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Disclaimer


This is a work of fiction. Every novel character is fictitious. Unless otherwise indicated, all names, characters, business, product, titles, places, events, and incidents in this book are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner for storytelling and entertainment purposes only, nothing more. Any resemblance to actual persons, living, dead, undead, or actual events, names, titles, business, products, places, on this planet, galaxy, or any alternative in the multiverse, events, or incidents is purely coincidental. No joke. I’m serious.

Even though I studied the K-pop industry for several months, I’m no expert but try my best to resemble how the K-pop music industry works. I took some liberties with some themes, since this is a work of fiction. This book is meant to entertain. Read it with an open mind. I promise you’re in for an enjoyable ride that will entice your mind and senses. That’s all that I want. This is not your usual love story.

Fly away with us, baby…

[image: Trigger Warnings]



Acknowledgment


First, and most of all, GOD, without Him, nothing in my life could be possible.

Second, Aurea Esther and Nelson Samuel, you’re the wind beneath my wings. Mom loves you to eternity and back. Even though we’re miles apart, you’re always with me.

Third, my brothers Aurea Mercedes, Reinaldo, and Haydee for always being there for me. I couldn’t make it without you. Thanks for all the encouraging words and support when I was down. I love you all to eternity and back.

Fourth, Tania Gonzalez, thanks for being there when I needed you the most. You’re part of this process. You hold me up in my darkest moments, lifting me. I have a debt that I will never be able to repay you. Thank you.

Fifth, Esq. Maria Jose Matta, the word thank you doesn’t cover my feelings. The way you encourage me to pursue my dream and pump me up is above and beyond. I’m so proud of who you are, and the future looks so bright for you. Dare to dream big. Remember the universe is the limit. May the force be with you, always.

Sixth, Dr. Lauren Kim, more than a doctor, you’ve became a true friend for me. Thanks for your hugs, your words of encouragement, and your time to check my Korean references are respectful and on point. I have learned so much from you. I’m forever in your debt.

Seven, Earl Craig and Jessica Garcia, for your encouragement to continue when I was down and ready to give up. You’re my family, and I’m grateful to have you beside me through this journey, witnessing all the ups and downs this road has taken me. But the best is to see each other grow.

Eight, but not least, my “saviors”

I was going to name them but, at the last moment, decided not to. One night, they entered my life without having been invited and saved me. The details of that night are mine to keep. They’ll learn the details when ready. They teach me there’s always another opportunity in life while I’m still breathing.

The freedom these gentlemen gifted me is unparalleled. I’ll treasure their lesson until my last breath on this earth. Lessons sometimes come at unexpected times from the most unexpected persons.

I’m not afraid anymore of what the future holds for me.

There are a lot more people along the way who were key for this project to be born. Please forgive me for not mentioning you all; you know who you are. Thanks for holding me through this crazy, profound, painful learning experience.

To eternity, my heart will always belong to you all…

I honor you all with this book…


For Carlo Xavier


1992-2021

Nunca te olvidaré, hijo…


[image: Chapter One]


[image: GABRIELLA]

“Even before you touched me, I belonged to you; all you had to do was to look atme…”

Louise Glück.

I’m certain the eyes are the windows of the soul. You can know how a person is by just looking into their eyes. Eyes speak; they never lie. When a person is true, pure, and honest, you notice it instantly just observing them; you feel it. They’re clear and transparent. They show who they are inside without inconvenience. The eyes smile. On the contrary, if the person is untruthful, mean, or hiding something from you, they’re foggy and clouded. Usually they avoid the stare to hide their true self. Knowing this has served me well to identify who I’m dealing with. I’m good at this. It takes me time to trust someone. But I always stare to get the initial glimpse of who they are. Eyes tell the story.

Why I’m like this? I’ve been hurt so many times, in so many ways, for trusting the wrong people. I’ve become cautious. I don’t have many close friends. I know lots of people, but I only have a handful of friends.

I’m a loner and prefer to solve things myself rather than asking for help from anyone. This isn’t healthy, I know. We should be surrounded by people who can cover our backs in times of need, people we can trust. But life’s hardness has taught me to be this way, to survive on my own. I wish I could trust more easily, and also, maybe, love again.

Love… Another notion I’m positive I’ve never achieved in my life. Yeah, I thought I fell in love a couple of times in the past. Now I don’t see it as a possibility for me in the future. I think it’s too late and have accepted it’s never going to happen. Truth is, my past failed relationships and marriage made me believe I’m unworthy of being loved. Sure it would be nice to be loved again, but I don’t dare to hope, not anymore.

All these thoughts are rambling in my mind as I’m arriving at my apartment from a routine medical appointment. Dropping my purse on the bed, the doorbell rings. Ug, who could it be now?

“COMING.”

Looking through the peephole, I see Saba, my next door neighbor. Saba is a sweet, old, Ethiopian lady who checks on me, even though I’m a fifty-two-year-old woman who doesn’t need to be checked on. But I truly appreciate her kindness. We’d spoken last week about her moving to another state soon. I open the door to greet her.

“Saba, hi. How are you doing?”

“Hi, Gabriella. Just coming to say goodbye. We finished loading the last boxes in the truck, so we’re leaving now.”

“It’s today? It’s so soon. I haven’t had a chance to cook for you before you leave.” I see the mother’s tenderness in her eyes.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. Perhaps on another occasion. They’ve told me at the leasing office someone is moving in this Saturday. You won’t be alone for long.”

I don’t want another neighbor. I’ll miss Saba deeply. She’s been a great company since Xavier moved to Arizona. He left barely six months ago to pursue his career as a computer engineer. These past six months, I’ve been battling Empty Nest Syndrome.

“I brought you this, dear.”

She hands me a beautiful white and pink ceramic teapot I saw in her apartment one time.

“Why are you’re giving this to me? I know this is precious to you.”

“No, no. Take it.” She pushes the teapot into my hands. “It’s a farewell present so you remember me.” She watches me with teary eyes.

I’ve been so emotional lately. I’m trying to avoid prolonging the drama. I take the teapot and give her my heartfelt answer.

“Even if you hadn’t given me this, I’ll always remember you, Saba. Thank you.”

I kiss her cheek and put the teapot on the mud bench to hug her tightly. I’m kind of a hugger. It’s in my blood as a proud Puerto Rican.

Releasing her, I put my hands on her shoulders—she seems so tiny, right now—reassuring her.

“Please keep me updated. Let me know when you arrive, deal?” I’m going to miss her dearly. Tears starts to cloud my eyes. Shit.

“You let me know how you’re doing. You know, if there are any changes.” Saba watches me, seriously concerned. I have to call Xavier and finally tell him. I’ll deal with it later.

