say something, but no words come out of her mouth. 
 
    Great, I’ve made a girl drunk to the brink of an alcoholic coma without wanting to. She might just had a few drinks, but I would need three times what she drank to get like that. 
 
    I think of Dante. If someone sees us like this and takes a picture we’ve screwed everything up without wanting to. This is just what we needed, the good girl that has to clean up my alcoholic and drug addict reputation looks like she needs to go to my rehab clinic. 
 
    I hold her by the waist and with all the concealment of which I’m capable of, I take her to the booth.  
 
    Harper is gone, but Jake and Evan are still there, accompanied by two girls who openly flirt with them. 
 
    “I have a small problem,” I tell the guys while I sit Lena half a sleep on the couch. 
 
    Evan stops talking with the brunette who has her hand on his knee, he gets up and comes to us with a worried expression. 
 
    “But, what’s wrong with her?” 
 
    “She only drank four gin and tonics and a couple of shots and she's dead drunk. Where is Harper?” 
 
    “She said that she was going to her boyfriend's house.”  
 
    “And what do I do with her now? I can't take her to her place and leave her alone in this state.” 
 
    “I think it would more responsible if you take her to yours.” 
 
    I know he’s right, so I snort, call my driver and ask a waitress to let us out by the back door, where we cannot be seen.  
 
    Carrying Lena to the door is much harder than before, because she's completely gone. She even started snoring, and they are not soft snores. She snores like a trucker.  
 
    With the help of the driver I manage to get her in the back of the car and I sit next to the her.  
 
    It takes a long time to cross the city and get home, where I ask the driver to help me bring her to the flat. When we enter the elevator, she begins to stir. She opens her eyes and looks at me, as if she didn't know very well where she is or who I am. 
 
    “What happeeened?” She asks by dragging the vowels, with a thick voice. 
 
    “You're drunk.” 
 
    “Me? I neveer geet druunk…” she says drunkenly. 
 
    “There's always a first time for everything.” 
 
    We walk into the apartment, and the driver goes away and I’m alone with her. I put an arm under her armpit and carry her on my side. We stumble down the hall, I open the bedroom door and carefully lay her on the bed. She’s awake, although she doesn’t seem very aware of her actions because she starts to undress as if I wasn't there. She takes off her shoes clumsily and then, moving as if she was a worm on the bed, slips her dress down.  
 
    I know I should leave now, but I can't help but watch her in underwear. Just as I thought, she has an incredibly sexy body, even in those panties stamped with kittens that she’s wearing.  
 
    She gets into bed with some difficulty and then looks at me: 
 
    “Aren't you going to come here with me?” 
 
    I shake my head from the door. 
 
    “I'll sleep on the couch. Tonight, my bed is yours.” 
 
    “But it's big enough for the two of us,” she says with a sensual purr. 
 
    A part of me says to accept her offer, but the other part knows that doing that it would be a real ordeal for me. Especially, for a part that got as hard as a rock seeing her in panties and bra. 
 
    “Please,” she whispers pouting. 
 
    I roll my eyes and end up accepting the invitation, because one is noble but not stupid. So, I lay on the bed next to her, but not inside the quilt, but on top of it. 
 
    “Aren't you uncomfortable with so many clothes?” 
 
    I look at the sky asking who he is up there torturing me like this. But I think, that by taking off my shirt and pants I’m not committing any type of crime. And that I do. 
 
    “Aren't you getting inside?” She asks again when I’m in my underwear. 
 
    “I don't think that it's a good idea,” I tell her. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I’ll get blue balls from being horny.” 
 
    She laughs. Her voice no longer seems as drunk as a few minutes ago. She turns on her side, brings a hand from under the quilt and puts it on my crotch. I open my eyes surprised by such brazen gesture, that I can barely associate with the Lena that I know. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask swallowing. 
 
    “Maybe we can resolve the horny thing before it becomes a problem… “ 
 
    I swallow. She presses a little and I notice how my dick hardens instantly. Fuck, fuck, fuck. This is wrong. Very wrong. Although I admit that the idea of letting her put her hand inside my briefs is tempting me…  
 
    “No.” With all the sorrow of my heart I take her hand of the area and look at her with a frown. “We shouldn’t do this.” 
 
    “Why?” Lena’s pupils are dilated and I see the disappointment in her eyes. 
 
    “Because you're drunk and I don’t want you waking up tomorrow being sorry for doing this without being in full control. 
 
    She studies me with her gaze. My most scoundrel side, which could go to bed with any woman without considering her blood alcohol level, doesn’t seem very happy with my decision. But Lena is not like the others. I don't want to do it with her without her being sure that this is what she really wants. 
 
    “Okay,” she said after thinking a lot.  
 
    She smiles, puts her arm back under the quilt, turns around, and she is snoring in the next three exact seconds. 
 
    However, I'm not sure I can get any sleep tonight… 
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    What a headache! But what is this? I feel like I have small dwarves inside the skull hitting me with a stick over and over again. 
 
    I hold my head with my hands, open my eyes and try to focus, which is terribly hard. Right away I see that I’m not in my room nor in my bed, because this huge bedroom looks nothing like the shoe box where I sleep. It’s large, spacious and luxurious. And I recognise it right away: it’s Adam’s bedroom. I look to my left and… there he is! Asleep facing the other side.  
 
    I swallow, trying to remember what happened yesterday. I start getting flashbacks right away of parts of the night: the Hush Club, the gin and tonics, the shots and dancing. From there everything begins to fade away.  
 
    A horrible feeling crosses my mind and carefully lift the quilt. I let out a sigh of relief to see that I’m still wearing underwear. I don’t think that we did something wearing underwear, right? It’s not that the idea of doing something with him worries me. In fact, what worries me is having done something with him and not remembering. With the time I've been fantasising about it… 
 
    I take a deep breath and try to get out of bed without making noise. I think I need to get out of here and get home to cut my head off or something like that, because this pain is not even half normal. I don't understand how there are people who like to drink until they are shit-faced if the consequences to pay the next day are like this. For as much a good time that you can have, nothing is worth this fucking hell. 
 
    I stand on the carpet and, on tiptoe, pick up the dress that is thrown across the floor and I put it on. I also pick-up the shoes and try to put them on in my sore feet from dancing last night. The last thing that I take before going to the door is my bag that I find lying in a corner.  
 
    “Are you really trying to escape without even saying goodbye?” Adam's voice makes me let out a little cry and jump. 
 
    I turn around and I find him sitting on the bed, with his sleepy gaze fixed on me. He is naked from the waist up so I have a vision of his not bad at all naked torso. A torso where the abdominal muscles make me swallow. Is it normal that the first thing I think about when I see him is how much I would like to lick that torso? 
 
    “I didn't want to wake you up,” I confess. 
 
    “Well now that I'm awake, why don't you stay for breakfast with me?” 
 
    He passes a hand through his dishevelled hair and I have doubts. I have doubts because my head hurts, last night is blurred and I feel strange, as if I'm ashamed of something but I don't know of what. 
 
    “I feel terrible. I don’t think I would be good company, that's the truth.” 
 
    “Hey, wait for me in the living room because I'm going to prepare Adam Walter's remedy against hangovers.” 
 
    He gets out of bed and now my eyes are fixed in his package. Hello morning erection. Adam follows my gaze and laughs, without any shame. 
 
    “It tends to wake up with a lot of energy.” 
 
    “I see, okay…” 
 
    “Besides… Yesterday the poor thing was left with desire.” 
 
    I don't understand the comment and he doesn't explain either. He passes in front of me, winks and locks himself in his bedroom's bathroom. 
 
    I wait for him as he told me sitting on dining room table and a few minutes later he appears in PJs carrying an elongated glass with a liquid between red and green that looks horrible. He gives it to me with an amused smile. 
 
    “Your breakfast.” 
 
    “You expect me to drink this thing?” I say with an extreme revulsion face. I take it not really convinced. 
 
    “It’s the best anti hangover remedy that exists, believe me.” I look at him in disbelief and he insists: “Someone who knows perfectly well what it is to have a hangover is telling you this. And if you complement it with this, you'll be perfect in half an hour.” He gives me a pill and I decide to do as he says. The worst that can happen is that I feel bad and end up throwing up everything in the toilet. 
 
    I cover my nose and start to engulf the fluid that tastes a lot worse than it looks. I don’t know what it has, and I prefer not to know. When I finish, I swallow the pill and loose a filled with disgust sigh.  
 
    “I hope that works, I'd hate to think you've made me drink this shit just to pull my leg.” 
 
    “It’ll work, complainer. “ 
 
    He goes back to the kitchen and returns with a tray full of food. There is everything: toast, pastries, coffee, orange juice, scrambled eggs, bacon, pancakes and sausage.  
 
    My stomach roars loudly. It’s been hours since I ate, so I grab a plate and I start to engulf a bit of everything, as if there were no tomorrow. Interestingly, the headache is beginning to go away and after a while just a trace remains. 
 
    “Are you feeling better?” He asks 
 
    “The truth is that yes. “ 
 
    “I’ll give you my hangover recipe so you can prepare it yourself next time.” 
 
    “No way, easy, there will be no next time. My relation with alcohol has ended this evening. It has been a short but intense relationship that I will not repeat.” 
 
    “Well, you were really funny when you were drunk.” 
 
    I Look at him with narrowed eyes. The flashbacks of what happened last night still come in a disorderly way in my mind, but I still don't know very well what the hell I did during all those hours.  
 
    I grab a glazed doughnut, put in my mouth and suddenly a memory comes into my mind, a memory that makes me blush red as a pepper. Oh god, oh God. Is it possible that…? 
 
    “Tell me that I didn't put my hand on your… over your…!” I’m unable to finish the sentence. I point to his crotch with my index finger feeling how my cheeks get red. 
 
    Adam, who had a fork halfway to his mouth, opens his eyes wide, lowers the fork on the plate and smiles teasingly. 
 
    “I can't say that you didn't put your hand on my cock,” stressing the word that I wasn't able to say holding a giggle, “because I would lie and I don't like to lie.” 
 
    Oh God, it can't be! Last night's memory is getting clear in my head and I want to die. But let's see, in television series and films, people usually stay amnesic when they make stupidities like this. Why do I have to remember them?  
 
    “Oh God!” I moan aloud. 
 
    “Hey woman, is not a big deal.” 
 
    “Not a big deal? I'm not like that, I don't do these things,” I say still blushing. 
 
    “I didn't mind that you did. What mattered to me is that you didn't do it being sober.” 
 
    I look at him straight in the eyes and see how his eyes are smiling. The memories continue to flow and, then, I also remember something else: my proposition and his refusal. Adam Walter saying no to a sure thing? 
 
    “You rejected me” I tell him. 
 
    Adam rises an eyebrow, swallows a piece of bacon and shakes his head. 
 
    “I rejected you? Baby, if you had not been drunk, let me tell you that you'd have very pleasant and happy memories of last night. But I didn't want to sleep with you in your state. I knew that today you would have regretted it, and if I go to bed with you, I want it to be because you want to remember it the next morning.” 
 
    Our glances remain suspended. We don't say anything, but I can read his thoughts from here, and I'm sure that they must not be far from mine. Him, me and our naked bodies rubbing and moaning in pleasure. 
 
    I lick my bottom lip trapping the sugar that the doughnut has left in its wake. Adam fixes his eyes on my lips and I feel heat. 
 
    “Adam… What if I wanted to remember one night with you the next morning?” I ask him with my gaze fixed on his eyes which quickly darken. 
 
    I know that he understands what I mean, despite my veiled words. And also, by his way of looking at me that he liked my offer. 
 
    “Then I would tell you that now is a good time to create happy memories. It is not necessary to wait for the night.” 
 
    I can't help but let out a laugh at his words. I shake my head and bite my lip.  
 
    “I don't think that now is a good time for that.” 
 
    “It is always a good time for that.” 
 
    “I need a shower.” And a linden tea to calm my nerves. 
 
    I don't know how I was able to say something like that. I'm rather demure when talking about sex I’ve just had a few sexual relations (and, in addition, unsatisfactory). Maybe it is because I truly like Adam, because I sense the feeling between us, because I have a feeling that sex with him would be at another level, nothing like what I had with other men. 
 
    “Lena, if you are serious, if you really want us to put this nonsense aside and give free rein to what we feel, I will only tell you that for me we can start whenever you want. I've been repressing for weeks the urge to kiss you.” 
 
    My heart gives a somersault in my chest with that assertion.  
 
    “Me too…” I whisper. 
 
    “You have no idea of my desire for you.” 
 
    “You are exaggerating.” 
 
    “You want me to prove it?” He says, his blue eyes remain dark.” Get up and come,” he orders me. 
 
    And I obey because the magnetism his gaze is transmitting is impossible to ignore. It’s as if I’m bewitched. As if he could rule over my actions.  
 
    I get up from the chair and I turn toward him. He taps his lap without saying anything else and I sit on his lap. Just by settling my butt on his knees I feel the pressure of his member between my buttocks. I let out a moan. 
 
    “Do you believe me now?” He puts his hands on my hips and pulls me down, so I can feel how hard he is. 
 
    I lose a new moan and my breathing accelerates.  
 
    “Are you excited also? I bite my lip and nod. Will you let me see for myself?” 
 
    And again, I nod.  
 
    A hand slips inside my dress and rises up to my knee gently. He hand moves down to my inner thigh and I immediately feel his fingers on my panties. 
 
    I gasp when he pulls my panties and a finger slips inside my crotch to rub my sex. I'm wet and his finger slips between my folds. I let out a groan and I close my eyes when he touches my swollen clitoris.  
 
    “Well, well. I see that I'm not the only horny one.” He rubs my clitoris again, this time with two fingers, and when I think that I'm about to faint of pleasure, his fingers slip down to my openness, and penetrate in a single thrust that make me scream.  
 
    He pulls his hand away, without stopping to look at me. This situation cannot be more exciting. Or yes, because he brings the fingers that just touched me to his mouth and licks them. That gesture turns me on even more. 
 
