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	Dear reader, I want to show you a fresh, fun novel that will drift you away from the world around you, while you’re reading it. As you might already know, this is fiction, nothing is real (or so I hope). Enjoy of Lindsey’s life and smile until your jaw hurts.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	For you, because you deserve this story, a breath and time to drift away from the world around you.

	 


Prologue

	 

	«I don’t have attitude problems; I just have a personality no one can handle! » (Miss Borderlike)

	 

	Detroit, May 2016. E&L Supermarket Parking Lot.

	 

	The rain kept pouring not giving the city not even a letup. As newscasts had said, Detroit would be hit by a storm for some weeks. And this time they weren’t wrong. The asphalt didn’t absorb another water drop and the streets turned into small lakes that had to be crossed if she wanted to get to the other side of the sidewalk. Lindsey looked up to the sky and sighed. The only positive thing she could find in such a gloomy and humid weather was that she’ll be soon getting home, taking of her wet clothes, drinking a cup of hot chocolate and seating on her couch to read the last self-help book she had bought. She got the four brown paper bags closer to her body and, after accepting that the rain wouldn’t pause for her to reach her car without soaking more than she already was, she took some air in and ran as if tomorrow didn’t exist. 

	“Shit!” She exclaimed as she threw all the bags over her left arm as she remembered, just when she was in front of her car, that the car key was in the right pocket of her jacket. 

	As it was expected, trying to open the door, one of the bags ended on the ground. The apples, the butter and a bottle of blueberry jam rolled over the parking lot pavement until something stopped it. Without stopping to curse her bad luck, she threw the wet bag over to the back seat, slamming the door and, under the desperate rain, looked for what she had shopped, grabbing as if she was picking up vegetables from an orchard.

	She couldn’t believe how the bad luck hadn’t letup on her. She trusted that, at some point, it would decide to abandon her to let her live peacefully. But it wasn’t like that. Her misfortune lasted so long that she decided to call it Titanic. Of course, for her, life seemed to be like that boat that, even though it was indestructible, it was drowning in the ocean in front of the boat crew. Without counting that, like in the movie, the orchestra’s music sounded in her ears to offer its movie score of the endless mess. Maybe if she wasn’t the protagonist that saved her life because of her beloved. It was more like her ex kept her safe, frozen, crawling in the marine depths. 

	Could she had turned into a pessimist woman? Who wouldn’t when the only two people she thought were sincere and unique, she found them having sex in her bed? Indeed. Her dear Caden, the man with whom she had a relationship for more than a year, fell in love of the only woman Lindsey loved as a sister, her friend Melinda. 

	The last apple that had rolled through the ground was in one of her hands when her mind gave her their image in the bed: naked, sweaty for the effort of sex and screaming like wild beasts. 

	“Damn it!” She screamed throwing the fruit in front of her, as if it was a rugby ball that needs a ball to score the last goal and win the game.

	Hate. The only thing she felt for both people that she respected and loved was hate. If they hadn’t ran away like thieves that day, not without begging for forgiveness for finding them in the bed she had bought only some days before, she would’ve turned into the successor of Charles Manson, the most famous and dangerous assassin in the world. 

	Since that moment, that pessimist state got over her. She forgot to smile, enjoy life and more than once she prayed to find death. But God was too busy giving her a terrible existence as to raise the gray clouds that hovered over her and let her look at the sun. 

	Lindsey walked with everything she had picked up to her car. The rain had soaked her clothes, messing up her hair and the mascara roamed in her face to give her an even more terrifying look. Where was that Lindsey that enjoyed looking like a pin-up girl? Where were those red lips, blond hair fixed up with bandanas, her tight clothes, her high-heeled shoes and the nerve with which she walked each day that she left her home? Possibly in bed, where they fucked as barbarians. Now she didn’t even want to look in the mirror, what for? To see the shadow of the woman she used to be? It was better for her to move away from them like vampires did, that way there will be no more suffering. 

	“Ma’am?” A manly voice asked making her stop a few steps away from her car. “Have you the apple to my car?”

	The rain got even more intense. You could hear how the rain drops hitting hard against the car’s bodyworks around her and woman’s voice came out of the speakers, the supermarket had installed in the great facade, asking for Mr. Pratt to show the DIY section. 

	“What?” Lindsey asked, who couldn’t see the man’s face clearly. She blinked a few times, forcing herself to see the face of the person who had talked to her, but except for some coal black eyes and a thick beard, she couldn’t find anything else. 