“Deal. Promise.”

After our final hug and kisses, I stand at my doorway, observing her fragile figure walking slowly down the hallway to the parking lot entrance. I see myself reflected in her, thinking about my life. Is it my destiny to walk alone for the rest of my days? I watch her until she disappears from my view. A heaviness sinks in my chest. I’m alone now. I don’t care who will move in next door. No one will replace Saba.

Closing the door again, I take the teapot, gazing closely at it. My mind is buzzing with thoughts on where my life is heading. No, I don’t want to think. There’s too much sorrow overflowing in my heart. I’m depressed. Involuntary tears stain my face, so I go to wash it. Splashing water, I look up, seeing my reflection in the mirror. I’ve never felt so old and alone as I do in this moment.

I observe myself closely. I’ve lost weight. As result of my meds, I eat less than I used to, almost recovering my younger body. I have received compliments that I look younger than my age, but I don’t feel younger, right now. I don’t feel pretty either.

Sad, broken-down, and lonely are the emotions swirling around in my brain, tormenting me. Dropping myself on my bed, I start crying. Ultimately I cry every night. Tonight I weep until I fall asleep. I’m definitely spiraling into my depression again. The sorrow overtakes me, and I can’t control it.

The next few days, the only thing I do to ignore this engulfing sadness is occupying my mind with whatever distracts me. My book editing, gym workouts, and even inviting Lola to have lunch at my apartment this Sunday is part of it. Saturday morning arrives. I’m walking with my headphones on from my daily workout, seeing lots of moving trucks at the leasing office parking. I recall the new neighbor should arrive today.

I always take the freight elevator near the leasing parking lot because is the nearest to my apartment. I encounter the elevator is crowded as men in uniforms bring furniture up to our floor. Even being spacious, I don’t want to be crammed in front with all those men. Pushing myself between them, receiving their uncomfortable stares, I stand at the back to avoid their comments. I’m humming Ednita Nazario’s song Metamorfosis playing from my playlist. There isn’t a Puerto Rican woman who doesn’t embrace this anthem of empowerment every time is heard.

I get out at my floor’s small lobby, to walk across to the entrance of the hallway. Several boxes are aligned on the floor. I’m stepping carefully to avoid tripping over one.

Glancing sideways, I see the moving guys carrying a big mattress, struggling to pass by me. I move to the right to give them space, colliding with someone I hadn’t seen. Tripping on my feet, I almost fall on my face, but big, strong hands grab my arms, steadying me. Embarrassed and shaken for avoiding a major concussion, I stand up straight and turn to face my savior.

I’m dazzled by this young Asian man, over six feet tall—I’m 5’9” and have to look up—with assessing caramel eyes and dark brown, soft undercut hair, standing before me. He seems a couple of years older than Xavier. He’s hot as hell; it’s undeniable.

His skin is flawless. It’s obvious he takes good care of himself. My eyes roam down to his soft, full, rosy peach lips and bright smile. Neatly dressed in dark blue jeans, his gray shirt, with sleeves rolled up to his elbows, hugs his muscles nicely.

For an instant, I’m spellbound. Could pass by one of those Asian fashion magazine models. Shaking myself from my trance, full of shame, I apologize.

“I’m so sorry; it’s my fault. I didn’t realize someone was walking behind me. I only saw the movers. That’s why I’d moved over, to give them space to pass.” Blabbing quickly, I’m unable to unlock my eyes from him. He did something with the tip of his tongue, pressing it between his lips. Kind of like an involuntary tick, but flirty. The brightest smile welcomes me with an answer.

“No need to apologize.” His voice is raspy, deep. “I’m glad I was able to catch you. Let’s do this the right way. I’m Lukas, moving into 378. And you are?” He extends his hand to shake mine. Lord, this kid looks so good it’s disturbing.

I shake my head before answering.

“Sorry. Gabriella, your next-door neighbor.” I point to my door and shake his hand. Big hands, long sleek fingers, and several rings, none indicating he’s married, just showing his taste for current fashion, nice. God, Gabriella. You have to overanalyze everyone.

“Nice to meet you, Gabriella.” He squeezes my hand gently. A gentleman, double plus.

Another handsome young man approaches us, stopping where we are. He has black, short hair, but it’s a little more rogue looking than Lukas’s. Sharp cheekbones frame the newcomer’s face with sunglasses resting on his nose, and he has the most adorable dimples, enhancing his already good looks. He’s wearing ripped jeans, white sneakers, and a white t-shirt with a jacket. They must be college students from the Chapman University nearby, staying here for the upcoming semester, I assume. He turns to Lukas, smirking.

“Did you already begin flirting with the beautiful ones in the building?”

Turning to face me, he speaks, “Don’t believe anything he’s said. By the way, my name is Marc, nice to make your acquaintance.” He smiles with another devastating smile, more wolf-like. Chuckling, I shake his hand. They both seem nice and are handsome as hell.

“Gabriella, your next-door neighbor.”

“I wish. No, sadly this loser is your new neighbor. I’m just a passing-by friend who envies him for being so damn lucky to live next to a gorgeous woman.” Punching playfully at Lukas’s shoulder, he raises an eyebrow.

I couldn’t avoid blushing at his remark. Lukas’s face, upset and gaping at his friend, is hilarious. My laughter explodes. I’m sure he wants to strangle him. Typical of younger men to be this playful and flirty. I give them my best smile.

“Well, nice to meet you both. I’ll leave you two to your moving in and get out of the way.”

Inserting the key, there’s this urge in my mind to turn back. Finding Lukas staring vehemently, I’m startled by the intensity of his gaze.

I nervously blurt, “I’ll be here if you guys need anything. So again, welcome to the neighborhood.”

“I apologize for Marc’s behavior.” Lukas gives him a deadly look. Marc lowers his face with a funny gesture, making me chuckle loud again. I already like him. He’s won me over.

“That’s my cue to leave. Nice meeting you, Gabriella. I look forward to seeing you again.”

Lowering his shades to wink at me, he smiles. Lukas’s infuriated face is comical.

“Again, please excuse my friend’s conduct. He shouldn’t be disrespectful to you. Sometimes he doesn’t know how to behave or control his mouth.”

“No need for apologies, no harm done. Besides he can pass as a Puerto Rican. Some Puerto Ricans behave the same way, so I’m used to it.”

I talk too much when I’m nervous.

“You’re from Puerto Rico?”

His eyes light up, and he sounds truly excited. I wasn’t expecting this reaction.

“Yep.”

“I would love to visit Puerto Rico. It’s on my bucket list to visit in the future.”