    “Mm… interesting.” 
 
    “What is?” I ask him with a choked voice. 
 
    “I’ve been asking myself how you would taste, and I wasn't wrong. You taste sweet and intense, like you.” 
 
    I move on his lap, excited and eager to continue. I know that I only have to ask him to tear away my panties and fuck me. Right here. But this is not the right time. Although my head barely hurts, I need to take a shower and change my underwear.  
 
    Adam gives me a pat on the ass and invites me to get up biting his lip. 
 
    “So… how about a date tonight and we continue playing?  
 
    “This… night?” I gulp thinking of his proximity. 
 
    “We could have dinner.” 
 
    “Or we could go directly to the dessert,” I suggest, in an inappropriate display of courage. 
 
    “I like that plan even more.” 
 
    Let’s not beat around the bush any more. I finish what’s left of the coffee and leave. I need to digest everything that just happened and prepare myself mentally for what will happen in a few hours.  
 
    Adam walks me to the door. I open it and before I have time to leave, he takes me by the arm, pulls me and kisses me.  
 
    His lips collide violently against mine and I just bump up against the wall. His tongue opens my mouth and finds mine that welcomes it with a desire to dance. Adam’s hands run through my body with need, grabbing flesh where it finds it while our irregular breaths fill the silence. 
 
    When we separate, we do it with puffy and reddened lips and agitated breathing. 
 
    “See you tonight.” 
 
    Those words are enough to make a new tingling run through my whole body. 
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    I walk out of the bathroom with the towel around my body and find Harper sitting on the couch. When I arrived home a while ago she was not home for which I deduce that she has just arrived. Besides, I had a message on my mobile telling me she was going to spend the night in Gabe's house. She's still wearing yesterday's dress, her make up is smeared and has a huge cardboard coffee glass in her hands. 
 
    “Where did you spend the night?” She asks me with raised eyebrows.  
 
    I jump where I’m standing.  
 
    “How do you know that I didn't spend it here?” 
 
    “I came into your room and the bed was made. “ 
 
    “I could have made it when I woke up.” 
 
    “You never make the bed before noon.” She looks at me with a scrutinising gaze. “Where have you been? And the most important thing: With whom?” 
 
    I sit on the sofa next to her and I confess everything: that yesterday I got drunk as a skunk and that, for this, Adam had to take me to his house. 
 
    “So, you slept with Adam Walter…” 
 
    “Aha.” 
 
    “And did you just sleep or…?” She doesn’t finish the question, but it’s so obvious what she's insinuating that my cheeks start to flush when I remember what happened this morning and what I´m hoping we do tonight. Harper interpreted my silence as a yes. “I can't believe it, did you do him?” 
 
    “No! I’m completely red now.” 
 
    “And why do I have the feeling that there’s something that you’re you hiding?” 
 
    “Because you have a dirty mind.” 
 
    “When you disappeared from the booth yesterday, I was looking for you and found you dancing with Adam. Grabbing him like a tick. “ 
 
    “We just danced.” 
 
    “Baby, I'm not stupid. I know that between you two there’s a kind of special connection, and who would have thought it considering how bad your relation was at the beginning. But it’s noticeable that you like and are attracted to each other.” 
 
    Harper and I have not spoken of Adam these last few weeks. After warning me before, she has not brought up the topic again. I think that her problems with Gabe have a lot to do with her lack of interest, because Harper is worse than a CSI agent.  
 
    We look at each other in silence. She's taking small sips of her coffee and I’m trying to ignore the fact that I’m only wrapped in a towel and freezing. 
 
    “And what happens if I like Adam?” I ask her just like that. 
 
    Harper looks at me interrogative, trying to guess if I'm serious or not. When she confirms that it’s true by my serious expression, she takes a deep breath and begins to say: 
 
    “Adam is not…” 
 
    “It's not a good idea, I know.” I end the sentence for her. “But I think I have the right to make mistakes and learn from them.” 
 
    “I just worry about you. I don't want you to get hurt.” 
 
    “And I thank you from my heart, but I'm older. I had never at my age met a guy that made me feel what Adam makes me feel. I’ve never been in love… I think I have the right to live the experience, and if I fall, then I’ll get up when the time comes.” 
 
    “But your relation is very confusing. They pay you to pretend to be his girlfriend!” 
 
    “I know!” 
 
    “This is weird, you have to admit it. What if what you feel is caused precisely for that reason? Just like in the films and TV series when the actors end up falling in love behind the screen. And most of the times they end up bad. Look at Robert Pattinson and Kristen Stewart.” 
 
    That she compares us with the Twilight stars makes me laugh. But I understand her fears, at the end of the day, I wondered the same thing at the time. 
 
    “I know our relation is strange, and confusing, and a lot of more adjectives. But it turns out that I like Adam and I think he likes me. And although the Lena of few weeks ago not even being crazy would have thought to have something with an arrogant and self-centred billionaire like Adam Walter, today’s Lena wants it.” 
 
    I know that Harper is surprised by my words. I’m usually a person that always acts measuring my actions very well. But sometimes it’s tiresome to be so responsible. I'm young, and if I feel like doing something crazy, now it’s the time to do it. 
 
    “Well, okay. Just enjoy the process. And if he hurts you, just tell me and I’ll cut his balls in small pieces and feed them to Dante's Chihuahua.” 
 
    I laugh with her comment and decide to change the subject, because there's little left to be said about this. 
 
    “And how you doing with Gabe?” 
 
    She snorts, leaves the cardboard glass on the table and grimaces. 
 
    “Well the truth, it's not very clear. For the last few days things seemed to be okay between us, but I don't know, there’s something that just won't work. The problem is that I don't understand what it is. I spent the night with him and it seemed that we were our usual selves. We still understand each other in bed, but… then we get out of bed and things are weird.” 
 
    I ran a hand on her shoulders and kiss her on the crown of the head. 
 
    “It'll all work out, baby. You are Harper and Gabe. You always work things out.” 
 
    “I guess…” she murmurs, but the expression on her face shows lack of security. 
 
    We talked a bit more and then I get up to go to my room to get dressed. I have a lot of things to do before tonight… 
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    I get out of the cab and I find myself in front of Adam's building again. It’s seven in the evening and night has engulfed the city. I'm nervous; my legs and hands are shaking and my hands are sweating in an uncontrolled way.  
 
    I walk to the door and the doorman greets me, opens the door without asking who I am or where I'm going. I suppose that after so many weeks he is used to me. Besides coming so often, Adam and me are on the gossip magazines all the time, so I'm no longer unknown. 
 
    I take the elevator, push the button and look at myself in the mirror. My hair is loose, a touch of make-up (not much, I like to be natural and look like myself and not a made-up pseudo-me), a tight dark blue dress and high heel ankle boots. Under the dress I've decided to wear the only set of sexy underwear that I have, one that consists of small panties and a lace bra. The truth is that I don't even remember when I bought it. Perhaps during those weeks, I hooked-up with a guy I met in a bar and that turned out to be a complete arsehole. But the truth is that I prefer to wear comfortable clothes. 
 
    I'm filled with anticipation about this evening. I can't help it. I have a feeling that Adam and I connect physically, and after a few unsatisfactory sexual relations with other men I want to discover what it feels like to be with someone who knows what he's doing (and that knows where the clitoris is, something that I can't say of the other guys with whom I have been). 
 
    The lift stops in the correct floor, I get out and it's not necessary to ring the bell since Adam is already waiting for me with an open door. He’s dressed in jeans and a light blue worn shirt that highlights his dark skin.  
 
    “Hi,” I say shyly. I'm not sure what to do or say because whatever I say before get into it will be uncomfortable and awkward. 
 
    Adam looks at me, gives me a twisted smile, takes me by the hand and brings me closer to him delicately. His nose and mine are touching and the few centimetres that separate our mouths are becoming less until they come together.  
 
    His hand sinks in my hair and his tongue caresses me with gentle movements. this kiss has little to do with the one he gave me to say goodbye this morning. It is softer, less needy. 
 
    “Welcome,” he whispers on my lips when he separates. 
 
    Still holding his hand, he leads me into the living room where the light is dimmed and cosy.  
 
    “Do you want to eat now or you would prefer to leave it for after?” Adam raises his eyebrows in a mischievous way and I turn red as a tomato by the meaning of his words. 
 
    There are place mats with trays of sushi on the table. Did he remember that I told him that sushi is one of my favourite dishes? 
 
    “The truth is that I’m not very hungry right now,” I answer without really knowing where to put my hands. I feel Adam's look on my skin, and his exhaustive analysis is making me nervous. 
 
    “No? I expected you hungry…” 
 
    We are in the middle of the room, standing. He takes my chin and kisses me again. This time his kiss is more demanding and his tongue becomes playful inside my mouth. I pant and he puts his hands on my ass and presses me against him. I notice his erect member against my hip and I gasp again. 
 
    “Are you nervous?” He asks looking me in the eyes that seem to be all pupil of how dark they are. 
 
    “Aha…” 
 
    “Hey, there is no need for us to do this in an artificial way. We can go little by little,” he suggests pointing to the couch. 
 
    “Little… by little? I ask without understanding.” 
 
    “We drink something, we see a film and let things flow.” 
 
    “I think that's a great idea.” 
 
    He winks, I sit on the sofa and he goes to the kitchen to get drinks. 
 
    When he turns on the TV, connects Netflix, we look at each other and unanimously decide to see the next Harry Potter film that we haven't seen. During these weeks we saw 3 and 4, so we're going direct to 5. 
 
    Adam turns the lights off and just to listen to the magical music of the beginning I notice how my body starts to relax.  
 
    We are very close. Our knees are touching and I can feel their warmth through the clothing. A hand quickly is I my thigh and starts moving up and down while his eyes are still fixed on the screen. 
 
    “I wouldn't mind having a large family like Ron's,” I say when the redhead that plays the mother of one of the characters appears on a scene. 
 
    Adam stops caressing me and tilts his face and frowns. 
 
    “Are you kidding? How many brothers are they? Six?” 
 
    “Seven” I specify. “I'm an only child and when my parents died, they left me alone in the world. I’ve always wondered what would have happened if, instead of being an only child I had a brother to share my life with. I wouldn't have felt so alone, that's for sure.” 
 
    “I'm also an only child, but I never felt alone. I guess that Evan and Jake are like those brothers I never had.” 
 
    “Yes, let's see, now I have Harper, and it’s a relief to have someone like her at my side. But I still miss the warmth of a real family.” 
 
    Adam caresses my thigh again. A sweet smile is on his lips. 
 
    “I don't know either what it is to have a real family. But what does it matter? I’ll certainly have time to make one.” 
 
    His words soften my heart. And I know I shouldn't think about the two of us with a future, because guys like Adam don't commit. They just jump from flower to flower. But it’s impossible to control my mind since it keeps seeing our kids grow up in a large and spacious flat near Central Park. 
 
    I stare at the screen and the scenes run one after another without stopping. Adam's hand keeps moving up and down my thigh and there is a moment in which I'm unable to follow the film. He gets so close to my panties that I could come with only a small rubbing on the right site. 
 
    “How are those nerves?” He asks me so close to the ear that his breath tickles the nape of my neck. “Are they gone?” 
 
    “On the contrary. Your exploring hand disturbs me.” 
 
    “Disturbs you?” He gets closer and his lips caress my ear. “Or excites you?” Whispers softly. 
 
    I don't know how he does it, but that question turns me on immediately. I notice a tingling between the thighs and a moan escapes my lips. 
 
    “Perhaps both things,” I reply. 
 
    I notice his smile against the skin of my ear and his fingers down my thigh up to the crotch underneath the skirt. He presses a little on the panties, right where my centre of pleasure just swelled. 
 
    “And now?” he asks moving his thumb up and down. 
 
    I moan, and tilt my head letting our noses touch and I say with my lips almost touching his: 
 
    “I think we both know the answer.” 
 
    My words are the trigger for a new kiss, this time more ferocious than any other before. His tongue enters my mouth and attacks mine that responds with the same intensity. We are tongue, saliva and desire. We eat our mouths, literally.  
 
    I end up sitting in his lap and I begin to rub against his crotch. I feel it hard inside his pants and that excites me more. The kisses are faster and one after the other. We're out of control. We are at the point of no return. 
 
    Adam gets up with me circling his hips, turns around and puts me sitting back on the couch. Kneels down in front of me and his eyes filled with desire devour me from top to bottom. He gets between my legs and lifts my dress to the waist. Without looking at me, bends down, until his lips touch my panties that are completely soaked. He pulls them off with a quick jerk and bends on my sex again, this time without any type of fabric that separates his kisses from my skin. 
 
    He starts kissing my pubes and then carefully, gets his tongue deep inside my sex until it touches my clitoris and makes me pant of pleasure. This is not the first time that someone tries cunnilingus with me, but this is the first time that someone gets it right the first time on where he has to lick. 
 
    His tongue goes up and down in my sex without rush, but without stopping. It’s obvious that he has experience, that he knows what to do to intensify my desire. 
 
    He bites, sucks, and his tongue begins to move faster. I can't stop moaning. I'm ecstatic with pleasure and I think that right now he could ask me whatever he wanted because I would say yes to everything.  
 
    His tongue is faster, I grab his hair and loose a moan so loud that I'm sure that the neighbours below must have heard. 
 
    When I think that it’s impossible to feel more pleasure, he decides to penetrate me first with one finger, then with two. He does it in a way that his penetrations stimulate even more my pleasure and end up coming. I come in his mouth and his fingers. I come with intensity. I have one of the most wonderful orgasms I've ever had and my whole body shakes with it. 
 
    Adam moves away and cleans his mouth with the back of the hand. Then he leans to kiss me. His flavour is mixed with mine. 
 
    “Seeing how you come is the most fucking exciting show I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “Yeah?” I ask still enraptured by the orgasm. 
 
    “Look how you have me,” moves his hand and puts it on his package.  
 