	“The apple,” he repeated pointing at the pieces that she was holding in her hand. “I’m asking you if you were the one who threw that apple to my car’s window.”

	“No,” Lindsey answered quickly. The last thing she needed, for her disastrous existential Titanic, would be for that man to accused her for vandalism. Now she would be able to add this to the lost list of messes, throwing a dangerous apple. 

	“Are you sure?” He walked behind her. “Because there’s no one else here but us and, strangely,” he emphasized, “you’re holding in your hands several pieces of the fruit that has broken the front window of my car.”

	“I repeat,” she said in a calm voice, “that I haven’t thrown anything to your car. Now, if you don’t mind, let me get on with my things to do. As you may have noticed, the rain has soaked my clothes and if I keep speaking with you, I’ll end up sick.”

	“But I need you to accept the responsibility,” he insisted. 

	Lindsey opened the back door of her car, threw in the apples, the butter jar and the jam bottle over at the passenger’s seat, she closed angry and turned towards that desperate and big man. 

	“Are you a stalker? You’ve seen me alone in this parking lot and have chosen to assault me?” She attacked him. “Are you horny with small women with a wasted appearance?”

	“I would never attack a woman that way!” He exclaimed offended. He took some steps back and looked at her suspiciously. “How dare you accuse me of such thing?”

	“How dare you accuse me of throwing an apple bomb?” She said raising her chin. Yes, indeed. That man was the tallest she had seen ever and could crush her, if he wanted to, with the sole of his shoes. 

	“Because, after a quick inspection, you can’t argue that we’re alone in this parking lot and that, of the two of us, only you had apples in your hand,” the stranger said firmly. 

	“If I take on this ridiculous inspection, I must say that you’re the only man that’s near to the only woman in this parking lot and I’m feeling as if I’m being stalked. If you don’t want me to start screaming and have the police come here immediately, go away and leave me alone!” She declared before opening the driver’s door and getting inside. 

	Once she pressed the button that locked all of the car doors, Lindsey started the car and head to the exit. But before turning right, to take the direction to her home, she looked on the rearview mirror what she had suspected. That man in dark clothes and that seemed to be a messenger of Death, kept still under the rain. Lindsey got rid of some rain drops from her eyelashes and narrowed her eyes to look at him better. Indeed, he was brown and really tall and, as she had imagined, had his eyes staring at his license plate, memorizing in his mind each number. 

	“I hope that you never cross my path again,” Lindsey whispered as she was finally getting away. “Because if you dare, I’ll throw another apple to you, and time it won’t break your car’s window but your head, for calling me ma’am,” she condemned. 

	 


Chapter 1

	 

	«Dear life: When I say “Can today be any worse?” It’s a rhetorical question, not a challenge».  (Unknown author)

	 

	Detroit, December 2018

	 

	“Ms. Tucker, are you still there?” The woman answering the phone call asked. 

	“Yes, I’m here,” Lindsey answered as she watched how Rob, her cat, jumped back and forth as if he was possessed by Lucifer himself. 

	“I inform you that you have enough balance to pay for that receipt. You must go, as soon as possible, to the closest bank office and make the relevant deposit. If you don’t, the receipt will be sent back in forty-eight hours.

	“Just forty-eight hours? I won’t get paid until next week. Can you hold it until then? I assure you that I’ll have more than enough to pay the debt,” she begged barely breathing. 

	“I’m sorry, I can’t do anything. As this is the sixth receipt that you’ve postponed in the last four months, the bank won’t allow another stagnation.”

	“OK...” She said resigned. “I’ll do everything possible to pay that debt in two days.”

	“Thank you, Ms. Tucker. I hope I’ve helped you. Next, you’ll get a call regarding the satisfaction survey of this call. Have a nice day.”

	“Thanks, same to you,” she said before hanging up. 

	Lindsey placed her cellphone over the kitchen table, putting her elbows on it and stroked her hair in despair. Before thinking in how to save that mess, the phone started ringing. 

	“Thank you for your time. This is the satisfaction survey for the attention of one of our commercial agents. From zero to nine, press the button that fits more adequately your assessment.” Lindsey pressed nine. At least the young woman was respectful and, even though she couldn’t help her, it wasn’t fair that she was to pay for her bad mood with a poor intermediary. “Thank you for your assessment. I hope that the resolution of your problem has been reached. We’re available to help you out 24 hours...” The automatic monologue finished. 