“Well, if you travel any day soon, I can give you some tips on good places to eat and visit.”

We stand there, in this uncomfortable silence, gazing at each other. He seems eager to continue talking, but I don’t know what to say. I break the silence.

“Well I’ll be out of the way and let you finish. We’ll see each other around. Bye, Lukas.”

Closing the door behind me, I recline against it, jittery. Glancing through the peephole, he’s still staring at my door. Nervously, I walk away to the bathroom.

Why am I suddenly so anxious? I’m behaving like a flustered high school girl. Internally it feels good, this tiny spark inside, but it’s just an instant. I reprimand myself.

“Oh, girl, you’re imagining things again. What the hell are you thinking? He’s being polite, that’s all. That kid could be your son. He should be around Xavier’s age, no doubt. Sure, he’s good looking…really good looking… Oh, stop it.”

Shaking my head, I discard those thoughts. Taking off my gym clothes, I enter the shower, realizing I need to cool my thoughts urgently.
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Entering my apartment, I carry one of the boxes stacked outside in the hall, going straight to where Marc is unpacking one.

“What the hell, Marc? You just can’t control yourself, huh? For you, it’s like an itch to be like this.”

“Chill, bro. She seems really cool and nice. I’m sure she didn’t mind. Besides you got some sexy ajumeoni nearby. Damn fine, that one.” He winks while grinning wickedly at me.

“Oh, my God. You’re the one who needs to chill out. You need help with the overflow of hormones you have.” I roll my eyes, snickering. We both laugh.

“Why didn’t you stay in the apartment the record company offered you at the complex in LA? They’re bigger, private, and the company will pay for it. You’d be near them.”

“No. I convinced them I prefer an unknown place so that my creativity can flow freely, to be alone outside the media frenzy going on there. Like a normal person, to work without interruptions. These two productions are important for Ty’s career and mine. Besides, I don’t like LA. It’s crowded and dirty. I need this time to decide what I’m doing next.”

“Are you planning to retire?”

“You know this is my passion. Just figuring out if I stay with the record company after the album and tour is finished, or move on by myself. Okay? Can you get some food for us?”

“I can order some.”

“Thanks. We still have a lot to do. My stomach is growling already.”

Walking to my bedroom, I address one of the movers.

“Once you finish assembling the bed, just bring the rest of the boxes inside. We will finish unpacking what’s left.”

“Right away, Sir.”

Overjoyed, I can hardly describe what my heart is experiencing right now. I finally negotiated a way to obtain my own space away from everyone. This time of solitude is so precious to me.

Time far from the madness back in Seoul with the music industry and fans. Away from the record company so I can breathe without the constant nagging or intrusion in my work.

I need this so badly to clear my mind and to decide the next step in my life and music career. I’m aware I’m more than lucky to obtain this. The record company and my manager, under normal circumstances, wouldn’t allow it.

My thoughts trail off to Gabriella, the neighbor I’d just met. Even though she’s an older woman, she’s exquisite and uniquely breathtaking. She’d seemed so nervous when we’d bumped into each other. And Puerto Rican. From the island of Ricky Martin, Bad Bunny, and other artists I admire. I’ve always had a thing for Latinas.

Gabriella. She’s pretty damn fine, like Marc said. Tan, golden skin, plump, rosy lips. Hypnotic dark eyes and a delightful smile showing a pair of dimples make her stunning and youthful. Almost my height, great body. Those hips and curves, Jesus. She takes good care of herself.

I’d watched her from inside the elevator. Her headphones had her murmuring some Spanish song, swaying her hips to the beat. She was clueless I was standing behind her, hidden by some furniture in the back. I followed her, walking closely behind. Her black gym clothes hugged her curves so deliciously.

That body is asking to be taken care of. The tightening in my groin tells me so. Her black pixie haircut frames her charming face perfectly. I hadn’t seen a ring on her finger, so maybe she’s not married. Come on, Lukas. Stop it. She could be your mom. The truth is, she isn’t. I chuckle wickedly. She could be an enticing adventure to add to my long list of conquests.

“Do you want me to order pizza or fried chicken?” Marc queried.

“You know I can always go for fried chicken,” I reply, smiling satisfied.

[image: GABRIELLA]

Well, I did it. The truth is, I was avoiding telling him, because I know he can get out of control. I can’t deal with drama right now.

Yep, I called Xavier on the phone. He’s doing great in Arizona, and business is blossoming there. I’m relieved I’m able to open up. He finally knows what’s going on with my health. He kind of freaked out at first, like I’d predicted, but calmed with the truth. I’m taking care of myself, and as of now, everything is under control, thank God. He babbles some nonsense about jumping on a plane to be with me, but I forbid it. I promised him if anything changes, he’ll be the first one to know.

I finish applying my facial creams. I plan to do some work on my laptop before going to sleep. Observing the clock on my bedside table, it is 12:30 am. Nope, no work at this hour.

Shit, it’s late, I’m not sleepy, and Lola is coming tomorrow. I put on my satin bathrobe and go to the kitchen to prepare some chamomile tea to help me sleep. With my hot mug, I head straight to my balcony to sit down and just sip it and relax.

My mind goes to my new neighbor, Lukas. There’s something about him I can’t put my finger on. He’s unusually handsome, truly a gentleman. Not common in young people these days. He seems so mature in the way he expresses himself. It makes me wonder what has happened in his life that’s made him have to mature so quickly. To be so formal.

Finishing my tea, I put the mug on the chair to stand at the rail, watching nature at night. An ambulance siren sounds in the distance, while I stand there enjoying the cold breeze blowing and the peaceful night silence in the building. I love the view of the gardens below from my balcony. They are breathtaking.

There are a lot of trees and flowers, and the sunsets here are picturesque. The sweet smell of jasmine bushes rising from the gardens is soothing. It’s a beautiful night with stars filling the sky. Usually I can’t see them, and tonight there’s a full moon that looks bewitching.

“You too, huh?” asks a deep, raspy voice, scaring the hell out of me.

Startled, I look around to see where it came from. Glancing to my left, I discover Lukas on his balcony, half naked, torso over the rail. It took me several seconds to realize it’s him. Wow, those muscles are impressive.

“Shit, Jesus Christ. You scared me. I wasn’t expecting anyone to be out here at this hour.” With my heart in my throat and my hand on my chest, I’m breathing heavily.

Letting out a soft laugh, observing my face, he shows his bright, gorgeous smile. Yep, he does that thing again, biting the tip of his tongue. I’m beginning to like it.