    I know what I have to do. I want to return the same pleasure he gave me. So I ask him to get up and I kneel in front of him.  
 
    “You Know? I think I’m hungry now…” 
 
    Adam's gaze becomes darker and his smile twists. 
 
    “A lot?” 
 
    “I'm starving.” 
 
    “How about if I you prove it?” 
 
    I smile coquettish, get his pants down and then the boxers. I open my mouth surprised when his member jumps like a spring in front of me. It is big, very big. I think it’s the biggest I’ve ever seen in my life. 
 
    Adam strokes my hair and I know is his subtle way to invite me to get close. I do it, still hallucinated by its size. I get my mouth close to his erection and I put the tip in my mouth with care. His hand turns into a fist on my hair and I look up at him, watching as he closes his eyes while I suck and lick. I get it all in my mouth making him pant and I begin to go up and down on his member, first slowly, then faster. Adam starts to move his hips in rhythm. His panting is faster. 
 
    “Fuck, baby, that's so good.” 
 
    I stop for a moment and start to lick his erection, from top to bottom. I lick his testicles also, something he seems to love by the way he takes my hair and sighs. 
 
    The truth is that I’ve never thought I was good at sex by the unremarkable way that my other partners responded. But with Adam is like if I knew what to all the time. And it excites me to see him enjoy. Having the power to give him pleasure is almost as good as receive it. 
 
    I put his cock in my mouth again and I go up and down increasing the intensity of my movements, but he grabs me by the hair and gets me away from his member so I can look at his face. 
 
    “I want to come inside you.” 
 
    Adam pulls my hands to get up from the floor and kisses me. It seems that he is fucking my mouth. That’s how I feel it, by the way his tongue gets inside my mouth again and again. Moves away a little from my body and takes off the clothes I’m still wearing. Takes off my dress by the head and with a quick movement gets rid of my bra. His experience is obvious. 
 
    I do the same with his shirt, which he still had on. When we are both completely naked, Adam takes me by the waist and pushes me against a wall. He kisses me and turns me around.  I hear the sound of a condom wrap break. I haven’t taken my shoes off so they make me taller and I feel his erection against my ass. 
 
    “Have you ever been fucked like this?” He asks kissing my neck. 
 
    I shake my head and as an answer he penetrates me. I feel him enter me in one lunge and I gasp aloud. 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answer between moans. 
 
    “Well, I can still make you like it more.” 
 
    A hand slips between my thighs and begins to fondle my clitoris while he penetrates me from behind. The sensations are multiplied and when I'm about to come, I turn my head looking for his mouth and let his tongue and mine will cuddle with brave movements. 
 
    “Now,” Adam says between gasps. 
 
    “Now,” I answer with shortness of breath. 
 
    And a second later, we come together.  
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 Adam 
 
      
 
    I just had the best fuck of my life. And it’s not that it was something out of this world. I’ve done threesomes, orgies, coke before a fuck and I’ve never felt what I felt with Lena. I don't know what’s the ingredient that she's giving me which I haven’t found with anyone else. But the sex with her has been out of this world. 
 
    We are still standing. Lena against the wall and me against her back. We breathe raggedly, trying to recover from the orgasm we just had. The sound of the TV in the background brings me back to reality. 
 
    I kiss the nape of her neck, move away and get rid of the condom throwing it to the side. I’ll put it in the trash later. Lena turns around and looks at me. Her eyes are glazed, still intoxicated by what we just had. she's beautiful with her tousled hair and flushed cheeks. 
 
    I’d have liked to make the moment last longer. I’ve been all day wanting for this to happen, I couldn't wait any longer. 
 
    “Well, well, I see that those models didn't lie about you when they said that you do this very well,” says Lena with her characteristic irony while picking up the clothes from the floor. 
 
    I guess she’s referring to the articles that the girls that I’ve slept with have sold to the press to gain notoriety. This is what it’s being used to have their minute of fame. 
 
    “Give me this,” I say taking the clothes of her hands. 
 
    She frowns. 
 
    “You don't pretend that I go naked around the house,” she says hugging herself. 
 
    “That’s exactly what I pretend.” 
 
    I throw the clothes on the sofa and pull her to me until our naked bodies clash. 
 
    “You're beautiful, it would be sin not to enjoy your naked body all the time that I can.” 
 
    “You're crazy.” 
 
    “For You.” 
 
    I take her by the chin and kiss her. Only with that rubbing my cock begins to harden again and Lena laughs against my lips. 
 
    “What a resilience…” 
 
    “It’s your fault that I’m so horny.” 
 
    “Well, relax a little, because I need to eat something before going on.” 
 
    She touches her belly and right away I realise that I'm as hungry as she, especially since my stomach growls and moves as if had a troll inside.  
 
    “Do you fancy that we eat the sushi in bed?” I suggest. 
 
    “Sounds to me like the best plan in the world.” 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    We lay on the bed with the sushi trays and eat naked and just talk nonsense. She plays to give me a piece of salmon maki with chopsticks and laughs out loud when it slips and falls on my member. I challenge her to pick it up with her mouth and she does it amid laughter. 
 
    It’s comfortable to be like this with her. What if the difference in the sex I’ve had with others and the sex with Lena is precisely these complicity moments?  
 
    I don't know and I don't want to answer this question now. I just want to enjoy the moment, without anything else, without haste. I don't want to ask me because I feel a tickling in the gut when Lena looks at me and smiles.  
 
    I like Lena, yes. But it is only that, isn't it?  
 
    Attraction, desire. 
 
    But… if there is anything else?  
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    A month has gone by since Adam and I went to bed for the first time. A month already. A month of unbridled sex and orgasms of the kind that leave you satisfied and with a goofy smile for hours.  
 
    We haven’t defined what we have between us and the truth is that I’m not in a hurry to do it. Everything is going so well that I’m afraid to put a label on our thing and then everything going to hell. 
 
    Right now, we are in my bed. Adam spent the night here. We stay many in his flat, because he lives alone and no one bothers us, but I also like to be here among my things, with Harper in the next room. 
 
    Adam is still sleeping. I've gotten used to wake up before him and watch him sleep. He makes an adorable face when he's asleep. Also, he is a groundhog; if it were up to him he would wake at noon. I have an internal clock that prohibits me to get up after ten. 
 
    “Stop doing that,” Adam growls with his eyes still closed. 
 
    I lose a giggle. 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Look at me while I sleep.” 
 
    I lean over and kiss him on the cheek. Adam opens his eyes and, catching me by surprise, grabs me by the waist and sits me straddling him. I’m wearing a t-shirt and panties and him only the boxer shorts. 
 
    “Good morning” I say amidst laughter when I notice his morning erection greeting me between my legs. 
 
    “The next time you decide to wake me up you could do it differently.”  
 
    “Yeah,” I lift my eyebrows happy. 
 
    I bend again to kiss him and my kiss just really wakes him up. His member hardens instantly. 
 
    I start to rub against his erection while we begin to kiss one after the other. His hands go up underneath my t-shirt and squeezes my breast. I pant against his mouth when he pinches a nipple. 
 
    Right then the bedroom door opens. 
 
    “By God, didn't you had enough with last night session? For a moment I was afraid that the foundations of the building would come down with so much movement. Not to mention the noise that you made. The earplugs that I bought are worthless.” 
 
    I get off from Adam's lap and sit next to him. When Harper's gaze is fixed on the erection under the sheets, he decides to cover it with a pillow. 
 
    “You could knock on the door, you know?” I remind her. 
 
    “I could, but then it wouldn't be so much fun.” 
 
    “What do you want, Harper?” I roll my eyes. 
 
    “You left your mobile yesterday on the coffee table and it's ringing.” She throws the mobile that falls on my feet on the bed. “You are welcome.” 
 
    She closes the door and I roll my eyes again. Harper can be difficult when she wants to. 
 
    I take the mobile and I see that I have a missed call, although it’s an unknown number. I ask Adam to be quiet and I return the call. 
 
    “Yes?” says a hoarse man's voice that I don't recognise on the other side. 
 
    “Hi, I'm Lena Murphy, a few minutes ago I received a call from this phone number.” 
 
    “Ah, yes, sorry. Look, I'm Mike Collins, director of The Chronicle. A few days ago Evan sent me your CV and a portfolio with some of your articles. I was taking a look at it and the truth is that I like what I’ve seen, so I thought you could stop by at some point and see if you fit in any vacant post.” 
 
    I'm on the verge of a heart attack. I’m dumbfounded with my eyes wide open unable to say anything. Adam asks me in a whisper what happened to me, but it’s as if I had lost the ability to talk. After years of looking for a job in my career somewhere, that they call me from a newspaper as prestigious as The Chronicle, is to freak you out. 
 
    And I know that this wouldn’t have been possible without Evan. But the simple idea of working as a journalist, which is my passion, closed my throat. 
 
    “Lena, are you still there?” says Mike on the other side of the phone. 
 
    “Yes, yes, sorry.” Mike's words bring me out trance. “I’d love to visit the Chronicle’s editorial office. I love your journalism model.” 
 
    “That's great, Lena. When would it be a good time for you to come? I have some free time this afternoon after lunch, from four to five. If you can't make it, we would have to meet next week because my agenda is full.” 
 
    “This afternoon would be perfect.” 
 
    “Great, then. Stop by when you can and ask for me in reception. Bye, Lena.” 
 
    The call is cut, and I let a jubilant shout and jump on the mattress. Adam watches me without understanding anything. 
 
    “But who was it?” 
 
    “It was the director of The Chronicle,” I say. Evan gave him my CV and the file with my articles and he wants to meet me. 
 
    “I'm glad, baby.” A sincere smile is drawn on his lips. Despite the fact that he showed some reluctance to the idea of me working as a journalist, it seems to be gone. 
 
    I give him a fleeting kiss on the lips I get out of bed to tell Harper before she leaves for work. I find her sitting on the couch staring at her mobile while biting on a toast. 
 
    I tell her the news and we start jumping holding hands and spinning in the middle of the room as if we were a spinning top. 
 
    “I'm so happy, honey!” Harper hugs me and kisses me on the top of the head. 
 
    “I know that it’s not a big deal, that if they hire me it’ll be by connections, but it could fulfil my dream, Harper.” 
 
    “You've been wanting to work in a newspaper for years. Who cares how you get the job? Also, you deserve it, you’ve worked hard to achieve this.” 
 
    She's right. I studied until exhaustion in college to get good grades. I worked my ass off to be the best of my course. I even was Editor-in-chief of the university newspaper. But I had bad luck when I went into the labour market. I rejected a job in a local newspaper, hoping to get one in a national newspaper, and at the end I didn't achieve my goal. 
 
    Now, finally, I might succeed. 
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 Adam 
 
      
 
    I send a message to Lena wishing her good luck with the work interview and go into my father's office, where he waits for me standing up. He is facing away from the office looking at the city through the floor to ceiling window. We have a meeting to talk about how and when I’ll occupy my position in the company. The truth is that I want to start this. Feel useful. 
 
    I clear my throat to attract his attention and my father turns around. He doesn’t have a good face; I can see that it’s one of those times in which his work absorbs him so much that he barely has time to go home and sleep for a few hours. 
 
    “Sit down, son.” He points to the chair in front of his desk. And he sits in his chair. “Do you want to have something to drink?” I shake my head and he nods. He presses the intercom button that communicates him with his secretary and asks for a strong coffee for him. 
 
    “Are you okay? You seem tired.” I tell him. 
 
    “We’ve been involved for a few weeks now with some negotiations, and that has me busier more than I would like. But yes, I'm fine.” 
 
    “If you want, we can have the meeting another day so you can lie for a moment,” I say pointing to the sofa in his office. 
 
    “No, Thank You. We have to advance on our work so you can join the company as soon as possible. I have already begun to pull some strings to prepare the party in your honour.” 
 
    His secretary knocks on the door and comes in to leave the coffee on the desk. Dad thanks her and continues talking. He explains to me which is the role that he wants me occupy in the company and how, little by little, I take his place. So he can retire in a few years and only attend the board meetings.  
 
    After an hour, he looks at his watch and concludes the meeting. 
 
    “I thought that we could eat together. I booked a place in a restaurant of the area. What do you think?” 
 
    “Of course, I have nothing to do and we can continue to talk of that negotiation in your hands.” 
 
    At this time, there’s a knock at the door and Jeremy comes in, dad's partner in the company.  
 
    They decided to merge their respective companies a few years ago to have the monopoly of the market in which they worked. Jeremy is a man who must be around his age and, like him, emanates authority and respect. He's accompanied by his daughter, which I hardly know. It’s a girl a bit younger than me, tall and blond. She’s very attractive and always perfectly made-up and dressed. It’s the kind of woman who a few months ago I would have wanted to fuck. But now she seems dull to me. A copy of the women that you can find anywhere. Nothing to do with Lena, who isn't possible to compare. She's is unique, special.  
 
    “I thought that we could eat with Jeremy and his daughter, you don't mind, do you?” He asks me. Then points to the girl that is looking at me smiling: “Do you remember her? Her name is Phoebe, just arrived from London, where she studied a master in business management.” 
 
    “Of course, I remember. Hello Phoebe.” 
 
    “I remember you too, Adam.” 
 
    We shake hands and our parents urge us to get our things and leave for the restaurant. 
 
    During the evening, I learned that like me, Phoebe is destined to be the predecessor of her father at the company, so in the long run we’ll need to work together. She’s a smart girl, something that you can tell by each of her comments.  
 
    When we finish eating, dad and Jeremy tell us that they have to return to the company and they insist that we stay a while for a few coffees to talk. 
 
    We agree because they seem very interested in us getting to know each other, although I keep thinking of Lena, which at this very moment must be entering the Chronicle offices. 
 
    I wish I could be with her… 
 
    These weeks together have been great. It’s the longest relationship that I’ve had till now and that is because until now I have never loved sharing my time with a woman. I immediately got tired of them, I didn’t fully understand what were the benefits of having a relationship. 
 