	Nothing, there was nothing more than a miserable dollar in her bank account. Everything had disappeared after several months without finding a stable job. Since she left the job in the beauty salon of Melinda, the friend who had fucked her boyfriend, no one had hired her more than three consecutive weeks. Her last job was picking up shopping carts at City Market and after an argument with a customer, that was taking a cart because she was building a sled for her children, they kicked her out without listening to her version of the story. “The customer is always right,” the supervisor repeated over and over after asking her to take her belongings from the booth. Maybe that was the reason why she couldn’t last more than twenty-one days in any company. Her character, bitter as lemon, made her unable to bend over easily. 

	She wasn’t like that before…

	As Caden had told more than a thousand times, she was a tender flower in the middle of a forest scared by the wind that moved her petals. But after finding him with her best friend, that tender, weak flower had turned into America’s biggest cactus and threw more poisoned spines than the most poisonous snake. That's why she didn't make it in the last job interviews. Despite making a good girl face and answering all of the questions with education and subtlety, those who interviewed her quickly realized that her character was not sweet or tender, but rough like an aluminum scouring pad and that, sooner or later, it would cause problems in the company. 

	“We’ve got to change,” she said to the cat as she was getting away from the table. “And I know who might be able to help us make that change.”

	Confident of what she was to do, she took her bag, opening the door of her, as of now, apartment and got out to the street looking for the only person that could show her the road to take for that her entire world changed. 

	[image: Image]

	 

	 

	“This is really strange...” The fortune-teller whispered after throwing the cards over the rug.

	The amulets she sold and showed to the customers were over the table like really important decorative pieces. The candles, worn by the use, lighted the small room offering an enigmatic and cozy appearance. But Lindsey knew that Sabina used that decoration to spook her customers. Maybe she also used it as a way for the customers who demanded her services that they wouldn’t contradict her predictions. Who would deny to accept the blessedness of a woman who was surrounded by rabbit legs, crow feathers, eagle skulls and maybe one or two satanic figures?

	“What does that mean… this is really strange?” She asked raising her voice and opening her eyes as plates. 

	“Today the cards are altered and aren’t saying coherent things,” she declared stretching her hands over the stack as if she were protecting it from a possible breeze.”

	“But… What does this mean?” Lindsey pointed at the queen of hearts and looked at the medium. “It’s seems good, isn’t it?”

	“I can’t interpret the meaning of a single card, but what they say together,” she explained calmly. 

	“And?” Lindsey insisted.

	“And according to this, soon not only the job opportunity that you wish and it’s ideal for you will appear, but also the man who would make you happy,” she revealed after looking for the right words for her. 

	She was going to get angry and she knew it, but she couldn’t lie about what her cards predicted, even for a special friend like her. 

	“A man?” Lindsey exclaimed. “Now I understand why you were saying that they weren’t coherent! How dare they tell me that a man will appear in my life?” She mumbled. 

	“Let’s see… Calm down, please,” she asked her. “You can forget about the man for now and feel happy because, according to them, you’ll find the job that you’ve been looking for. A really good one even though it has to do with the dead.”

	“Well, things improve at times… Now I’m to become the leader of a gang that murders their opponents,” Lindsey said ironically, crossing her arms on her chest and leaning backwards on the chair in a really bad mood.

	“Can you please forget, for a moment, that infernal pessimism of yours? Aren’t you here for me to talk to you about your future? Don’t you have faith in what I’m telling you?” She said angrily. 

	“Only if what you’re telling me makes sense,” she muttered.

	“Well, then what makes sense if that the job opportunity you’ve been waiting for will appear, though it might not be here. You’ll have to travel to a far away place and that will make you, finally, break all of the negative ties that you have with this city.”

	“Go on...” She cheered her up without reducing her anger. 

	“They tell me that you’ll be happy there and that your heart will wake up from that darkness in which you’ve been drowning it. But only if he accepts what he feels for you, you’ll reach that...”

	“Are you serious? After I’ve been visiting you for months and telling you the story of my life, you insist that I’ll turn to be a stupid girl, once again?” She said getting up from her seat. “I rather turn into an assassin and kill, with my bare hands, Eros, to avoid that I fall in love with another man. 

	“I’m not making anything up, Lind,” she said with resignation. “I insist that I’m translating just what they’re telling me. But you know you can either accept or reject the prediction.”