I notice he has a tattoo on the right side of his torso. The head of an African lion with blue eyes painted so lifelike it seems like the lion is watching you. It’s beautifully drawn.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you. I couldn’t sleep either. It’s my first night away from my family. It still feels weird. And Marc’s snoring doesn’t help.” He looks straight to the stars.

“I like Marc,” I confess, casually grinning, lowering my eyes.

“You like him?”

I hear a tone of disappointment. Immediately I clarify.

“Don’t misunderstand me. I like his personality; he seems funny. A free spirit, big heart, that’s it.”

“I see…”

“I like you too, Lukas.”

Raising his eyes to meet mine, the initial spark I saw earlier has returned to his eyes.

“I like you too, Gabriella.”

It surprises me until he adds, nervously, “I would like very much for us to be friends. If it’s okay with you, of course.” He lowers his eyes in a sign of embarrassment.

I giggle sympathetically. “Of course, I’d love to be friends with you guys. It’s hard to move alone to a place where no one knows who you are and with no friends or family nearby, I suppose.”

“My family is in Seoul. I came here for business purposes. I’ll be here for about a year.”

Business. I’m the one feeling disappointed somehow. Just a year until I’ll go through the process of losing another neighbor.

“Don’t get me wrong, I’m here to fulfill a contract but haven’t decided if I’ll return to Seoul or stay working here.” Did he read my mind or maybe my facial expression?

A cool breeze blows, disheveling his soft hair. The moonlight paints a perfect picture on him, his ripped muscles marked by the soft light. The veins in his arms making him seem much older and his fair skin glowing under the light.

He must exercise a lot to be this fit. Lord, some place, there are girls dreaming and drooling about this guy. The woman who wins his heart is going to be a lucky one.

He oozes a sensuality through his pores without even realizing how powerful it is. It gives him this air of maturity. He seems older, grown-up, even more than Xavier. He doesn’t just enter a room with his presence; he stands out in it. Shit. That tongue-biting he does makes me fluster.

“It’s ok. It’s your life, your choice. You have plenty of time to decide.”

“True.”

“My best advice is to always choose where your passion lies, what makes you feel accomplished. Do whatever makes you happy, Lukas. It’s what life is about, that simple. People usually complicate things with rules and other nonsense.”

I fix my gaze on him. Another awkward quietness fills the space between us as we stare at each other. His eyes darken dangerously. I’m somehow uncomfortable with the way he’s gazing at me. I break the silence.

“Well, I’ll retire now, need to sleep. You should get some rest too.”

“Sleep well, Gabriella.” Curious eyes observe me.

“You, too.” With one last stare over my shoulder, I go inside. Closing the sliding door, I put the mug in the sink before entering my room to take my satin robe off and slip under the covers.

Turning the lights off, I think of him. He seems to be a gentle soul on a soul searching journey. I’m positive he’s on the right track. Where he’s supposed to be.

Hello future…
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Still surveilling Gabriella’s balcony, she’s left me mesmerized. Damn, what a fascinating woman she is. Stunning, different, centered, sexy as hell, and aged to perfection.

She’d glowed under the moonlight, her skin, the contrast of her lavender satin nightgown she was wearing. So damn sexy. Her supple breasts had risen and fallen with each breath. The way she had watched me, I know I’ve affected her too. The breeze had blown her scent, and I inhaled it. Sweet gardenia, so sensuous. She has a certain calmness, security in who she is. The craving at the end of my fingertips prickles with curiosity to touch her. Feel the softness of her skin. Fuck. I’m struck by her. To tease my mind the way she does, that’s powerful in a woman.

Yep, I prefer older women. I’ve had my fair share of hormonal, dumb-witted girls and women around my age. I’m attracted to a woman who can give you a good, intelligent conversation, along with her good looks.

Obviously her experience is a plus. She must know some impressive hip moves. I grin wickedly to myself. But I’ve never been with a woman this much older. I presume she should be pretty close to my mom’s age. An intriguing woman indeed. There’s something I can’t put my finger on. I see her as she is. She doesn’t seem to hide anything. Inside of me, a little obsession with her is starting.

Closing the sliding door, I glance where Marc is sleeping on the sofa bed, soundly and snoring funny. I couldn’t avoid chuckling.

I walk in to my room and slide under my covers, thinking of her. She sounds like a wise woman who could teach me, lead me. Who knows? With luck, she can make up for my flaws. Either way, I’m going to enjoy it.

You’re my missing puzzle piece… Finally it fits…
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The doorbell rings, and I hurry up to open it after closing the lid of my rice pot. There’s Lola, all smiles and cheering.

“Gabriella, Bonita you look amazing. How are you doing, girl?” she greets and hugs me.

I know she loves this sleeveless, yellow, cotton knee-length dress. She’s mentioned it before. It feels comfortable hugging my curves. The temperature is particularly warm today, so it’s perfect to wear.

“Lolita, so nice to see you. Thanks for the compliment. Lunch is almost ready, so make yourself at home.” I step aside to let her in.

At the office, Lola is the most cheerful of us all. She’s twenty-nine years old, almost my height, awesome body, beautiful face, and long, wavy, brunette hair. Her big, joyful, green eyes are stunning. She can give any man the look, and he’ll madly fall right at her feet. Born in Mexico, she’s lived all her life in the States. She’s my assistant at the publishing company where I work as the lead associated editor.

Being one of the top editors in California gains me respect among my peers. I will maintain my reputation among publishing companies in the state with a recent book I’d worked on. It is another sure hit on the shelves. My line of work and position allows me the advantage to work from home whenever I want to.

I’ve bonded with Lola because we both come from hard backgrounds. Life wasn’t easy for either of us, though it was harder for her. She came through with a noble, kind heart I adore and respect so much. Even though she’s young, she’s wise beyond her age. I adore her spontaneity, her joyful character. In simple words, we understand each other’s craziness.

“Smells so good.” Lola bends to stare inside the oven. “Is that roast pork?”

“Pernil, querida.” I reply with my Puerto Rican accent. We laugh.

“Do you want a michelada before eating?” I ask as I pull the glasses from the cabinet.

“You know I do. With lots of tajin and lime, please.”

I’m about to prepare the micheladas when the doorbell rings.

“You’re expecting someone else?” Lola asks puzzled.

“Nope.”

I look through the peephole, finding Lukas standing at my front door. He’s dressed in a Lakers’ T-shirt showing his well-built arm muscles, jeans, gold earrings, and a scared expression. I open the door immediately, and wide eyes stare at me from head to toes.

“Lukas, hi. Everything ok?”

“Eh… Sorry to bother you. I was hoping you may have a small flathead screwdriver I can use. We’re assembling a desk, and we don’t have one. Please, say you do.”