    But now I'm beginning to understand it. I know what it is to get up in the morning and find on the other side someone able to cheer up your day with a smile. I know what it is to get a silly smile in your face when you receive a message from her, or when she calls you to tell you any nonsense of her day. I know what it's like to enjoy how she comes, slightly opening her lips with her eyes closed while she trembles under your body. I know what it is to spend an entire morning in bed with her naked and dishevelled, with tons of takeaways food and the laptop to see together the latest series that we haven't seen. 
 
    Yes, I know now what all of that is, I understand everything much better.  
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    When I arrive at the office building where the Chronicle’s editorial office is located my pulse accelerates. The building is super tall, all glass and metal. Impressive seen from below. 
 
    I walk to the entrance and when I pass the revolving doors, I found a huge hall with tables, chairs and a coffee shop. It’s all so modern and chic that immediately I feel like a character of Sex in New York.  
 
    I walk to the lifts and as soon as I get there, the door of one of them opens. I get in next to a couple of men in suits that go to other floors different from mine. When I arrive to my destination, I get out of the lift feeling how my heart is in my throat. 
 
    The first thing I see is a silver sign with the name of the newspaper and a reception desk with a girl talking on the phone. I walk over to her and wait for her to finish the call.  
 
    “Hi, I'm Lena Murphy. I have an appointment with Mike Collins,” I say when she hangs up the phone. 
 
    “Yes, one moment, please.” She picks up the phone again, dials a number, makes a query in a low voice that I can't hear and then smiles at me. “Mike is waiting for you in his office. Follow the corridor, the first door on the left” she tells me, pointing to the right corridor. 
 
    I look above the receptionist, which is where the real editorial is located in a spacious and airy, full of tables, computers and telephones that won't stop ringing. I see people walking quickly from one side to the other, and right away I get their vitality. I want to work here. I need to work here.  
 
    Once in the hallway I come to the door that I was told. I know it’s Mike's office because there is a golden sign with his name on it. I knock with my knuckles and hear a come in from inside. I take a breath and go in trying to radiate security, as much as my knees are shaking. 
 
    I didn't know very well how to dress and Harper recommended that I wear the trouser suit that I have from the practices I did a few years in another newspaper. It’s black, sober but elegant. And I think I have a formal look but not too serious. 
 
    Mike is sitting behind his desk, very focused on some papers that are scattered over the desk. He's wearing a shirt with rolled up sleeves, loosened tie and a pair of plastic frame glasses that dance on the bridge of his nose. 
 
    He looks up and smiles when he sees me. He points to a chair in front of him, takes off his glasses and massages his forehead as if he was very tired. 
 
    “Lena Murphy, right? I nod my head and he extend his smile. He must be about fifty years. A few grey hairs in his light brown hair. Welcome to The Chronicle.” 
 
    “Thank you. I'm very excited to be here,” I admit. 
 
    “That's good. Emotion is one of the engines that helps us to work better.” He winks at me. 
 
    “I would love to work here.” 
 
    “After seeing your portfolio, I too would like for you to work here.” I blush with that flattery. Mike pulls out of the first drawer of his desk the file that I gave Evan with some of my articles and leaves it on the table. “You have talent, Lena. It's obvious that you take journalism seriously. Also, I called your university and all of your former teachers have given me very good references about you.” 
 
    Next, he tells me about the job offer he has in mind. It would be a junior journalist position for the first year, until I had the necessary experience to climb to a better position. The salary is nothing to rave about, although I would earn more than I did at the cafe. And the best part: I'd be working in my thing, what I've always wanted to. 
 
    He wants me to start as soon as possible, and I tell him that I need to resolve a few issues before, because I have to talk with Dante and ask him if the contract I signed is compatible with this work. I hope so, because I don't want to give up the work of my dreams for something that right now does not make much sense. Because Adam and I are no longer pretending. Because they're paying me to do what I want to do which is to spend time with him. 
 
    I try not to think about it and concentrate on Mike that is giving me a tour around the office. He shows me the editorial room that I've seen before in passing and meeting rooms with glass walls.  
 
    We say goodbye half an hour later with the promise that I will call him as soon as possible to join the team.  
 
    I climb back into the elevator fascinated thinking about everything that happened during the meeting. I'm so entranced that when I go out to the hall and I begin to walk to the exit I don't realise that Evan passes by my side until he takes me by the arm. 
 
    “Where are you going so fast?” 
 
    I smile when I recognise him. 
 
    “Sorry, Evan, I didn't see you. What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I have a meeting to decide whether to buy or not a gardening magazine to increase our product portfolio.” He looks at his wristwatch and then raises his gaze to mine with one of his charming smiles. “It’s still early. I have a moment. Are you in a hurry or you fancy a coffee?” 
 
    “No, I'm not in a hurry. Let’s have a coffee.” 
 
     Although I can't wait to call Adam to tell him how the meeting went, it’s true that Evan is responsible for the call from the newspaper, so I don't want to refuse his invitation and be rude. 
 
    We sit in the cafeteria of the hall. I order a pennyroyal-mint tea because my stomach is upset and Evan has a coffee. They take a couple of minutes to bring them, minutes that we take to make the typical courtesy questions. 
 
    “Hey, thank you for getting me the job,” I say with the cup already between my hands.  
 
    “You don't have to thank me for anything. I was just the messenger, the decision to hire you was Mike's.” 
 
    “I… now you are going to tell me that you didn’t influence him a bit.” 
 
    “Nah, Mike would never accept orders from me. I'm like a son to him: he loves me but he doesn't take my recommendations very seriously. If you hadn't seem a like good candidate to him, he wouldn’t have bothered to call you.” 
 
    I don't know if he's saying the truth or not, but I’m relieved. I don't like to think that I get something that I don't deserve. 
 
    We talk a few more minutes about everything a bit. I ask him about Olivia and makes a bitter face. It’s clear that she’s not his favourite person in the world. 
 
    He looks at his mobile and tells me that he has to leave. Insists on paying the bill and I let him, although I don't like it. When I get up to say goodbye, I feel dizzy. My head is spinning, I have a ringing in my ears and I lose my balance for a few seconds. 
 
    Luckily, Evan is in front of me and he’s fast enough to catch me between his arms. He presses me against his chest, making sure I don’t slip from between his arms. 
 
    “Are you okay?” He asks in my ear. 
 
    His hands around my waist keep me standing up.  
 
    The buzz seems to disappear little by little and I start recovering control of my body. When I'm convinced that I can stand by myself, Evan lets me go. 
 
    My cheeks are flushed because of the sudden dizziness that just took over me. 
 
    “Lena, are you okay?” He repeats. 
 
    “Yes, sorry, I believe my blood pressure dropped after been so nervous all day.” I get a candy from my bag and I put it in my mouth. 
 
    This is not the first time this happens to me. I also fainted in the university a couple of times after some exams. I spent so many hours stressed that, when all the stress was passing, relaxation came like a blow, like light-headedness. 
 
    “Can you make it home alone? Do you want me to wait until a cab arrives?” He seems really worried so I smile and deny vigorously with the head. 
 
    “No, Thank You. I'm fine. I’ll take care of it, Evan. You are going to be late to your meeting.” 
 
    He looks at his wristwatch again and makes a face. 
 
    “Do you want me to call Adam to come to look for you?” 
 
    “It’s not necessary. Really, I'm okay.” 
 
    He insists once more, but finally gives up and goes to his meeting. I go out and start to feel better thanks to the fresh air of the street. And it is right at this moment that I have a strange feeling. I feel like I’m being watched. I turn around, but I don't see anything suspicious. There are people walking fast, like always in New York, but no one weird looking at me directly. Is it my imagination? 
 
    A cab comes by and I hail him raising my arm. I sit on the back still with the weird feeling running in my belly. But it goes away soon, when I give Adam's address to the driver and the cab goes there. 
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    There's a knock at the door, I open it and Lena swoops down on me. She does it between exclamations and shouts that it takes me a while to decipher by the loudness of her voice. 
 
    “They gave it to me! They gave me the job!” she says. She moves away, and kisses me on the lips and looks at me proud. 
 
    Her smile is contagious and I can't help but smile too. Even her pride is contagious, because I'm proud of her.  
 
    “Congratulations, baby. I knew you would get it.” 
 
    She comes in the flat, and I close the door behind us and head to the living room. On the way she doesn’t stop blabbering, cheeks flushed and eyes filled with a special glow. 
 
    If passion could be defined with an image it would be with the image of that shine in her eyes, I don't doubt it. I don't know anyone who loves something as Lena loves journalism. 
 
    “So, when do you start?” I ask 
 
    “Well, that’s the problem.” She sits on the couch and hugs a cushion. “He wants me to start as soon as possible, but I don't know to which extent Dante will want me to do it.” 
 
    “I don't remember there being any exclusivity clause.” I scratch my chin thoughtfully. 
 
    “There is not, but that I should have total availability, and in journalism you never know. You have to be where the news is at any time of the day.” 
 
    “Dammit, I didn’t think of that. “ 
 
    I see her deflate like a balloon. The truth is that I really don’t like the idea that she can’t work on whatever she wants for something that ties her to me. Also, what sense does that contract have now? If we already spend most of our time together. 
 
    We are still following Dante’s schedule with events, parties and dates as if we were pretending something that, at this stage, is not feigned, it’s real.  
 
    “Babe, don't worry about it.” I touch her arm gently and she looks at me. “I'm not going to let something like this stand between you and your dream.” 
 
    “Is not a decision that only concerns you.” 
 
    I know that she's referring to my father. In the end, it was he who arranged all this. And I know that Lena has a lot of respect for him (as any sane person worth their salt, if there is one thing that my father instils, is fear). 
 
    “I’ll take care of everything. If it's okay with you, tomorrow I'll call Dante to reconsider options. What do you think?” 
 
    “And what are you going to tell him?” 
 
    We look at each other in the eyes for a few seconds. I know what that question means. We’ve been going to bed for a month and seeing each other in a more or less regular way, but we haven’t talked about our relation.  
 
    Fuck, how complicated all of this is. 
 
    “I could tell him that I want to rescind the contract because there is a conflict of interest.” Lena looks at me without understanding so I decide to be clear. “I’ll tell him the truth. That I'm falling in love with you. That I don't want to continue with this lie when it’s no longer a lie that it became the truth.” 
 
    I can see the impact of my words in her eyes. If before they shone now, they’re glistening.  
 
    “Are you in love with me?” 
 
    “Crazy and unconditionally.” 
 
    “I thought that Adam Walter didn't fall in love” she jokes, although I can read in her eyes the emotion she’s feeling by listening to my words. 
 
    “I thought so too. But there are many things that I thought before I met you that I don't think anymore. like, for example, that I would never find a woman capable to pull out the best version of myself. You make me be a better person, Lena. When I'm with you I no longer think of drinking or getting high, perhaps because you are better than any of those drugs. Of all, you are my favourite addiction.” 
 
    Lena says nothing. She looks at me without talking and for a moment that scares me. What if I have jumped head first into the pool without checking first if there was any water? But it cannot be. I refuse to believe that this is so, because if there is something that Lena has shown me throughout these last few weeks is that she vibrates in my same tune. 
 
    “I… don't know what to say.” 
 
    “You don't have to say anything. If you don't share what I feel…” Before it can finish talking, Lena puts a finger on my lips to keep me quiet. 
 
    “Adam, I don't know what to say because when it comes to feelings It’s always hard for me to find words. I'm not used to externalise what I feel. Nobody has ever taught me to do it. But I'm going to try.” She breathes deep and opens up to me, completely, letting me see everything that she has inside of her. “Adam I’m also in love with you. And it terrifies me, because when you're with me you lift me to the clouds and I feel capable of everything. I fly with you and I don't need anything else in this world to feel fulfilled. Perhaps you aren't the type of man than I expected fall in love with, but I guess that's what love is, falling in love with whom you least expect it when you least expect it. And I'm afraid, of course, because flying is very nice, but when you need someone else to fly, you run the risk that one day he disappears, and you lose your wings.” 
 
    I shake my head and stroke her face: 
 
    “I'm not going to disappear, I promise.” 
 
    “Don't promise anything that you're not sure you can fulfil.” 
 
    “Lena.” I lift her chin to look me in the eyes. “I love you.”  I say this without thinking, letting myself go completely. 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    Looking into her eyes, I get up and carry her between my arms to take her to bed. I need to possess her now, in this very moment. I need her to moan and shudder in my arms. 
 
    I leave her on top of the sheets and I lie on top of her carefully so I don’t crush her. I kiss her with sweetness, letting my tongue draw spirals inside her mouth.  
 
    I caress her body carefully, and with a bit of greed, I confess. I like to feel how she groans and stir in my arms. I get rid of the clothes until she's naked, I undress too and then I start to raise the intensity of my kisses and caresses. 
 
    “How do you want me to do it to you?” I ask in her ear. 
 
    She trembles and opens her eyes. Looks at me with eyes full of pleasure. 
 
    “On four legs, to feel you deeper.” 
 
    I like it when she asks me this type of things with naturalness. Another girl would be ashamed to talk of her own pleasure, but in these weeks Lena has been unleashed. There is so much of complicity between us that no subject is taboo.  
 
    I pull away a little giving Lena space and gets on four legs. Her round and perfect ass rises before me and I don't need anything else for my cock to harden instantly.  
 
    I get behind her, take a condom from the bedside table, put it on, take her buttocks with my hands and enter her. Lena lets out a gasp and I begin to fuck her rhythmically. I grab her hair, how she likes, and pull it to turn her face so she can see me. We kiss with passion while I enter her again and again, without pause. I like the feel when I enter her and she receives me moist and ready for each new thrust. 
 
    I increase the rhythm when I notice that she is close to come. I let her hair go, grab her by the hips with both hands and intensify the onslaught. Her back is beaded with sweat, and our bodies slip following the movements. 
 
    “Come, baby, come with me.” 
 