	“I reject it. I reject anything that has to do with the damned males,” she grumbled grabbing her cowboy jacket. 

	“But you can’t live without love… Don’t you see what you’ve turned into since you reject any chance of finding someone to love?”

	“Since when are you Eros’s assistant, Sabina? I don’t need you to tell me what I should or shouldn’t do about this subject. And for your information, I’ve turned into a wiser woman, willing to fight for survival without a man by my side. None!” She screamed before walking out. 

	“Lindsey, don’t go! I still have to tell you that...”

	“I don’t want to know anything else. Today, as you’ve said before, the cards are expressing anything reasonable. Maybe I decide to come back some other day, one in which they’re not laughing at me.”

	“They aren’t laughing, they can’t do that!” She replied.”

	“That’s what you think because you live out of it, but I won’t change my mind. See you later, Sabina, and enjoy the rest of your day” Lindsey said before closing the door as she was exiting. 

	“There’s no see you later...” Sabina whispered sadly. 

	Once peace came back to the small room, the medium looked at the cards and read them again. What job would that be? Why would a man try to take her away from that job? And, why would she fell in love with a man that’s guarded by death? But what got her attention and she wasn’t able to tell Lindsey, was the meaning of two cards side by side. Sabina looked at them carefully, placing her hands over both and closing her eyes. 

	“Please don’t do this to her daughter. She has suffered enough...” She whispered.

	But before taking some air after her prayer, she heard a loud noise by her side. Thinking it was Lindsey, coming back to ask for forgiveness about her behavior, she opened her eyes and got up. Even though there was no one there. Thinking it was a product of her imagination, she started picking up the stack, but her hands started shaking and the cards that she had in them slipped until they fell back over the rug. 

	“Shit!” Sabina exclaimed discovering that the chair, where her friend had sat, was lying on the floor.

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	«Out of difficulties miracles grow». (Jean de la Bruyere)

	 

	The first thing she did, after getting out of Sabina’s establishment, was to go to her old job and beg the supervisor to pay her that same morning. At the beginning she denied to give it to her because, as she quoted, one of the roles of the company was to finalize the job of the former employees ten days after the contract was over. However, telling him that the bank had told her that they wouldn’t give her anymore time and that before the end of the week she wouldn’t have any light or water in her home, he had mercy of her and attended her plea. And as she had told that merciful manager, once she had the check in her hand, she walked to the bank to make it effective. 

	“With that amount, you’ve paid your debt and have fifty dollars in your favor”, the girl at the window informed her. 

	Lindsey smiled to the kind employee as she thought how her entire world reduced itself to that amount of money. She could withdraw the little fortune she had, get back to the supermarket and buy some food for Rob and for her, but she decided to keep it in her bank account as she remembered one of her mother’s phrases that her mother used to say, before her illness left her so paralyzed that it even erased her memories; “money calls money”. If that were true, maybe those fifty dollars would bring some other fifty and the future one-hundred would bring other new one-hundred. Without erasing the smile from her face, when thinking such foolishness, she signed the last document that the worker had given her, closed her purse and left thinking in how she would be able to survive with such a small amount of money. 

	Sabina was right. Since she found Melinda with Caden, her life gone from bad to worse. The fact that she hated the entire world caused a rage towards herself from which she couldn’t free herself. The only beings that still hadn’t walk away from her were the fortune-teller and her cat. Well, Rob couldn’t do it because he had a great debt after being picked up from the street when he still had the navel string on his belly. 

	And that was it: Sabina, Rob and her.

	As she was heading home, she thought about her behavior in the little jobs she had gotten. Elusive, disobedient, instigating, angry, all of that could describe her, besides having a bad character and being aloof. Maybe, as Sabina has said, it was time for a change, to forget the past and forgive herself. But it was something quite hard for her to do… Maybe, if she had noticed the relationship that Caden and Melinda kept a secret, she might just have ended it and would have avoided watching that terrible moment. She might have been down for a while, but she wouldn’t be feeling so destroyed and helpless. Who hadn’t suffered the pain of a heartbreak one doesn’t want? But after that period of sadness, she would have been born once again like the phoenix. However, watching them, finding them that way, the only thing she wanted to do was to turn a sick and toxic person. 

	Self-destruction. That was the psychiatric term that defined her. She knew she needed help to let go of that spiteful period, though the worst of all was that she didn’t let anyone help her or looked for anyone to bring her up from that endless hole. 