I giggle to his playful, pleading face.

“I have a toolbox with several screwdrivers, even an electrical one. Let me get them. Come on in while I fetch it.”

“Thanks. You’re a lifesaver. Saves me a trip to the store.”

Turning to Lola, I introduce Lukas.

“Lola, I’d like you to meet my new next-door neighbor, Lukas. Lukas, this is Lola, my assistant and friend.”

Walking to my coat closet to get the toolbox, I catch him staring around at my apartment, fixed on my movie poster wall.

Lola’s eyes widen seeing him. A big smile surfaces to greet him, extending her hand.

“The pleasure is all mine.”

I observe the eye trick she does when flirting. For the first time, I’m uneasy watching her flirt. He’s clueless, unaware of her tease.

“I apologize for the interruption. Lola, nice meeting you.”

“Do I know you from somewhere? Your face looks familiar to me.”

Grabbing his hand to shake it, Lola can’t hide her fascination with the handsome man Lukas is.

“No, don’t think so. I’m from South Korea. We arrived yesterday.”

Why am I uncomfortable seeing her flirt? I shouldn’t feel like this; it’s not ok. He’s perfect for Lola. I think they’re around the same age. Understanding this doesn’t help the way I feel.

“Here you go.” I hand my toolbox to him. Lukas takes it quickly.

Glancing directly at me, he blurts, “Nice dress.”

“Thanks.”

After a brief pause, I feel the impulse to invite him to eat with us.

“I just finished making lunch. There’s plenty of food. I usually cook enough for an army. Do you guys want to eat or have you eaten already?”

His expressive eyes brighten up, like he had been hoping to hear what I just said.

“Yes.” Lola jumps to answer.

I’m perplexed and surprised by her outburst.

“You should have lunch with us.”

I stand near Lukas, watching him intently. I hold my laugh at her reaction.

“No, we haven’t eaten yet. And it smells delicious in here.”

I’m aware he smiles with his eyes, making his face glow more.

“It sure does.” Lola blurts, still flirting.

His face turns serious, realizing she’s hitting on him. The situation becomes awkward. He starts to walk backward.

“I’ll go now. I’ll talk to Marc, and we’ll come back as soon we finish. Nice meeting you, Lola.” We exchange looks between us.

Both grabbing the doorknob at the same time, I accidentally caress his hand, pulling back quickly. I swear I feel some kind of electricity. Maybe it’s static.

“Sorry.” I apologize, flustered.

“Don’t be…”

Raising an eyebrow, he’s smirking at me. My cheeks heat to red. Grinning with a satisfied attitude, he walks out. Closing the door behind him, I’m flushed and disturbed.

I turn to find Lola watching me with an amused face, grinning wickedly.

“Nena, that Asian god is so hot. And you standing there next that hunk of a man, come on, Gaby. That piece of meat is Grade A choice. And to have a “plumbing service” this good next door is a major plus. Impressive body, tall, hotter than the sun… You can’t deny it.”

“Yeah, sure. For you,” I argue nervously. “He could be my son. That’s a big No for me.”

“But he’s not Xavier, sweetie.” She grins mischievously.

I raise my hand, signaling for her to stop it.

“No, no, no. Don’t you even think about it. I don’t want anyone calling me a cougar or some shit like that. No way in a million years.”

I’m pissed off. The truth is, I’m not only upset by Lola’s remark but by Lukas’s Don’t be… Sounded like he’s sure he can have his way with me. Who does he think I am? An easy target? The lonely, mature lady needs companionship; maybe she’s eager for some attention. Surely he’s accustomed to women falling for his looks, but he must know not everyone falls for it. I’m upset he thinks I am so easily obtained.

“Why? You’re still a beautiful woman. You’re single, without commitments. Sure, he’s young, but who cares? Don’t go all Handmaid’s Tale on me. I know you. Maybe happiness is just next door.” She’s winking at me.

I respect Lola’s wisdom immensely, which is always on point. Even being younger than me, she’s wise beyond her years. I understand it’s my Puerto Rican culture getting in my head and holding me back. In Puerto Rico, I’d be ostracized for dating a younger man. They’re so judgmental about these things. So my upbringing is a powerful mixture, preventing any possibility of anything happening between us.

“Let me serve those micheladas. Extra tajin and lime for both of us.”

“Now you’re talking. I’m thirsty after all that hotness around here,” Lola replies, slapping her hand on the kitchen countertop, laughing.
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Walking with the toolbox in hand, I’m grinning to myself. I really like this woman. She’s ravishing in that yellow dress. The contrast of her tan skin against the yellow fabric is simply exquisite. There are some sparks there. I sense it. The electricity was palpable when she touched my hand. She was on edge. So bewitching. She’s messing up my mind. It’s not her looks; it’s the confidence and sensuality she exudes. Her sultriness is stuck in my head. A woman who knows what she wants and is secure in herself. For me, that’s potent stuff. A dangerous and tempting mixture.

“Does Gabriella have any screwdrivers?” Marc asks the moment he sees me. I lift my hand to show him the toolbox I’m carrying.

“Sweet. A handywoman too. Man, you definitely hit the jackpot there.” He chuckles.

“I’m beginning to think you’re right. By the way, Gabriella has a guest and invited us to have lunch with them. Please, behave and don’t embarrass me again. Okay?”

“Homemade food? I’m in. Let’s finish this quickly. I’ll be polite; at least I’ll try.” Marc extends his hand to grab the toolbox.

My cellphone rings. Our manager, Baek Jong, is calling. I answer, speaking in Korean.

“Annyeong, Jong. I wasn’t expecting your call so soon.”

“Annyeong, Lukas. Relax, I’m just making sure you’re getting settled ok. Is everything as you expected?”

“Oh, it’s better than I could have imagined.” My answer is heartfelt, but I’m thinking of Gabriella.

“That’s good to know. Just to remind you, the presentation by Marc and Ty in LA is in three weeks. I need you to be present. If everything goes according to plan, we’ll be arriving next week. That way, we can coordinate a meeting in person before the presentation.”

“Sounds good. I already have the last four songs of Ty’s album, although they are missing some minor adjustments on the sheet music. I also have two more songs finished for mine.”

“That’s awesome, Lukas. You’re a talented, hard worker. That record is going to be a sure hit once the public hears it. See you around in one week. Sugo-hae. Hwaiting.”

“I’ll work hard. See you there, Jong.” He ends the call.

“Jong checking on you?”

“Obviously he’s gonna check on me. He’s the one who made this possible.” I point around the apartment.

“You’re so lucky they allowed you this. We all think so. The company doesn’t do things like this. Make us proud, man.”