    Just to say this I feel her vagina's spasms on my member with her orgasm, something that makes me lose control and come also. I squeeze my fists, close my eyes and keep moving until I’m completely empty.  
 
    Of course, the sex with her is in another level… 
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    The vibration of the mobile on the bedside table wakes me up. I open my eyes and read Harper's name on the screen, but before I can slide the button to answer, the call is cut off. I'm on the mattress and I see that I have ten missed calls. Seven from Dante and three of her.  
 
    It's seven in the morning and I don't understand what may have happened at this time for them to pepper me with calls. I also have a whatsapp message. I read it scowling: 
 
    Harper: Read the headline of the Yellow Heart Magazine cover. 
 
    Just a phrase that leaves me rather creeped out. 
 
    I get up from the bed, grab Adam's laptop which is on the dresser and I sit on the mattress feeling my pulse on the temple. I’ve a feeling that something bad has happened. Something bad that can get me in trouble. 
 
    I turn on the computer. I wait impatiently for it to start. When I get the web browser to open I write the Yellow Heart Magazine name in the bar on top. Three seconds later, I can finally see the dimensions of the disaster. It is a photo of Evan and me of yesterday afternoon, at the time of my fainting after taking something together. I don't know how in the devil they took it, or from which angle, but it looks like we are kissing. 
 
    “Fuck!” I say feeling my nerves knotting in the stomach. 
 
    Adam wakes up with my expletive and looks at me with a sleepy and confused face. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    I cover my face and I start to cry. I can't help the tears rolling down my cheeks because of the anger and frustration by the headline that goes with the photo: Lena Murphy cheats on Adam Walter with his best friend. 
 
    Adam is still wondering what's happening, without understanding anything and as an answer I give him the laptop. He looks at the photo on the screen, then looks at me and shakes his head. 
 
    “What the fuck does this mean?" 
 
    “I don't know! But it's a lie!” Between whimpers. “We didn’t kiss. I got like light-headed and Evan held me so it didn’t fall flat on my face.” 
 
    “Well, that is not what it looks like in this photo.” He's angry, and in some way, I understand him because I should have explained yesterday of my sudden fall of blood pressure. 
 
    “I don't know from which angle they took it to look like that. I only know that I lost consciousness for a few seconds.” 
 
    “Why didn't you tell me that you met Evan?” 
 
    “I met him after I finished the work interview and he invited me to have a coffee. Nothing happened and I didn't tell you because yesterday things got serious between us and I didn't even think about it at the time.” 
 
    He looks at me with narrowed eyes and arms crossed. He says nothing and his silence makes me even more nervous, because this situation goes over my head. I don't like being the centre of attention, but that they manipulate an innocent event in this way it seems unfair. 
 
    Adam's mobile starts to sound and he answers: 
 
    “Hi Dante. Yes, I know, I've seen it.” Silence. “She's here with me, wait.” 
 
    He gives me the mobile. A black hole grows on my stomach. I think I'm going to vomit. 
 
    I put the my mobile in my ear and Dante, as soon as he hears my breath, without me saying a word, starts to shout: 
 
    “Can we know what were you thinking? With Evan? His best friend? Do you know in which position this leaves us?” 
 
    I try to explain. I tell him the same thing I told Adam, that everything is a misunderstanding and that really nothing of what is insinuated is the truth. 
 
    “You're a journalist by profession, right? You know better than anyone that no matter how true is a photo. A good headline is able to make us see what they want us to see.” 
 
    “But I'm not to blame.” 
 
    “You had to be careful for six months of your life. Six fucking months!” He snorts and I let go a whimper by the impotence I’m feeling right now. “Please stop by the agency right now. And tell Adam to come also.” 
 
    He hangs up without letting me answer and I give back the mobile to Adam that takes it with reluctance. 
 
    “I'm very sorry for this mess,” I tell him still crying. 
 
    Adam bites his lip, passing a hand through his hair and looks the other way. 
 
    “Get Dressed, come on. Dante is waiting for us.” 
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    We arrive at Dante's agency half an hour later. Although we shared cab, Adam refused to talk to me through the whole ride. I hate that he treats me with indifference. I'm not to blame for anything of what happened. I couldn’t know that a paparazzi was spying on us waiting to take a photo that compromised me in such a way. I remember the feeling I had leaving the building. I should have thought of something like that, but I didn't, I'm too naive for that.  
 
    We arrive at the room where we usually meet and find Harper with Dante’s Chihuahua in her arms at the door. You can tell that she left the house in a hurry, without make-up or combing her hair. Also, she's dressed in a pink tracksuit that she only wears at home. 
 
    “How are you?” She asks when I’m next to her. 
 
    “Like shit. I don't understand how this has happened. Nothing of what that news insinuates happened.” 
 
    Harper wrinkles her nose with a concerned look. Adam goes into the meeting room and leaves us alone. 
 
    “I know, honey. I know that you would never do something like that. It smells like fake news. The problem with this fake news is that they are very difficult to refute.” 
 
    “What is Dante going to do with me?” 
 
    Harper shakes his head. 
 
    “The truth is that I have no idea. I haven’t talked to him. He endorsed me his Chihuahua and went down to the cafeteria for a detox smoothie. What I can tell you is that he had face like he wanted to kill someone.” 
 
    “That doesn't encourage me a lot.” 
 
    She shrugs and Dante appears with a green bottle in his hands. He asks us to go in and sit at the table. He stands in front of the whiteboard. 
 
    “I've been thinking long and hard about what we can do or say to withdraw that news and I have come to the conclusion that it is not worth it. Right now, Lena's image has been stained, and clean it’s going to cost us so much time and effort that is counterproductive. I'm sorry.” he says looking at me briefly. 
 
    My eyes fill with tears. 
 
    “And if I sue for defamation? Everything they say is a lie!” 
 
    “We could send a statement explaining the truth of what happened with a threat to sue. Maybe in this way we can scare them and they’ll remove the news from the web” proposes Harper. 
 
    “At this time the photo must already be running in thousands of Facebook and Twitter accounts. There is no point trying to withdraw it.” 
 
    I ran a hand through my hair feeling a strong pressure on the temples. Anguish grows inside of me. I feel helpless. None of this had to have happened. 
 
    “Well, you'll have to find the way to fix it.” This is the first time on the entire meeting that Adam intervenes. 
 
    “I’ve already told you that it’s not worth it, Adam. Now your reputation has risen steeply, to fix this won’t benefit you at all. Also, your girlfriend cheating with your best friend wins sympathy. It’s best to break the relationship now and introduce you as a reformed guy that his heart has been broken. I suggested it to your father and he thought it's a good idea.” 
 
    “I don't give a shit what is best for my reputation, Dante. I'm in love with Lena and I want you to fix this as soon as possible.” 
 
    Dante just stands. His eyes open wide and looks at us questioning, as if he didn't believe what he just heard. 
 
    “But...” 
 
    “Fix it,” Adam orders very seriously, without giving him a chance to say anything, ending the meeting. 
 
    His words are like a balm for me. I look at him and although he's still pissed, what he said confirms that he didn't believe the damn news.  
 
    “All right.” Dante fixes his bow tie, leaves the room and asks Harper to follow him. 
 
    Harper goes after him after giving me a last encouragement look. Adam and I stay alone. 
 
    “Adam, I…” 
 
    Adam gets up from the chair without letting me finish the sentence: 
 
    “Lena, I would prefer to be alone at this time because I'm still angry. I'm not mad at you, but at the situation. And I don't want you to pay the consequences from my frustration. besides, I better go see my father and explain all this mess before Dante does.” 
 
    He goes around the table, leans and kisses me on the forehead. 
 
    “You know that nothing happened between Evan and me, right?” I ask still uneasy. 
 
    Adam puts his forehead against mine and sighs. 
 
    “I know, I believe you and I trust you, but that does not make me less angry.” 
 
    He moves away from me and touches my cheek gently and leaves the room. 
 
    Why do these things have to happen to me? 
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    It had been a long time since I was in such a bad mood. I really don't understand how things got twisted around in such an absurd way in so little time. Besides, it fucks me up that the photo is circulating around there as if it were true, suggesting things that are not true. And I know that Lena would never cheat on me with Evan. What happened last night between us, everything we said, was real. It was true.  
 
    As soon as I get out of Dante’s building where his agency is located, I get in a cab and give the driver the multinational address that someday I’ll manage.  
 
    He drops me off in front of the skyscraper, I pay him and hurry to enter. I climb up to the floor where my father's office is located and ask his secretary for him and she tells me to wait a while, because he's in meeting. When I see his office door open and dad says goodbye to a man with a handshake, I decide to get up and invite myself in. 
 
    “Adam? Did we have an appointment?” Dad asks when I go in through the door passing by his side. 
 
    I shake my head and I sit in the chair in front of his desk. 
 
    “To what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?” he asks again, sitting in his armchair. 
 
    “We have to talk about something.” 
 
    He lifts his eyebrows with curiosity. 
 
    “Tell me, I'm all ears.” 
 
    I rub my hands and look for a way to express myself, knowing that he's not going to like it at all. I know him and I can anticipate his reaction. 
 
    “I'm seeing someone.” He looks at me surprised and touches his bushy moustache. With a lift of his chin tells me to keep talking. “Of Lena Murphy.” 
 
    “Lena Murphy?” He asks making a gesture with his head, meaning he doesn’t recognise the name. 
 
    “The girl that Dante contracted to pretend to be my girlfriend.” 
 
    A cynical smile is drawn on my dad's lips and denies with his head. 
 
    “Adam, Adam, Adam… you're not being serious, right?” 
 
    “I'm telling you very seriously.” 
 
    The expression on his face changes in a matter of seconds. Wrinkles are drawn on his forehead and raises his hand to end with a closed fist hitting the surface of the table. 
 
    “But, have you gone crazy or what? “ 
 
    “I know it didn't have to happen, that it wasn't in the plan, but I haven’t been able to control it. I like her and we decided to date. Really. I… I love her.” 
 
    “That can’t be, Adam. First, haven't you seen the mess that this girl got herself into this morning? Even Dante believes that it’s best that you break the relationship. And second, a Walter cannot marry a nobody.” 
 
    “She’s is not a nobody!!” I yell pissed, even more than before I came in.  
 
    I can't let anybody talk about her in this way. He doesn't even know her. He doesn't who Lena is, what's behind her smile and her dreams. 
 
    “This is typical of you,” growling. He gets up, loosens his tie and passes a hand over his face. 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “Falling in love with a little whore as if you were the star of a corny Sunday film” 
 
    Now I'm the one who gets up and shows his rage kicking the chair where I was sitting to the floor. 
 
    “Don't you call her a little whore. You know nothing about her.” 
 
    “And I don't need to, Adam, I know enough. She’s no one in our world. She could never become a Walter.” 
 
    I've always known that my father was a bit class-biased. All humanitarian projects and philanthropic projects that he has made have been only to sell himself as a good and generous man when in reality he did it to pay less taxes and have an unblemished reputation.  
 
    I may not be the best person in the world. I know that the list of reprehensible things I've done is very long and that I'm nobody to give altruism lessons. But I'm a better person than he is. Now I know. 
 
    “I don't care what you say, dad. You may order me around in many parts of my life, but not in this. You can't force me to leave her.” 
 
    Dad places his hands on his hips and tilts his face to look at me with intensity. His moustache trembles when he speaks. 
 
    “Adam, it would be better for you to accept as soon as possible that your future is already written. Within a few years you’ll manage this multinational and you will do with Phoebe's help. Both of you are destined to get married. The best thing for the business is to unite our families, don't you get it?” 
 
    His words are like a straight punch to my stomach. I go blank and right away I understand everything. The trap of the other day to eat with Jeremy and Phoebe, his insistence that we get to know each other… 
 
    “Since when do you have those plans for me?” I ask him, with my teeth chattering. 
 
    Dad passes a hand over his chin. 
 
    “Since Jeremy and I decided to become partners. It was always our intention that the day we retired, you would take our positions and the two of you becoming husband and wife. We even thought that it would happen naturally without us having to intervene. Both of you are young, attractive and you have many things in common: you’ve received a similar education, you go to the same places… Tell me, what do you have in common with that Lena?” 
 
    I can't believe that I bothered Evan for his relation with Olivia so many times, when it’s clear that my situation is much worse. My father has planned all my life without even taking me into account.  
 
    I want to run the business. It’s something that I have always wanted to do. When I was a child and I came to dad's office, I liked to sit on his chair and play that I was the boss. But one thing is that and the other is that they impose me a wife as if we were in the Middle Ages. 
 
    “Dad I'm not going to explain to you of why I go out with whom I go out. And I don’t care about your hopes about Phoebe and me, but it’s my life and I'm going to do with it what I please.” 
 
    He takes my words as an offense. I know by the way he throws his head back. Fondles his chin and his expression becomes severe, even violent.  
 
    “Maybe you can do with your life whatever you want, but I don't have to pay for it. So, if you decide to go on with that girl, forget about me paying all your expenses. And also forget to come to the company until you stop with this nonsense. “ 
 
    “Is that a threat?” 
 
    “Take it as you want, Adam. I know you're a stubborn person and that nothing that I could say now will make you change your mind. But I also know that you relation with that girl has an expiration date. Then, we’ll talk again.” 
 
    I hold my gaze on his, incredulous. I can't believe he just threatened to cut off my money. 
 
    “Anything else to tell me?” I ask with my hands turned into two clenched fists. 
 
    “Not on my part.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    Turning on my heels, I grab the doorknob and close the door with a loud bang. Dad's secretary is startled and looks at me scared, but I don't even say goodbye to her. I knew that my father had his things. I knew that sometimes he could be a little intransigent. But what I didn't know it was that he would be capable of asking me to break a relationship just because it doesn't suit him. 
 
    Officially, today has just become one of the worst days of my life. And I’ve had bad days. 
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    Two weeks have passed since the fake news turned my life upside down. And not only my life, also Adam’s. I don’t know very well what happened after he said goodbye to me at Dante's agency, but when we met a few hours later he said very serious that he just had ended the relationship with his father and that he didn't want to know anything about him ever again. 
 