	As she was heating up one of the pizzas, that her former supervisor gifted her after talking to him of her pitiful economic status, she thought about the second part of Sabina’s prediction. A man… A man! How was she to fall once again? That was too senseless! She hated that everything came from the male sex. She had even deleted her favorite artists from her mp3 player for being that. In her playlist there only female voices that didn’t remind of the pain she had suffered, though most of them talked about the beauty and the need of love. 

	“I have to change,” she said to herself. “I must do it at once.”

	But she didn’t have the slightest idea how to find the exit she was hoping for. In her past life, before witnessing infidelity, her job was to put makeup on to women who wanted to look hot and attractive. She did it really well or that what her customers said. She started a small hair salon. She was happy, really happy, because the salary was good and they treated her like a princess. Almost everyone of her clients asked to be given an appearance like hers. That pin-up girl style was, without a doubt a very important request. After several months working in that small beauty salon an ideal opportunity seemed to appear for her. Melinda, who, in those days had worked with her, decided to open her own beauty salon with the money she had inherited from one of her great-aunts. She wanted to be part of such investment, as she had saved enough to become a partner with 30% of the business. But Melinda rejected her proposal. Now she understood why her friend had rejected her… She had fallen in love with Caden since the first time she saw him. And she couldn’t blame her, because it happened the same to her. Who wouldn’t fall in love a with a guy with a Nordic appearance? Even he had been born in Detroit, Caden looked like a Viking. His beard, his hair, his eyes and his great bulkiness made every woman that met him sigh. Though if they had known that he didn’t believe in loving forever, more than one had looked the other way from the red-haired Adonis. 

	The sound of the oven woke her out of her sad and agonizing thoughts. With the pace of a ghost than one of a people that could still breath, she heads to the oven, took out the pizza and put it on a plate. 

	“This is not for you,” she said to the cat when he started moving between her legs. “You must eat the food that’s on your plate. And, if you want to go to sleep with a full belly, you’ll finish it before I have anything else to eat and decide to take a bite of your food.”

	As if he understood her, Rob ran to the plate, sat and ate until the last grain of food that she had served hm in the plate.

	“That’s much better,” she commented without being able to erase the smile off of her face.

	If there was something good in her life, it was Rob, her cat. Thanks to him she was never alone and, when she needed a shoulder to cry on, the cat’s back stood under her cheeks to pick all of her tears with his fur. 

	She was giving him the last bite of her pizza, when the phone started ringing. Surprised to finally receive a call, she jumped out of the bench and ran to it. Maybe one of the hundred interviewers had have some mercy on her and they offering a job position, even it was to clean toilets. If that paid enough to pay all of her debts and live decently, she would happily accept it. 

	“Ms. Tucker?” A manly voice asked when she accepted the call.

	“Yes, it’s me,” she answered calmly, as if she had many job offers that she could reject it if she didn’t like it. 

	“I’m Gad, the mechanic with which you spoke some weeks ago, do you remember me?”

	“Yes,” Lindsey answered frowning. 

	“I found a buyer for your car and he wants to see it this afternoon. I’ve told him that maybe it’s too soon for...”

	“At what time do you want me to get there?” She asked quickly. It wasn’t the option she was hoping for, but while she got that awaited job, she could survive with the earnings from that sale. 

	“Is it ok for you at four? We’ve agreed at five, but I would like to clean it before the future buyer comes,” he informed her. 

	“I’ll be there without a doubt,” she assured him after looking at her watch. 

	“Thank you, see you at four” he repeated the hour so she didn’t forget. “I hope this sale helps you out of your misery.”

	“I sure hope so,” she said before hanging up.

	Misery? Was it that easy for a mechanic to define her life like that? Angry for having to assume that word, she left the phone over the table and walked to the small window of the room. She sat over the kitchen furniture and watched the outside. Supposedly she had gotten to a prosperous city and in which she would turn to be the queen of aesthetic world. She even thought of turning into one of the greatest stars of Hollywood! But she had only turn into the queen of misery. Lindsey supported her forehead on her knees and sighed. Her last property, the only legacy of her mother, she was about to lose it too and everything just because she wasn’t able to get over a man who wasn’t worth it. She either changed her attitude, as Sabina had told her, or she would end up in the street. 

	“Ms. Tucker, are you there?”