I’m grateful Marc’s here to share this moment. He’s been by my side since the beginning of our journey in the music business as trainees, friends, and brothers.

We’re singers in a male group from South Korea called SMX18. Each of us are on a hiatus from the group activities while four of us developed our own solo careers. The other three are fulfilling their conscription military service. I had decided to do mine earlier to be done with it. I’ve been the front face of the group with Marc from the start.

Marc was the first to launch his solo career, turning out to be a complete success with his rap-urban style music back in Asia, which he’s now bringing to the States. One of our bandmates, Kim, had his own debut after Marc, featuring an upbeat, sultry style of music that fans back home love. It went number one on the charts in no time. Now it’s Ty’s turn. His music has a metal-vibe, which aligns more with the American taste. I don’t have any doubt it’s going to be another success. The first single and arrangement I made for him released in Seoul a couple of weeks ago. Fans love it, making it climbing to the top of the charts too. It’s time to make the American public fall in love with our music, to open doors for us.

Because of my involvement on those projects, executives have noticed my input benefits the company in many ways, including increasing profits. When my recommendations are taken into consideration, the singles turn into hits, which equals a higher income for them.

They’d once called me the Golden Child, a term used when a singer not only has a great voice but also can adjust to any type of music style, is a leader, a talented songwriter, plus a superb dancer. There’s a burden on my shoulders to be better because of this.

They’re conscious my contract ends soon, and I’m aware their agreeable behavior is to butter me up. Their constant praise shows they see a great future in the business for me. I’m smart enough to see their actions as exactly what they are. I’ll deal with things my way. That’s how I got to live a year alone in exchange for Ty’s record and mine with them. After this, I’ll be free to do as I please. I can sign with another company or create my own with the backup of investors on the projects I wish to develop. That’s why all the connections I’ve acquired during my time in LA will help me launch my career further.

“I will; you’ll see. Let’s finish this.”
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Lukas helps me collect the dishes and puts them in the sink after we finish our lunch. It’s been quite a while since I’ve had so much fun and laughed so often. These guys are hilarious, especially Marc. We had a fun conversation during lunch, getting to know a little bit more of each other. They both seems so amenable, sharing stories, knowing each other, giggling.

Marc stares at the ceiling, eyes half closed. “My God, Gabriella, that was so good. I’ve never tasted pork with these spices. That’s how you do it in PR?” He rubs his belly and lets out a chuckle.

“Yes. I can teach you how to cook it. It’s not difficult.”

“Don’t teach me. Teach Lukas. He’s a master chef himself.”

Glancing at him, he’s observing me, amused.

“You cook?”

“Yeah, but not as good as this.”

Laughing mischievously, Lola adds, “You should exchange recipes and cook for us. We’ll sacrifice to taste them. Even if we die of food poisoning.” She’s exchanging flirty looks with Marc, who’s chuckling.

Grinning suspiciously, I know what she’s trying to pull.

“It would be nice to exchange recipes.”

“Sure. Next time it’s my turn to cook for you.” God, he’s doing that thing with the tip of his tongue again that makes me a puddle.

Lola and Marc exchange looks, smirking. I’m watching Lola with wide eyes, trying to tell her to control herself.

Marc asks her, “Lola, what do you think about meeting up again? Maybe going out on Saturday night? We discovered this club in downtown LA that we want to try. People say it’s the place to go. Would you be interested?”

The chemistry between these two is fast tracked. Lola did the damage intended with her eyes. Lukas’s shocked stare speaks louder than words. I chuckle.

“Well…only if the four of us go together,” Lola responds, glancing at us.

My smile dies. She has my full attention. We’re both watching them in disbelief.

She’s still smirking. “What do you think, Gabriella?”

Her undertone of fake sweetness mocks me.

“Oh, no, no. Count me out. Dancing clubs are for you, young people. I’d be out of my league there.”

Lukas faces me, upset.

“You don’t like clubs? Clubs are for everyone who wants to enjoy dancing or have a good time. It has nothing to do with age.”

He seems offended. Why? I’m puzzled by this reaction, but it feels like it’s personal to him.

“I love to dance. When I was young, I frequented clubs, but now, most clubs are for young people, like yourself. I’m not that young anymore, and I’ll look like I’m chaperoning,” I explain.

“And who cares what others think, Gabriella? The idea is to have fun. You’re allowed to, you know, or don’t you want to go out with us?”

He perplexes me, and I don’t understand why he’s reacting like this. First, he’s upset by Marc’s suggestion, now with my response. I want to say something, but I don’t have a logical response, so I shut my mouth. Raising my hands in surrender, I concede.

“Okay. Okay. You three win. I’ll go. I don’t wanna hear any of you complain when you get bored of me, though.” I’m pointing my finger at all of them.

“I don’t think I’ll ever get bored with you, Gabriella,” is the sultry confession I get as dark caramel eyes scrutinize me.

Silence descends over the room.

The boldness of Lukas’s response astonishes me, my mouth falling open. Lola and Marc gaze in shock too. Glancing at Marc with the embarrassment I feel, I plead for help with my eyes. Marc, thankfully, understands and speaks up to save the situation.

“Well then, it’s settled. The four of us will go out Saturday night to have a good time. We’ll pick you girls up around nine.”

Turning to Lola, Marc takes her hand and kisses her knuckles.

“It was nice meeting you, gorgeous. Looking forward to seeing you again on Saturday.”

“Likewise,” Lola responds, all skittish.

Walking to Lukas, Marc touches his shoulder, speaking in a whisper, but I can hear them.

“Hey, man. We still have several pieces of furniture to assemble before nightfall.” Then, he winks at me.

“The lunch was superb, Gabriella. Thanks for inviting us.”

There’s some shame reflected in Lukas’s face.

“Thanks for the lunch, Gabriella. I’d love to cook dinner for you, as soon I buy groceries.”

He’s walking backward while Marc pulls him by the arm out my door.

“See you, Lola.”

Closing the door, I’m already expecting Lola’s outburst and jokes.

“Girl, what the hell was that all about? He definitely has the hots for you.”

She’s teasing me, shaking my arms. I don’t know why I’m ashamed of it.

“I can’t. I can’t encourage this, Lola. It’s not right. I’ll talk to him later and excuse myself from going on Saturday. Call one of your girlfriends to accompany you instead.”

“Oh, no, no. You’re not getting off that easy. Oh, come on, Gaby. Today was fun; don’t deny it. Those guys seem so nice, and both are damn hot. You complain all the time you’re locked up in here. Well, this is your chance to go out and to do something different. I really liked Marc, but I won’t go if you don’t go, period.”