    I know that they had a big argument and I'm convinced that it's my fault, although Adam has refused to talk about it. Whenever I ask him he says that he prefers to forget what happened and move on, but Adam is not well however much he tries to hide it. There is something that worries him, and the fact of not knowing what is it, makes me more nervous. 
 
    As for the false news of my supposedly thing with Evan, we were able to refute it. It was simple, especially because the Yellow Heart Magazine received a call from Evan himself telling them to withdraw the news and apologize, or that he would not rest until he destroyed the magazine, and to be told something like that by the son of the owner of one of the largest publishing houses of the United States should be a bit frightening. 
 
    My contract with Adam was also terminated. It was logical and the truth is that I’m thankful for this, because being paid to date your own boyfriend, it’s weird. A little like Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman (except for being a whore, of course).  
 
    On the other hand, I’ve decided to delay a few weeks working in the Chronicle to spend more time with Adam. He's crestfallen and I don't know very well how to cheer him up. At least when I go to his house he’s entertained, though he doesn't want to do anything, not even making love, and he’s surlier than usual. I would be lying if I said that this situation doesn't worry me.  I don't like to see a taciturn Adam.  
 
    I knock on the door of Adam's flat and it takes him ages to open. He does it in his pyjamas, even though its two in the afternoon.  
 
    “I brought Chinese food to eat,” I hum going on inside. I give him a kiss in the lips and he answers, although a little listless. 
 
    “I'm not hungry.” 
 
    “You have to eat something, Adam. You’re skin and bone.” And it’s not the typical worried mother comment. Adam has lost weight since this situation began. “Besides, I’ve gone to your favourite restaurant. I’ve got Chinese rolls for the entire week.” 
 
    He answers with a furious look. His blue eyes seem sad, devoid of life. 
 
    I put the different Chinese food containers on the table waiting for him to do the same. I get it after a pushy glance. I grab the chopsticks and devour a dish of veal with oyster sauce. Adam picks up a bowl with three delights noodles and just moves the noodles around, barely eating anything.  
 
    After we eat, we sit on the couch. I see that there are a lot of envelopes piled on his coffee table. I pick one at random. It’s the electricity bill envelope. Adam takes it away with a fast movement and rushes to hide the other envelopes inside a piece of furniture. 
 
    “Adam, is something wrong? You’re very strange,” I ask without understanding anything. 
 
    “It's… complicated.” 
 
    I can't help but wonder if he has a problem with me. Perhaps now that our relation is not subject to clauses and contracts is not as exciting to him. Perhaps now that it's real he has lost all interest. 
 
    “Adam, if there’s anything you want to tell me, go ahead and tell me. If you're not in love with me anymore, if you are tired of being with me… please tell me. But I can't stand this situation any more. I have a feeling that I’m on your way all the time, that you don't want to be with me.” 
 
    Adam looks at me with eyes full of panic and begins to shake his head: 
 
    “No, no, on the contrary.” He shakes his head again and takes my hands. “This has nothing to do with you, baby. I don't know what I would do without you. It's just that I'm in trouble and I don't know how to solve them.” 
 
    “If you tell me I may be able to give you a hand.” 
 
    “There's nothing you can do to help me, Lena. Thank you, but I have to fix it myself.” 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    Days and weeks go by and at the end I begin to work in the Chronicle. I can't keep waiting for Adam to get better, because this getting better doesn’t seem to arrive. Every day that goes by he’s worse than the previous one.  
 
    Adam spends all day cooped up at home, with a lost look and two huge dark circles under his eyes, showing that he can’t sleep. I even have talked with Evan and Jake to see if they know why he is like this, but they also don't know anything. They are just as concerned as me. He doesn't meet or even answer their calls, things are going from bad to worse. 
 
    On Friday I manage to take him out to dinner. I want us to celebrate together my first article published in The Chronicle, and although he's reluctant he finally cedes. We go to a restaurant to Adam insists on taking me, very romantic with candles and some exorbitant prices. 
 
    Classical music accompanies us during the evening, and during the hour and a half that the dinner lasts it seems that Adam becomes the same as before. He smiles and makes eloquent comments that remind me of the person he was. 
 
    But something happens at the end. Although I insist on paying, Adam takes the bill and when he gives his card, the waiter tells him that he doesn’t have funds. For a few moments everything becomes very confusing. Adam gives him another card and the same thing happens. Adam's face turns white and I tell the waiter that I’ll pay the bill. It isn’t that I’m rich or that I can afford to dine at places like this often, but I still have a lot of money saved from what they paid me to pretend to be Adam’s girlfriend. 
 
    When we leave the restaurant, I try to talk to him about what just happened, but he doesn't want to. He refuses. He hails a cab and we go to his flat. We do so in silence, with murder drawn on his face and I still don’t understand anything at all.  
 
    We arrive at his building and go directly to the entrance door. The doorman stops us before opening the door. 
 
    “Mr. Walter, I’m sorry to tell you that you will have to vacate the flat tomorrow morning. Your lease contract has been terminated this afternoon.” 
 
    Adam's face transforms. It mutates. Closes his eyes and without being able to do anything about it he begins to hit the entrance glass door before him. It’s armour glass, so he doesn’t make a scratch on it, but the blood begins to flow from his knuckles and stains all of it red. The doorman tries to stop Adam, but Adam faces him and I decide to intervene standing between them. 
 
    “Adam, stop, you have to stop!!” I scream. 
 
    It seems that my screams make him come around, because tension leaves his tight arms and his eyes are focused again. 
 
    I take his hand, getting blood on my fingers, and we enter the building, leaving behind a shocked doorman. 
 
    We walk into his apartment, I force him to sit on the couch and, after taking a gauze and disinfectant, I begin to heal the wounds. When I finish, I look at him very serious and say: 
 
    “Are you going to explain to me now what is happening?” 
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 Adam 
 
      
 
    Lena is looking at me very seriously and I can't take any more pressure. I've been trying to disguise for weeks the fact that this is beyond me, but I can't continue like this. Dad has fulfilled each one of his threats and has left me with nothing, because I don't have anything that it's mine, fuck! I had never been so aware of how terrible it is to depend on someone for everything. I don’t even have money to buy toilet paper.  
 
    So, I open myself to Lena, although, I know that my confession will hurt her. I tell her that dad blackmailed me to break up with her. He cancelled all my cards, paying for my bills and the flat. That in two weeks I won't have mobile because I can't afford it and that starting tomorrow, I won't have a place to stay. 
 
    She listens to me without saying anything. She lets me get everything out while caressing my smashed knuckles. When I finish, she leans down and kisses the wounds of my hands gently. 
 
    “I'm sorry,” she whispers. 
 
    “For what?” I ask her without understanding why she's apologising. 
 
    “I'm sorry you're in this mess because of me.” 
 
    I vigorously deny with my head. 
 
    “Nothing of this is your fault. This is something between my father and me. I know that he’s testing me. He believes that by acting in this way I’ll go back apologising with my tail between my legs. And I’m not going to do it, even if it means living under a bridge.” 
 
    “What does your mother say of all this?” 
 
    “She never says anything. Besides, she would never contradict my father.” 
 
    She bites her lip with concern and touches her hair, thoughtful. 
 
    “You could move in with Harper and me until things calm down.” 
 
    “And if they don't calm down?” I make a face. 
 
    “Nothing lasts forever.” 
 
    She's right in that, but I also know that my father will never budge. Because he’s like that: stubborn and proud. In that we’re both alike. And he’s capable to look for a new successor for the company before agreeing with me.  
 
    “I’ve been wanting to manage that multinational all my life, Lena. I took it for granted.  What if I need to give it up?” 
 
    “I'm not going to let you give up your dream for me” she says with glassy eyes.” 
 
    “Hey, babe…” I touch her cheek when a tear rolls down her face. “You are my dream. The rest is circumstantial. If you are not in the equation nothing is worthwhile.” 
 
    Lena smiles, but I know it's a sad smile. Her situation is not easy either, that's why I didn't want to tell her anything, because I knew she was going to feel guilty. And it's not fair, because she’s not to blame for anything. Well, yes, she’s to blame for being so wonderful and that I ended up being so fucking in love with her. 
 
    “At least agree to stay with me a few days until we see how everything goes.” 
 
    “Harper won’t mind?” 
 
    She shrugs. 
 
    “Don't worry about her, she’ll adapt fast.” 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    The next day I call Jake and Evan to help me get my things off the flat. After opening up with Lena, it's easy to be sincere with them also. Neither of the two can believe that I stood up to my father for Lena. Because, although a scoundrel I’ve always ended up obeying his orders. 
 
    Evan lets me keep my things in an empty room of his flat and Jake offers me to stay with him if at some point I can't stay at Lena's. I thank them and I suddenly feel relieved, even positive. And if at the end things just turn out better than expected? 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    Days go by and I've grown accustomed to the new routine that begins in the morning when Lena leaves to work. She gets up very early and arrives around seven or eight in the evening with a tired face and a lot of new things to tell me. During the day I look for job offers and send my CV. I need to work, to see that I can get my own money without the need to be supported by my father. I haven't received any answer from any company, and I wouldn't surprise if my father was behind this silence, so I'm considering to look for work in small family enterprises where Robert Walter tentacles can’t reach. 
 
     After three weeks of having moved to Lena's house I get my first job interview. It goes so well that on the second day I sign the contract and start working in a small artisan furniture factory to manage their accounting. 
 
    The days go by and with them the weeks and months.  
 
    It’s two months today that I started working at the artisan furniture factory and I must confess that I don't dislike the work at all. I have a humble salary and some office mates who don't know what it is to dress with style, but they are nice and they treat me well. 
 
    I arrive home and find Harper and Gabe watching TV. It seems that things between these two are better, or at least they pretend in our presence. I say hi to them and they return the greeting and I go up to Lena's room. She often arrives later than me so I take a shower, put on my pyjamas and decide to wait for her on the bed while I watch one of those series that Lena hooked me to. 
 
    I hear the doorbell. I imagine that Harper will open the door so I don't get up. I hear the sound of a familiar woman's voice. I pause the video player and try to hear, but I can’t hear very well the voice. Seconds after the bedroom door opens and Harper sticks her head in the door: 
 
    “You Have visit,” she says with a somewhat contrite face. 
 
    “Who is it?” 
 
    She opens the door all the way and I see her. My mother standing in the middle of the living room. From here I can see her red eyes as if she had been crying, her tousled blond hair and wrinkled dress, something very uncommon for someone who keeping up appearances is very important. 
 
    I get up and go to her. Gabe and Harper leave us alone to give us some privacy. 
 
    “Mom?” I say. 
 
    My voice brings her out of her thoughts and looks at me. Her eyes fill with tears when they meet mine. 
 
    “Sorry to come here in this way. I don't have your new phone number and Jake told me where I could find you.” 
 
    I had to change my mobile number when they cancelled my old line. I wanted to get it back, but it was impossible. 
 
    “What happened?” I ask with a bad feeling running inside me. 
 
    “It's your father...” Her voice breaks and can't finish the sentence. I don't want her to end it either, because I know what she's going to say and don't want to hear it. I'm not prepared to listen to it. 
 
    Even so, I'm obliged to ask: 
 
    “What happened to dad?” 
 
    “He had a heart attack at work. These last few months he has been under a lot of pressure, worked more hours than he physically should have, and his old heart couldn’t take it…” 
 
    “Tell me that he is well” I practically beg.” 
 
    “He died instantly, when the doctors arrived, they weren’t able to do anything to save his life…” Her voice breaks and starts to cry, but now she’s not crying alone, my tears accompany her.  
 
    I walk over to her and hug her. It’s true that dad seemed tired, he didn’t look good, but I never thought he could end this way. I can't believe that he’s no longer with us, that he is gone, and a strange unreality sense possesses me. It’s as if I was living all this from outside my body, at a distance. As if I was a simple spectator of what is happening.  
 
    While I let the tears run down my face, I can't stop thinking about the last words that dad and I had. In our argument. In the last memory I have of him and in the shit of not being able to change it, create another, to tell him that, despite all our differences, I love him. 
 
    The memories mix in my mind and everything becomes dark. I remember the getaways to the Hamptons during my childhood, the nights that he came home late and came to my room to give me a kiss, even if I was asleep, the smell of his aftershave after every shave and his face of pride when I got the best grades at my university graduation. 
 
    Not all of the memories that I have of him are good, but I do have many that make me wish to step back in time to change everything that happened between us. 
 
    I hope that, all this is a nightmare and when I open my eyes none of this ever happened… 
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    There's a blazing sun. I’ve always thought that funerals should be held on rainy days, with an overcast and grey sky. But no, today it's not raining, and the funeral was held with the rays of the sun caressing our faces. It’s a happy day, ideal for a picnic in Central Park, but instead we are in front of an open grave seeing how they bury Adam's father.  
 
    The mass was beautiful. Father Thomas words made me release some of the tears that I’ve been repressing since Adam gave me the news. Perhaps I did not know this man very well. Maybe he didn’t like me and he hated that I was with his son, but that doesn't make me feel less sorrow for his death. He was Adam's father, the man who saw him grow and helped him become the person who he is now. It doesn’t matter that they were going through a crisis or that I was responsible. Adam loved his father, admired him and the manner in which they ended up makes him feel guilty.  
 
    Adam is not at my side today. He is with mother, and I understand it, it is with her with whom he should be. But I hate to see him in the distance, with a sombre and sad face without me being able to do anything to cheer him up. Although I know that there’s nothing I can say or do to make him feel better. 
 
    Harper must feel my grief, because she takes my hand and caresses it with firmness. She insisted to accompany me, although, I know she really dislikes funerals.  
 
    When the mass ends and we have thrown handfuls of dirt one by one on the coffin that is already several meters under the ground, Harper and I decided to leave. I know that there’s going to be a small family gathering in Adam's house with food to talk about his father, but I also know that after everything that happened it’s not my place to be there.  
 