	After the loud knocks, Mr. Stillman, her landlord, called her with his usual deep voice. Slowly, without making any little sound, Lindsey got off the furniture and took Rob between her arms to walk quietly towards the bathroom. It wasn’t the best moment for the landlord to find out she had inflicted one of the rules from the leasing agreement: not to have any pets. 

	“It will just be a few minutes,” she said to cat as she was getting it into the bathroom. “Don’t make a sound and I’ll reward you with the pizza slice that I haven’t eaten.”

	Rob sat in the middle of the bathroom and looked at her with his green eyes. His tail wouldn’t stop wagging, as if it was a whip.

	“Ms. Tucker? I know that you’re there. Open, please. Or I’ll have to call the police,” he threatened her.

	“Don’t move and don’t meow,” she ordered the cat before locking him inside. 

	Without losing a single second, Lindsey ran to the door and, after confirming it was the landlord, she pulled the strands of her face, breathed deeply and opened.

	“Mr. Stillman, I’m happy to see you standing and with so much energy!” She exclaimed when she got out to the landing. As she didn’t trust Rob so much, she closed the door behind her. 

	“Ms. Tucker, you owe me two months of the lease,” he said firmly. “I’ve been good with you, because in the past you were my best tenant, but I can’t give you any more time to pay. I have several interesting offers for this apartment and I must answer them by the end of the week.”

	And her problems kept increasing…

	“Mr. Stillman, I promise you that I’ll be paying those two months this afternoon.”

	“This afternoon? At what time? How are you going to pay me if you don’t have a stable job? You know that one of the rules that you signed in the agreement was too keep a stable job. I live out of the leases and if my tenants can pay, I can’t….”

	“I promise that before seven o’clock, I’ll pay all of my debt.” She commented calmly. “I’m going to sell my car and...”

	“Your car?” Asked the landlord with his opened as plates.

	“Yes,” Lindsey answered seriously.

	“How much have they offered you? I’ll pay you more!” Stillman exclaimed. “You know I’ve always asked you to sell it to me. It’s a one-of-a-king model. How much have they offered you?”

	“I don’t I should tell you,” she said mysteriously.

	“How much?” The landlord insisted. 

	“Five,” Lindsey finally said. “Cash,” she added.

	“Well, I’ll give you six,” he revealed after making endless numbers in his mind. “I divide that amount for your rent I would have….”

	“No.”

	“No?” Stillman asked raising his eyebrows.

	“If you want the car it will be six even and the payment of this two months would be paid. You either take it or leave it?” Lindsey said quite decisively. 

	“How much time do I have to think about it?” He asked.

	“Are you going to think this offer for $500?” She commented surprised.

	“$500 is a lot of money,” the landlord said. “What about five-thousand five hundred and we forget about the debt?” He insisted stretching his hand to seal the deal.

	“Five-thousand five hundred, two months paid and you’ll give me twenty days to take out my belongings,” she bargained.

	“Aren’t you going to stay here? Are you leaving Detroit or just my apartment?” Stillman wanted to know.

	“As I’ve been advised this morning, I must get out of the city if I want my good luck to come back. Living here only produces me pain and agony,” she confessed.

	Stillman caressed his small, white beard, thought about the deal and reaching the conclusion that he’ll always end up winning, as he could resell the car for double the price he bought it and also she was giving him the chance of offering the apartment to other tenants, he stretched his hand to Lindsey. 

	“Deal. I’ll take the money. I’ll prepare the papers and remember that you only have twenty days left to leave,” he pointed out before turning to the hallway. “By the way, you’ve gotten lots of mail. I’ve left it in the mailbox because I didn’t know if today you would be able to receive me or avoid me as you did on previous days.”

	“Thank you for the information. I’ll take it before looking for the car’s papers,” she commented closing the door behind her.

	“In an hour in my apartment,” said Stillman watching her leave. 

	“In an hour.”

	With a lump in her throat, sad for losing the last thing from her mother, Lindsey got down the stairs until she got to the mailbox. As the landlord had told her, it was full. But there weren’t any letters, just a lot of advertising. As she was getting up the stairs, to get back to her apartment, she read one by one the pamphlets. “If you come, we’ll give you the second session for FREE!”. “The BEST Chinese restaurant”. “We give you a loan with the lowest interest rate you could imagine”. Each paper she read, she turned it into a paper ball to throw in the recycling bin. It was sad that no one ever remembered her, as if she didn’t exist.