I inhale sharply. She’s right. I’m trapped in this. I don’t see a way to escape, so I might as well embrace it.

Oh, tell me… Do you want to make that big mistake…

It’s late at night. Walking across my living room, I can’t turn the light on. It’s utterly dark. Maybe there’s a damaged fuse or something. Hearing a loud knock at the door, I open it without looking to see who it is. Lukas stands there, naked torso, wearing black, satin pajama pants over his hips. The eyes of his lion tattoo are glowing bright blue, like they’re alive. He looks like a Korean warrior god should look with his dark brown hair and impressive body.

“Lukas, are you okay? Why are you up so late?”

“I can’t hold it in anymore.”

Pouncing, he encloses me in his arms, crushing me against him while kissing me passionately. His lighting-fast motion takes me by surprise. The warm skin of his naked chest on my hands is real. He’s making me dizzy, breathless. His kiss speaks eloquently as to how turned on he is. I start to drown in him, beginning to feel faint. For a split second, I realize what’s going on.

I shout, “No.”

Jumping to sit up, sweating profusely, I pull myself from under the covers. A fucking dream. It had felt so real. Jesus Christ. Sitting on the edge of my bed, I cover my face with my hands, my heart thumping rapidly. Damn it, Gabriella. What the fuck is wrong with you? Are you mental? Now you’re going to have sexual fantasies about this boy? Control your mind and yourself.

I’m conflicted by this unending debate in my mind. He’s not a boy. He’s a grown man, a hot one indeed. But this is so fucking wrong on so many levels.

Getting out of bed, I head straight to my bathroom, needing to splash water on my face to cool off. I raise my eyes, watching myself in the mirror. I reprimand my reflection aloud, sounding like Boricuas do when they talk to each other. “Gabriella Morales, tu sabes. This cannot happen in any way possible, okay? You’re the mature adult here. You have to control yourself and be firm for both of you. You’re in charge of drawing the line and establishing limits. Do you hear me?”

Angrily, I pull the towel from the bar with such force I almost drop it to the floor. After drying my face and hands, I return to my bed, hoping to get some normal, PG rated, peaceful sleep.

I know you wanna ride with the kid… You wanna say hi with a kiss…
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My headache is getting worse. Maybe it’s because I haven’t slept well these past few nights. Or maybe it’s Harrison, my boss, pressuring me to quickly finish the final revision for the new author the company is so enamored with.

The day is a bit cold, so I meet Harrison at my apartment. Those chilly days sometimes amplify my headaches, so I prefer to stay home. Even indoors, I’m wearing my black jeans with knee-high, flat, black, leather boots, a white and black striped long-sleeve shirt with a black sweater on top of it.

Harrison acts like an old man, but he’s ten years younger than me. A brilliant editor in chief and a workaholic, he believes everyone should work as much as he does. Every conversation turns to work, no matter where you are. He’s good looking in an average way. He’s the same height as me with strawberry-blond undercut hair and honest blue eyes. He always dresses in pastel-colored jackets with jeans or white pants. Lola and I joke that he’s stuck in the Miami Vice era, all because someone told him he looked like Don Johnson once.

Harrison has been a good friend, allowing me to work from home as often as I want due to my health. He respects and endorses my opinions in terms of corrections, editing, and copywriting of the books the company acquires.

“Harrison, I told you I’m taking the necessary time for the book to be flawless. On Monday, I said approximately a week. Today is Wednesday, ok? It will be done on time. You know me. This is not the type of work I rush. It never ends well, and you know it. Or you’ve already forgotten the fiasco with the daughter of the owner? I will not jeopardize my reputation doing a sloppy job.” I’m standing in my living room, hands on my hips, watching him seriously.

“Okay, okay, I know.”

He stands from the sofa, waving his hand, while putting the invoices I approved in his briefcase.

“I’m only the messenger. I’m well aware you’re doing a marvelous job with this book. I’m not complaining. The guys upstairs are nagging about it, that’s all. As always, I’ll cover your back and take the heat for you.”

“I won’t fail you, I promise. Sure you don’t want some coffee or juice before going?”

“No, I just passed by to check on you and get these invoices signed. I have a lunch meeting with Mackenzie in”—he stops to look at his watch—“half an hour. I’m late.”

Heading to the door, I follow him.

“Keep me posted on everything, including your health, ok?”

Smiling tenderly, I assent. In the end, he’s only concerned about me. We hug each other, and he kisses my cheek, then walks away toward the garage entrance.

I’m about to go back into my apartment when suddenly the skin on my neck prickles with the sensation that someone’s watching me. Turning, I find Lukas standing in his doorway, observing me. With a raised brow, he seems uncomfortable and upset. He’s dressed in ripped black jeans, a black polo, loafers, a brown suede jacket, and gold earrings. My sight rests on the ripped part of the jeans showing his flesh. Fucking long legs. I’m hoping my eyes don’t betray my thoughts.

“How you’re doing, Lukas?”

“Is he your boyfriend?”

He’s assuming. He and his youthful impulsiveness. Somehow I’m exasperated to explain myself.

“No, Harrison is my boss and friend. Why? Is there a problem?”

I face him with my Puerto Rican attitude. It’s time to establish some boundaries, but I wasn’t prepared for his reaction.

Face turning pale, his annoyed expression changes to shame, his lips pressed tightly.

“No, it’s none of my business. I apologize for my inappropriate question.” Bowing before me, he starts to walk in direction of the parking garage.

Jesus. These Koreans guys are so damned formal. His reaction somehow hurts me as he strides by me without looking, clearly troubled. As an impulse, I grab his hand to stop him.

“Lukas, wait just a moment, please…” I plead, softening my voice.

He stops, looking hurt. I calm myself, conscious of my harsh reaction. I have to be the mature adult in all of this. Dios mio, que rico huele. He truly smells good. Control…

“I apologize for my response. It was rude, and you didn’t deserve it. Please, don’t be upset with me. I want us to be friends. I understand you like me. I like you too, but as a friend. You barely know me, Lukas. We just meet a couple of days ago. We should start getting to know each other first, don’t you think?” I suggest heartily.

I disarm him. He exhales sharply, complying.

“You’re right. Okay, deal.”

“Great.” I let go of his hand, delighted.

He steps forward to chatter quickly. “Would you like to have dinner with me this evening? I’ll cook and teach you one of my recipes, as you requested.”

And the thing with the tongue, fuck. Now he disarms me. “Okay, deal.” Chuckling at his enthusiasm. “I’ll be over around six pm. I still have some papers to send. See you then.”