    During the funeral, I felt Adam's mother gaze on me, and I was able to feel her animosity. I suppose that's normal, for her I’m the girl that made her husband and son fight just before he died. So I'm the bad character of the film. 
 
    I walk over to Adam to say goodbye, but when I talk to him is just as if he didn't see me. He has a blank stare, and only whispers to me a see you later that leaves me rather worried. 
 
    I stay at home all day. I already told Mike that I wouldn’t go to work today, I want to be with Adam when he returns. But Adam doesn't return. It's eleven in the evening I haven't heard from him.  
 
    I call him and his mobile is off, and unease begins to tighten my throat and makes a knot in my stomach. I call Evan first and then Jake, but neither of them know where he is. They haven't seen him during the afternoon. He disappeared from the gathering at his house and they haven't heard from him. 
 
    I spend a sleepless night, worried. I don't know where he is or what he may be doing. It’s impossible not to fear that something bad has happened.  
 
    At four in the morning I receive a call from Jake: 
 
    “Lena, he’s here, in my house, he just arrived in a cab. Don't worry he is… well.” It’s hard for him to say the last word so I know that everything is not as it should be. 
 
    “Jake, where has he been?” 
 
    “Hey, that doesn’t matter. He’s here, safe and sound, that’s what really matters.” 
 
    I hear the sound of a voice dragging the words in the background and then an exclamation. 
 
    “Fuck, mate, you vomited my shoes!” That muffled voice is Evan's. 
 
    Is Adam drunk? My heart is beating hard against my chest. Adam has been rehabilitated for a long time and it was very hard for him to stop drinking and using drugs. The idea that he relapsed makes me nauseous and wanting to cry. 
 
    “Jake, give me your address. I'm going there.” 
 
    “No, Lena. Adam has specifically told us that he doesn't want you to come. He doesn't want you to see him like this.” 
 
    I can't deny that those words hurt me. Adam doesn't want to see me? Why is he pushing me away like this? Since he learned of his father's death, he's been avoiding me. Is he making me responsible for what happened? 
 
    “All right.” I hang up and I lay on the bed. 
 
    I start to cry, I can't help it. This situation is beyond me. Everything was going so well. We were doing so well. For the first time in a long time, with Adam and Harper in this house, I felt like I was having a family again.  
 
    Harper opens my bedroom door; she comes in and lies down beside me on the bed. She hugs me from behind and kisses my hair, comforting me. And lulled by her affection I fall asleep. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    Two weeks have passed since Adam's father burial and I haven't heard from him. Only one message: 
 
    Adam: I need to be alone.  
 
    I feel frustrated. I know there's a time for mourning. I know that he needs to recover from the pain caused by the death of one of the most important people in his life's. What I don't understand is why to do this it has to be away from me. 
 
    Today we are up to our necks with work in the editorial room. I'm taking care of a piece of local politics and all I do is consult sources and answer calls. That’s why I don't read the message Harper sent me until I go to the break room to get a sandwich from the vending machine. I get a corner of the sandwich in my mouth and open the app. Harper’s message is not very clear: 
 
    Harper: I believe that Adam needs help. 
 
    Accompanies the message with a link to a news story of a gossip magazine. I open the link and as soon as the website opens, I read the headline: “Adam Walter returns to his old ways". And the subtitle: “The Heir to the Walter fortune hits a waiter of a Manhattan establishment when he refuses to serve him another drink." The news is accompanied with a picture of Adam completely drunk that looks that he can barely stand. 
 
    My throat closes up and I have to run to the trash can to throw up what little I ate.  
 
    Ten minutes later, Mike finds me bathed in sweat, hugging the trash can full of vomit and makes me go home. He thinks that I'm like this for some kind of intestinal virus and I don't dare to contradict him.  
 
    I walk out of the editorial room, look at Google Maps in the mobile and search for the Lawler hotel address. I know that Jake lives there, I know because Adam told me once, so I decide to hail a cab and give him the address so he can take me to Adam. I know he has been staying with Jake, and as much as he has asked me to be alone, I can't keep watching as he sinks into a spiral of self-destruction like this. 
 
    Once at the building, I get out of the cab and go in. The Lawler Hotel is one of the most luxurious in New York. Everything is tastefully decorated, with gold accents, hand crafted furniture and fine fabrics. 
 
    I go up to the front desk and ask the receptionist for Jake's room.  
 
    “I'm sorry, Miss, I'm not allowed to give that information,” she says very serious. 
 
    It’s a very pretty girl, she looks like a model, and looks at me defiantly, as if she believed that I'm some kind of Jake’s fan who has come to harass him. 
 
    “I don't care what you’re allowed to do, I need to see Jake right now.” 
 
    “As I said before, I can't tell you his room number, so I’m going to ask you to leave.” 
 
    “And I’m going to ask you to go to hell, so this is a tie. Can you tell me once for all where I can find Jake Lawler?” 
 
    She opens her eyes wide. I don't suppose she’s used to deal with a foul-mouthed girl like me. And behold, I don't say many swear words, but my anger level is on the rise. 
 
    “Miss, if you don’t leave, I’ll be obliged to call security.” 
 
    “That's not going to be necessary, Lauren.” Evan's voice is projected from behind me and saves me from a situation which was expected to be humiliating. I turn around and when I see him a couple of tears roll down my cheeks. 
 
    “But Mr. Dankworth…” 
 
    “I'll take care of everything.” 
 
    He gives her a dazzling smile that could be used to disarm the enemy in the middle of a battle, he takes me by the elbow and takes me away from the reception desk to a far corner. 
 
    “But, are you crazy? You could have gotten into a mess.” 
 
    “I want to see Adam.” 
 
    “I don't think that's a good idea, Lena. He’s not going through a good moment.” 
 
    “I know that.” Unlocking the mobile, I lift my arm and show him what appears on the screen: the news that Harper sent me. 
 
    Evan snorts. 
 
    “His father's death has affected him very much, Lena. You have to understand it. Right now what he needs is to sink to the bottom to want to get out of the well.” 
 
    “I can't stand around with my arms crossed while he wastes his life,” I moan with tears running down my cheeks. Because yes, I'm crying in desperation. 
 
    “He’s going to hurt you, Lena. Right now Adam is the worst version of himself.” 
 
    “I don't care about that. I want to see him, let me talk to him.” 
 
    Evan passes a hand through his hair and looks at me. I know that you are wondering what to do, and I suppose that the answer is not easy.  
 
    At the end he snaps his tongue and says: 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    He makes me follow him and we go up in one of the lifts up to the top floor that has restricted access. For this, he must insert a key in the buttons panel. When we arrive, the door opens and we are in a long lobby with three doors.  
 
    “In this floor live Jake's parents, his sister Sarah and him” he tells me inserting the key into the lock of one of the doors. 
 
    We enter directly into a living room of disproportionate dimensions. This apartment must be almost as big as a shopping centre. It has several sofas around the living room, a bar, a football table and a giant TV as a cinema. It’s quite dark and smells of sweat. Evan turns on the light and we find Adam lying on one of the sofas, sleeping it off. He's snoring with a trail of drool falling out of the corner of his mouth. 
 
    Dry vomit stuck in his face and shirt and I see the remains of some white powder on the coffee table, next to a card. There is also an empty whisky bottle on the floor. All of this is beyond me, and Evan realises this when a I get slightly dizzy and he grabs me by the shoulders to support me. 
 
    “I told you that this would hurt you” Evan reminds me. 
 
    I recompose myself. I breath deep, let it out slowly and decide to get in motion. I open the curtains to let natural light in the living room and also open the window to ventilate the place. After that, I go to the kitchen, fill a bowl of water, grab a cloth and come back to him in the living room.  
 
    I kneel in front of Adam's body and wipe his stained face with the moistened cloth. 
 
    “Adam, wake up,” I keep saying over and over while I clean the remains of the disaster. 
 
    He moves, but there is no way to wake him up.  
 
    “When he's like this is like trying to wake up the dead,” Evan says behind me. 
 
    “And Jake?” I ask without turning around, concentrated in what I'm doing. 
 
    “He had to go to a meeting. He called me to take over.” 
 
    I nod and keep wetting Adam’s face with the cloth while I invite him to wake up whispering. He doesn't move a finger. In the end, after several minutes trying, I lose my patience. With a quick motion, I throw the contents of the container in his face and his eyes open suddenly. 
 
    “Damn it whore!” Exclaims Adam sitting on the couch. 
 
    “Welcome to the world,” says Evan behind me letting out a giggle. 
 
    “But, why in the hell did you do that for?” Adam asks with a very dry mouth.  
 
    He's no longer drunk, not dragging his words, but it is clear that he has a championship hangover. 
 
    “Because it’s time for us to talk.” 
 
    “I don't want to talk, I need to sleep,” he says squeezing his head with his hands, looking for relief from the pain he feels.  
 
    “What you need is for someone to tell you once for all a few truths.” Until now I was kneeling on the floor and I stand up.  
 
    Before talking again, I look at Evan and I ask him to leave us alone. He agrees saying that he’ll go prepare one of those anti-hangover concoctions that Adam prepared for me. 
 
    “I told you I wanted to be alone,” he growls. 
 
    “And what about what I want?” 
 
    “My father has died, MY father, do you understand? I think that what you want in this case is secondary.” His words hurt me, but I don't think I’m going to let them make me give up.  
 
    “My parents died when I was sixteen years old, so I know something about what it feels like when someone you love dies. I can help you.” 
 
    “You can't help me, Lena. Is it that you don’t already understand? I broke my relationship with my father for you and now he is dead.” 
 
    His comment makes me blinking in disbelief. 
 
    “Are you insinuating that your father died because of me?” 
 
    “He was stressed and to top it all I caused him more stress when I faced him because of you.” 
 
    It hurts. Evan had already warned me that Adam had become his worst version, but I don't like this cruel and mean Adam. It doesn’t seem like him. 
 
    “I didn't ask you anything,” I remind him. 
 
    “You're right, you didn't. It’s my fault by falling in love with you. “ 
 
    “You regret having fallen in love with me?” 
 
    I feel a pang in the heart, as if someone had nailed a poisoned dart. It hurts. It hurts a lot. It hurts more than I ever thought that Adam could hurt me. 
 
    Adam doesn't answer and his lack of response is an answer in itself. My eyes itch because of the tears, but I try to be strong and not cry in front of him. 
 
    Evan said before that Adam needed to fall all the way down to be able to get up. And perhaps he's right, but I can’t be next to him while I see how he destroys himself in this way. I can't.  
 
    “Adam, I love you and will probably love you my whole life. You're the first person who has tore down my walls, who has accomplished for me to overcome my fear to love if loving meant losing. And even though what I'm about to tell you hurts me as if I was burned alive at the stake, I need to do it. I can't go on like this, especially if you leave me out of your life and you regret our relation.” 
 
    “What the fuck does that mean?” 
 
    “That our relation has been nice, but it's over.” 
 
    “Are you leaving me?” He asks incredulously, as if he couldn't believe my words. 
 
    “No, it means that you have already decided to leave me a few days ago, but you're not brave enough to take the step. So, I’m doing it for you.” 
 
    I walk over to him who is still in a state of shock. I give him a kiss on the forehead and whisper in his ear that I love him. 
 
    He doesn't move, he doesn't do anything to stop me, he only looks at me as if I were a hologram, as if I wasn't real.  
 
    On the way to the door I meet Evan. I don’t have to tell him anything for him to understand what just happened. A few tears roll down my cheeks and Evan smiles sadly. 
 
    “It has been a pleasure to have known, Lena.” 
 
    I return the sad smile and I walk to the door knowing that I leave here part of my heart forever.  
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 Adam 
 
      
 
    Lena has left me. She has left me. I still can't believe that she did it. Although I deserve it, of course. I know that I'm not going through my best moment, that I have gone back to my addictions and that makes me be an arsehole without scruples. I also know that all these weeks I’ve dodging and blaming Lena and blaming myself for the death of my father. But the simple idea of losing her makes such a vacuum inside of me that even to breathe hurts. Is this what it feels like to love and be left? Is this what I've been avoiding all these years? 
 
    “Drink.” Evan leave s in front of me the famous anti hangover concoction. I need it, even though right now I would prefer a bit of cyanide, because my headache is not comparable to the pain I feel between the ribs, right in the heart. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    I have a drink of the liquid and I feel sick. I drink it with an urge to vomit, but knowing that in a few minutes I’ll start to feel better. When I finish it, I clean the remains of the smoothie from my mouth with my sleeve. 
 
    “You're a prick.” Evan's voice makes me turn my head toward him. 
 
    He’s sitting on the couch next to mine, legs spread and elbows resting on his knees. His gaze distils anger. 
 
    “You’re not my favourite person either, if it's any consolation.” 
 
    “Did you have to behave that way with Lena?” 
 
    “My father is dead, fuck. I have the right to feel bad.” 
 
    “Do you think that you are the only one who suffers in the world? Oh, poor lad who has lost his daddy and now we all have to stand his tantrums.” 
 
    His comment makes me mad. I feel heat going up my neck and get up raising a fist with the intention to hit him in the face. But before I do, he stops me with a simple judo hold. I end up tilted forward with the arm with which I was going to hit him behind my back. 
 
    “Let Me go!” I exclaim trying to get free. 
 
    “No, first you’ll listen to me,” Evan says applying pressure from behind to immobilise me. “I understand that you feel like shit, I even understand you going back to your addictions. What I don't understand is why vent your frustration out with Lena. She’s not to blame for anything. Your father had been overextending himself at work for months. Everyone knew this. He slept at the office and barely stopped to rest. That the fight with you was an aggravating circumstance to the pressure he felt? Possibly, but it was not the cause. So, stop feeling sorry for yourself and assume your responsibilities. In case you don't remember you have a company to manage and thousands of pending matters to attend to.” 
 