	She was so angry that she was about to make a huge ball out of the rest of the advertising pamphlets, but she stood still looking at a black pamphlet with red letters. 

	“We need a beautician urgently. We offer a good salary, flexible schedule and the possibility to live in the city without any cost. If you’re interested. Get in touch with us as soon as possible.”

	She read it more than once. Then she looked at the date of the ad and panted. The job offer had been published two weeks ago. They probably had already found that beautician they needed. With those conditions, no one could resist letting go of the opportunity. Even though she thought the position had already been taken, she didn’t crumple it, like she did with everything else. She kept it in her hands until she released poor Rob out of the bathroom. 

	“What do you say, Rob? Should we call them and hear once again that the job has already been occupied?” She asked the cat while she offered him the promised piece of pizza. 

	She left the ad over the table and looked for the phone. She needed to call the mechanic to inform him that the car wasn’t on sale anymore. The faster he knew; he could avoid that the possible client would lose his valuable and pricey time. Not taking her eyes off of the paper, she dialed the workshop phone number. 

	“Dans & Marroy, good morning.”

	“Hello, I’m Lindsey Tucker, Gad called me some minutes ago to sell my car this same afternoon,” she explained. 

	“Yes, it’s me who’ve talked with you. What happened?” The mechanic asked in a really bad mood.

	“I’m not selling it anymore. I’m keeping it because I’ve received a job offer and I need the car.”

	“Are you sure?” He insisted without disappearing his bad mood so typical of a person who couldn’t get away with it.

	“Yes, very sure. I hope that you have enough time to tell the buyer and explain to him my change of decision,” Lindsey continued without taking her eyes off of the paper. 

	“Beautician” “Good salary”. Her mind could only keep those words. 

	“What if we increase the price? It could reach the five thousand,” the mechanic persisted. 

	“No, thanks. I really need it,” she affirmed once again. 

	“OK. Good morning.”

	Before she had been able to say goodbye, the good mechanic hung the call up. 

	Lindsey placed the cellphone in front of her mouth while she read once again the ad. She wouldn’t lose anything making the call and confirming that the job had already been taken. As her mother said, “it’s not always there”. She opened the phone and started dialing the number from the ad. If the response was negative, she shouldn’t care, as she would have twenty days to find a cheaper apartment, she wanted to hang up. Maybe she wasn’t as ready as she thought to handle another rejection. Maybe the best thing to do was to leave for good. 

	“Yes?” A woman’s voice asked just at the moment in which she was going to hang up.

	“Good morning, I’m sorry to bother you. I’ve seen the advertisement and would like to know if it was still available.”

	“Are you a beautician? Do you have any experience? How old are you? Where are you from? What salary are you looking for? Are you married? Do you have any kids?” Asked the woman barely breathing.

	“I’m thirty years old. I have ten years of experience. My last job was at a beauty salon, but I left it after finding my boyfriend with my boss, who, terribly, was also my best friend. I’m not married and I don’t have any kids. But I have a cat who I’m not thinking about leaving behind because, luckily, he’s the only one that makes me happy in this world. I live in Detroit; I just sold my car and the money I got from it will help me survive for some time. Did that answer all of your questions?” She wanted to know.

	“It summarizes them,” she said after staying silent for a few seconds. “This job is quite peculiar. All of the people that have appeared haven’t been able to handle the pressure that...”

	“I’m desperate and whatever it is, I’ll accept it” she said without doubting it for a second.

	“OK. If you don’t a car anymore, I think you’ll come by bus” concluded the woman. 

	“Tell me where and I’ll go buy the ticket.”

	“Towards Monroe. When you know the time and date of arrival, calm me to have everything ready. About the cat don’t worry, I have ten at home. I wouldn’t be capable of abandoning them, either.”

	And that’s why Mrs. Dhal assumed the girl had a good heart. Something that she didn’t ask for in the ad but was needed to work at the funeral home. The company not only needed a beautician that was efficient, but also to have certain compassion for those people that they have known and, painfully, had left the world of the living.

	“My name is Lindsey Tucker,” she said without erasing the smile from her face.

	“And mine is Ava Dhal, though everyone calls me Avi.”

	“Thank you for giving me this opportunity, Avi. I’m sure that no one will have any complaint about my work.”