His bright smile widens. He won this battle, but not the war. Waving goodbye, I turn to my apartment to continue working.

After sending the last corrections and revisions through email, I check my watch. It’s 6:15. Lukas’s invitation to dinner. Shit, I almost forgot with all the paperwork I’ve done. I wash my face and put on pressed powder and lip-gloss, nothing more. I spray my gardenia splash with one final look at myself in the mirror.

I notice how much weight I’ve lost over the past few months. With these black clothes, it’s even more obvious. Although it seems I look great, younger, I don’t feel like it. Too much insecurity still torments me, but these past couple of days, knowing a handsome, young man might be interested in me—I’ve felt kind of cheered up. It’s more like the reflection I see, and I can’t deny it.

Walking up to his door, I press the doorbell. In a couple of seconds, the door opens with Lukas greeting me. He’s taken off his jacket, wearing only his black jeans and a long sleeve black polo.

“Finally. I thought you forgot. Welcome.”

“I’m sorry for the delay. I lost track of time. Let’s see if what Marc says about you is true.” With a quick glance around the apartment, I don’t see Marc.

“Marc’s not here?”

“No, tonight he’s in LA, but I promise I’ll be on my best behavior. Please, come in.”

“Okay.”

Passing beside me, I follow him straight to the kitchen.

“Would you like a glass of white wine? I’ve got some cold Chardonnay.”

“Sure, of course.” I stand next to him in the kitchen, not knowing what to do.

While he pours the wine in crystal glasses, I inspect his apartment. Some soft jazz music sways in the air, setting the mood. How different it looks from how Saba had it. Now the decorations are kind of minimalist rather than the explosion of colors and ethnic tapestries on the walls she had. The predominant colors are now black, white, gray, and red. I see several paintings and movie posters, similar to my apartment. I’ve been a Star Wars fan all my life, so my apartment’s walls are covered with all the movie posters from the franchise.

“Here.” He hands me the wine glass, clicking it with his. “To a wonderful and long friendship.” I really like his confidence.

“Cheers to that.” I take a sip.

Browsing around, I’ve discover a keyboard in the corner of the living room and a guitar in a stand beside it.

“You play piano?”

“Yes, I work in the music industry, composing and producing music. That’s why I’m here.”

Puzzled eyes examine my face, like it should be obvious to me he’s a musician or composer.

“I didn’t know you worked on music.”

His eyes grow wide and a friendly smile replaces the puzzled look on his face. He’s relieved for some reason, although I can’t imagine why.

“Well, now you know.”

I’m shyly grinning, confused and curious about his reaction. Taking a big gulp of wine to ease my nerves, I change the subject.

“What are you teaching me to cook?” I observe the counter where the ingredients are displayed: noodles, chicken, a variety of vegetables, and Korean condiment flasks I don’t recognize.

“This is one of my favorite dishes I make at home called Dak Kalguksu. Is a hand-cut noodle soup with chicken. Today’s been chilly, and this soup is perfect for cold weather. I like mine extra spicy. So I bought spicy kimchi for you to try. I bought everything from a Korean grocery store nearby. The noodles are usually homemade, but it would take us around an hour to make them, so I bought them for today. Someday I’ll teach you how to make them from scratch.” His voice is cheerful.

“Well, tell me how I can help.” I put my wine glass on the counter and roll up my sleeves. He brings me a cutting board and a chef knife with a dish full of vegetables.

“You can start slicing these.”

I mince four garlic cloves and ginger. Glancing over my shoulder, I see him putting a pot of water on the stove, adding what looks like dried kelp.

“I’m making a kelp stock, the base of the soup.” Lukas informs me like he’s reading my mind.

I grin amused with myself. Peeling the carrots, I ask, with my back to him, “How do you want me to slice the carrots and zucchinis? Strips, or diced?”

Approaching to stand behind me, his body touches mine. He grabs the knife and carrot from my hands. I freeze. His body is flush to mine, disturbingly cozy. Staring at his arms touching mine, my skin is darker than his. He has strong, magnificent hands. He should be a great pianist. Or good at fondling things. His proximity is triggering every nerve in my body.

A husky tone blown in my ear wakes me up from my trance.

“Cut them julienne style, like this,” he says as he starts to cut, showing me how he wants them.

My heart pounds, adrenaline rushing through my veins. His hot breath in my ear is too much. I’m hit by a whiff of his cologne mixed with his manly scent. God, he smells so good. All of this is making me lightheaded. Closing my eyes, swallowing hard, I try to break his sorcery. Opening my eyes, I find he has stopped cutting the carrot.

Slowly I gaze at his perfect skin up close. Gawking down at me, his hungry eyes darken, making me tense. This closeness, this proximity is too intimate. My inner goddess stirs inside of me, aware of this. I must stop this, think straight.

Shaking my head, I peer down unlocking our eyes. I grab the knife back, nervously pushing him away with my elbows.

“Got it. I’ll continue slicing them while you continue to do your stock over there.” I point at the stove, trying not to sound nervous.

Snickering sensuously at my reaction, he backs up, hands raised in surrender.

“Okay. As you wish.”

He turns to the stove, putting on another pot with water to boil. Exhaling, relieved, I roll my eyes and continue my chore. God. This dinner is going to be difficult with him behaving like this.

We finish preparing our superb dinner. He’s outdone himself. He brings two steamy bowls of soup to the table, with other side dishes he places before us. There’s kimchi, fish cakes, slice cucumber salad, and some spices to sprinkle on the soup. We eat while we talk.

This is delicious. I must copy this recipe with the fish cakes and everything. I’ve also learned how Kimchi tastes. Lukas truly impresses me with his cooking knowledge in addition to being a gracious, sexy host. And I think I impressed him with my knowledge of using chopsticks to eat soup.

Our dinner is surprisingly entertaining and educational. Between slurps of hot broth we talk about family, and I touch lightly on my failed marriage. Our talk is mostly work related. He’s a music composer producing music, a record for some famous Korean singer I know nothing about. Right now, there’s an exchange contract between two record companies, one in Seoul and other here in LA. He belongs to the one in Seoul.

He gets up, taking our plates with him.

“Want more wine? I’ve saved the best for last.”

Putting the bowls in the sink, he takes a bakery box out of the fridge. Placing it on the small dining table, Lukas opens it.

“This is one of my favorite desserts. I’d like you to try it. Strawberry macarons, freshly baked.”

I beam at his efforts to impress me.

“I love macarons. It
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.
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EULA ( the End User License Agreement )

This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
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6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
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* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
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A_ Yes, You can!
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A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I donate $ to you?
A_ Yes, You can! ( Paypal: info@flat-it.com )
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