    His words are like a balm for me. It’s as if what he just said is what I needed to hear, because suddenly I feel relief. I stop trying to free myself and Evan reduces the pressure. Then, when he sees that my body is no longer tense, he lets me go. 
 
    I sit back on the sofa and he sits next to me. We stay in silence for a long time, saying nothing, letting the silence be the accomplice of the moment. 
 
    Then, I run a hand through my hair and look around me. I relive last night's disaster and let out a moan. 
 
    “I Think I screwed up.” 
 
    “All the way.” 
 
    “Now What?” 
 
    “Now get up and start again.” 
 
    And even though as he says it seems easy, I know that it’s not going to be easy to fix everything I've fucked up along the way.  
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    Three months have passed since Adam and I broke up. It has been three hard months, I'm not going to lie, I miss him very much, but I also know that leaving him was necessary so Adam could realise that he was wasting his life. 
 
    A few days after our break up, I got the news that Adam had decided to go to rehab by his own free will. According to the news that Harper gave me, Adam made the following statements: “I didn't know how to deal with my father's death and I sought comfort in the worst possible way, going back to my old errors of the past that I thought I had overcome. I apologise to all persons whom I harmed with my actions. I promise to amend what I’ve done and I will start by entering again in a rehab clinic to get rid of my addictions." 
 
    I was very happy that he took that decision. Perhaps we were no longer together, but my feelings toward him had not changed a bit. I still felt the same and I was glad that he was straightening up his life, even if he decided to do it without me. I suppose this is love, loving the other person to such an extent that it doesn't matter whether or not he's with you, what matters is that he's happy. 
 
    Adam was in rehab for a month. His return to the Upper East Side was a news story that even The Chronicle covered. A few days after leaving rehab he was at the front of the multinational company that his father inherited him. It's almost two months ago since that, and since then I haven't stop receiving good news on his progress. I still miss him a lot, so much that sometimes when I think of him my heart hurts and I can't breathe.  
 
    I know that it’s going to be very hard to forget him and find another person with whom I can connect in the way that I connected with him, because our relation was unique, special. But I also know that nothing lasts forever. To love someone means being open to the possibility that the relationship might end. It’s a little like living: one knows that to live we must accept that sooner or later we’ll die. 
 
    Harper said that this whole experience has made me cynical, I believe that I'm just realistic. Life is a constant coming and going of good and bad things. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    Today is Friday and I walk out of the editorial room almost at nine. Working more hours than what I have to, helps me to distract my mind. If I go home it’s because Mike has insisted that he didn’t want to see me again at the office until Monday. I think that he worries very much for me. He has a daughter of my age and he just keeps on telling me that I remind him of her. 
 
    I go back home in the underground and when I arrive, I find Harper dressed up and ready to go out. 
 
    “Are you going out?” 
 
    “Yes, I have a date with Gabe.” 
 
    “I pout, because that means I'm going to spend the whole night alone, and I hate the nights that she’s not here because I'm unable to control my thoughts.” 
 
    “Don't make that face, come on” she tells me, touching my cheek softly. “Something tells me that something good is going to happen today.” 
 
    I don't understand what she means by that, but I shrug and I go to my bedroom to change. I put on a Sponge Bob's pyjamas and make my hair in a high bun. When I go out to the living room again with the intention of preparing a huge popcorn bag, Harper gives me a kiss on the cheek and says goodbye to me. 
 
    “Well, babe, I'm leaving. See you tomorrow, okay?” 
 
    I nod and she walks to the door. At the last moment, she stops, turns around and looks at me.  
 
    “Can you do me a favour? This afternoon I went up to the roof to read a while and I think that I left the book I was reading up there. Can you go up to look for it?” 
 
    I raise an eyebrow, because the way she’s looking at me is weird. There’s an indecipherable shine in them. 
 
    “Can't it wait till tomorrow?” I ask her, because the truth is that I don't feel like climbing up to the roof at this time. 
 
    “It’s just that there's a rain forecast and I don't want it to be ruined. The last part was very interesting.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll fix my popcorn and then I’ll go.” 
 
    “No!” She exclaims as if that was the worst idea in the world. “It’s better if you go up now. I don't know when it's going to start raining and I would hate not being able to read the end.” 
 
    I roll my eyes. 
 
    “Okay, stubborn girl, I'll go up now.” 
 
    “Really?” She asks as if she didn't trust me. 
 
    “Yes,” I growl. “That book really has to be good after so much insistence.” 
 
    “Oh, you can’t imagine, when I finish reading it, I’ll give it to you.” 
 
    I look at her with raised eyebrows. She blows me a kiss from the door and leaves. Grumbling to myself, I grab the keys and go out to the stairs landing to climb the stairs to go up to the roof. The door is stuck, so I push firmly to open it and go out. 
 
    I freeze instantly when, instead of an empty roof, I find a completely different thing. From the clotheslines hang star shaped strings of lights, the floor is filled with hundreds of flickering candles that illuminate the rooftop in a magical way and in the centre of all the space there is a kind of chill-out area made with a mat covered with a duvet and lots of cushions.  
 
    Just the way you are by Bruno Mars starts playing and I hear steps behind me. I turn around totally hallucinated and see Adam, dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, with a smile on his lips and his eyes fixed on me.  
 
    I swallow without understanding the situation and he walks over to me, little by little. My pulse accelerates when he extends his hand and says: 
 
    “Dance with me?” 
 
    A silly and nervous laugh leaves my lips and I nod. The first thing that I think is that I’ll kill Harper for not giving a clue about this, because the bitch knew of this. I could have dressed in something better than Sponge Bob pyjamas. 
 
    Adam takes my hand, approaches me and puts his arm around my waist. I put my head on his shoulder and, after many months, I breath relieved, because I feel that I’m home again. 
 
    “Bruno Mars?” I ask him looking at his eyes. 
 
    “Harper told me you like it.” 
 
    “And I like it, but it’s not your style.” 
 
    He chuckles and I put my chin on his shoulder and my arms around his neck. Adam whispers parts of the song in my ear causing my heart to inflate like a balloon: 
 
    “And when you smile / The whole world stops and stares for a while / Because girl you're amazing / Just the way you are. 
 
    I close my eyes and enjoy the moment without understanding very well what all this means. I only know that I haven't felt so good for weeks. The relief that I feel between his arms is similar to how it feels when you hold your breath for a long time and you suddenly breath. 
 
    “I'm sorry,” Adam whispers, taking advantage of the end of the song and another starts.  
 
    I separate a bit to look him in the eyes while we continue moving to the rhythm of the new song. 
 
    “I'm sorry too.” 
 
    “You don't have to be sorry for anything, baby. I behaved like a shit and you didn't deserve anything of what I did or said. I just hope you find a way to forgive me.” 
 
    “How did you convince Harper to collaborate with you in this?” I ask again looking at how nice he fixed this place. 
 
    “It wasn’t easy. In fact, the first time I called she hung up on me calling me a pencil dick shithead.” He rises an eyebrow looking at me with mischief. “She told me this by a complaint of yours about the size of my cock?” 
 
    A laugh escapes me, I can't help it. That’s how Harper is, she knows what to say to hurt. 
 
    “I think it has nothing to do with what I've told her about you.” 
 
    “I thought so…” 
 
    We smile and keep dancing softly, after a few minutes he asks me: 
 
    “So, do you forgive me?” 
 
    “Only if you promise not to regret having fallen in love with me,” I say, remembering the painful sentence of a few months ago. 
 
    “Regret it? Baby, ours is the most authentic thing that has happened in my life, and taking into account that it began as a lie, it’s a lot to say. What I regret is not having come to you before. I wanted to do it, believe me, but I had to take the helm of the company and return to normal before doing it. I needed to feel centred and whole, and now that I'm, I want to get you back.” 
 
    “Get me back? but you never lost me…” 
 
    For a few moments only our glances exist. We stay tangled up without saying anything for what seems like an eternity. And I need more time. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to kiss me?” With my eyes now fixed on his lips that curve in a delicate smile. 
 
    “Kiss You? No, babe. I'm going to do much more than that.” 
 
    He gets close to me, lifts my chin with his index finger and kisses me. I feel his smooth and soft lips against mine. I melt when his tongue gets in my mouth and finds mine. The kiss begins soft, but rises in intensity in a matter of seconds, until we’re gasping for breath, and our bodies rub searching for more. 
 
    Adam puts a hand under my shirt and squeezes my breast. I moan against his mouth and rub against his erection wanting the clothes to vaporise. 
 
    We stumble being careful not to drop any candles. The only fire that we want to see is the one arising from uniting our bodies. We let ourselves fall on the mat. Him on top of me. I need to feel his body with fullness, and he must think the same thing, because we just rip our clothes off. 
 
    We are naked and Adam decides to explore every inch of my body with his tongue. First my breasts, first one and then the other, he begins to bite and suck, as a perfect prologue of what is about to happen between my legs. 
 
    And it doesn't take long, because soon his mouth moves down leaving a trail of saliva and his tongue begins to do wonders in my sex. He knows it to perfection and that is something I can tell by each of the movements he makes with his tongue. Licks, sucks, kisses, making me crazy, and when I'm about to come I say: 
 
    “Fuck me, please. I want to feel you.” 
 
    He separates his mouth from my crotch and looks at me with a rogue smile on his lips. He goes up again on my body, he kisses me hungry and, after putting on a condom, penetrates me.  
 
    His member fills me completely in a single thrust. I let out a sigh as if feeling him again inside of me quenched my thirst after months of drought.  
 
    He begins to move, with his fingers tight on my hips and his mouth glued to mine. When he’s about to come, he stops kissing me to look me in the eyes. 
 
    “Look at me, please,” he says.   
 
    I open my eyes that were closed by pleasure and look at his eyes. They are darkened, but shine in a special way. I feel on the limit, and seconds later, let go and come. In two more thrusts, Adam comes also. 
 
    We’re lying in the darkness of the roof, without saying anything, eyes fixed on the stars that shine with intensity. 
 
    “Now What?” I ask him, tilting my head so that our eyes meet again. 
 
    “Now? Just to live life together.” 
 
    And with that answer that couldn't be more perfect, we kiss again before melting our bodies together once more.  
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 Lena 
 
      
 
    A year later… 
 
      
 
    The snow has come to New York and covers everything in white.  
 
    It’s cold and each time I open my mouth vapour escapes from between my lips. My nose is frozen. I’m sure it’s red as a pepper. And I've come out to the street well clothed: I’m wearing a thick coat, a scarf that wraps around my neck four times, with fleece lined boots up to my knees and a winter hat with earmuffs and tassels.   
 
    I look at my watch and I wonder how long it's going take Adam to arrive. He sent me a message a while ago with the address of a block of flats on Fifth Avenue and asked me to wait for him here. But if I have to wait much longer even my ideas are going to freeze up. 
 
    When I'm about to call him to ask him where is he, a car pulls up in front of me and Adam gets of the car. he's wearing a navy-blue suit that match his eyes and a three-quarter length maroon glaze coat.  
 
    Since he’s the director general of the multinational that he inherited from his father he has worked hard to ensure that everything will work to perfection. He has also been trying very hard to change the way the company is managed so that his future is not a copy his father's life. He has surrounded himself with a good team to help him manage the business and, in this way delegate everything that he needs to so he doesn’t have to give up his life for his work. 
 
    I'm delighted that this is so, because the idea of being with a person which only thinks about his job is not something that would make me very happy. Even though I also spend great part of the day outside covering news, but I always make time for the two of us. 
 
    “Have you been waiting for a long time?” 
 
    “I almost became an ice cube, but other than that…” 
 
    He leans down to give me a kiss on the nose and smiles. 
 
    “Shall we?” 
 
    I frown. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    He points behind me. I turn around and look at the entrance of the building. The door is big and made of wrought iron. 
 
    I give him an interrogative look and Adam chuckles. He takes my hand and walks to the door. He pulls out some keys of his coat pocket, inserts it in the lock and enters a lobby of large granite tiles, clear and bright. 
 
    “But…” he doesn't let me finish the phrase, pulls my hand and leads me to the elevator winking an eye. 
 
    He presses the third-floor button and when we arrive, he pulls me again through a long corridor until we’re in front of a solid wood door, where he inserts a new key in the lock. 
 
    We enter into a large and spacious floor of white walls and wooden floors. From the hall we go to a huge living room with a fireplace, mouldings and beautiful baseboards. 
 
    “It has five bedrooms, two bathrooms, a dressing room and a terrace from where you can see Central Park.” He points to the curtains with a finger and my eyes light up like when as a child I saw the gifts under the tree on Christmas day. 
 
    I open the curtains and there it is, the terrace overlooking one of my favourite places of New York. 
 
    “Adam, what are we doing here?” I say turning around to look at him. 
 
    “I thought that, if you want, this could be our home.” 
 
    “But we already have a home.” 
 
    After our reconciliation Adam, and I agreed to share a flat. He had been staying with Jake for a while, and we decided to rent a small loft on the Upper East Side. At some time, I told him that I've had always wanted to live in Manhattan near Central Park, but this… 
 
    “Isn't it too much? It's a huge flat!” I say opening my arms, as if I wanted to embrace all that immensity. 
 
    “It has to be if you want to have a large family as Ron's.” 
 
    I can't believe he remembers that. I made the comment while we were watching Harry Potter. 
 
    “You are crazy!” I say between laughs, embracing him. 
 
    “No, you make me crazy.” 
 
    I smile. 
 
    He smiles. 
 
    “Then, do you think it’s okay if we move here?” 
 
    I kiss him as an answer because I know what this means. It’s his way of telling me that he wants a future with me. That he believes in a forever together. 
 
    “You know what?” I ask him with my lips glued to his. 
 
    “Mm?” 
 
    “I was thinking that to have so many children first we have to rehearse a lot.” 
 
    “I think that's a great idea.” And laughing against my mouth, he carries my and we go to one of the rooms. 
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
oy
ELLA VALENAINE