	“Don’t thank me yet, Lindsey. You must first come here and then give me your opinion. By the way, you’ve got a one-month trial period, though the previous candidates haven’t lasted more than two weeks,”

	“I’m not like them. I can assure you that I’ll last longer,” Lindsey stated.

	“Call me when you leave the station and, as the trip is quite long, do it also when you’re ten minutes away. I’m already waiting to know you,” she expressed gratefully. 

	“Me too, Avi. Thank you so much for this opportunity.”

	“Thank you, for calling, Lindsey,” she said before hanging up.

	Once her future boss wasn’t able to listen to her, she started jumping and screaming of joy through all of her apartment. Finally, luck was smiling at her! Would it be her positive attitude? Her way of talking? Her honesty? Whatever it was, she thanked God for finally hearing her prayers and having someone give her the chance of working in what she really wanted to work on. 

	“Mr. Rob, we’ve got to pack our bags, tonight we’ll be leaving for Monroe,” she told the cat before grabbing him and dancing with him until it was time to take the car papers to Mr. Stillman. 

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	«Don’t hold a fart in because it will rise up to your head giving you shitty ideas». (Mr. Puterful)

	 

	After a day and seven hours in a bus, Lindsey finally arrived at Monroe. The trip had started roughly. 

	Once she arrived at the bus station and spoke to one of the employees, he informed her that she had to pay an extra fee in her ticket as she was taking an animal in the bus and it had to be in the lowest floor, just in the area where the rest of the passenger’s luggage was transported. He also added that, if anything happened to the animal. The company wouldn’t take any responsibility for the loss. Meaning that, if Rob died squashed by a bad, she could only get him out and bury him in any little piece of land in the middle of the journey. After cursing in her head at everyone that had made such savage rules, she asked if, by any chance, she could take him in the seat next to her, buying another ticket, of course. After listening for a half-hour more than ten calls that the man made to confirm if such alternative was prohibited, he informed her there was no problem, but if by any chance the cat was misbehaving, she would have to control him. With a smile on her face, she paid for both tickets and got Rob on the bus in her arms. Not only had she avoided her little one from being squashed by a heavy bag, but also for the first time, since what happened with Caden, she was calm and didn’t start screaming or cussing over anyone’s mother. Though after fifteen hours cloistered as a can of sardines, her smile disappeared…

	When she started feeling tired and decided to sleep for a while, she tried leaning her seat backwards, but she couldn’t move it. Unfortunately, the person on the seat behind her had such long legs that the tips of its red sneakers reached up to her heels. So, she ended up using both seats that she had paid for, placing Rob over her legs, and letting slumber caught her. But after closing her eyes and feeling that her body was starting to relax, one of the passengers started snoring and Rob meowed as if he was answering. Before everyone paid the price of her bad mood with everyone else, she gave him a sedative and half an hour later, he was resting just like an angel. While Rob rested in the world of the happy cats, the snoring continued and the conversations started being less intimate, as they had to speak loudly if they wanted to be heard over the deafening snores. But it didn’t end up there. Adding up the snoring and the loud voices, also farts were starting to be heard. Yes, it seemed something surreal, someone had made the mistake of having some kind of lunch that provoked smelly farts. When everyone discovered that someone didn’t stop farting, some passengers got up from their seats and sprayed the inside of the bus with perfumes that they had on their carry-on. Not even with that the awful smell disappeared. 

	Noticing that her anger was to rise to unprecedented levels she decided that, before revealing her true character and to be forced off the bus in any unknown place, the best choice was for her to take one of Rob’s pills and continue the trip asleep. As she concluded, after forty minutes, she and her cat were sleeping peacefully.

	When she opened her eyes, the sun appeared from behind the mountains of the place they were going through. While she heard through the speakers that they were twenty minutes away from Monroe, she looked at her watch. Eight o’clock. A rather inadequate time to call Avi and tell her that she would be soon at the station. The best idea was that, before appearing to her new bosses, she would drink a coffee in the first coffee shop she could find and then fix her makeup. If her new job was to take beauty as an authentic goddess of love, the most appropriate thing to do was that she was perfect. Lindsey leaned her head over the window, watching that gorgeous sunrise and thinking about Sabina. She had called her to inform her about the fortunate news after closing the sale of her car. She said thousands of times that her back luck would change if she adopted the right attitude, to forget once and for all of her past and to let her heart beat again. Undoubtedly, she promised the two first petitions, but didn’t say anything regarding the third. She was so excited with the possibility of finding a stable job, that she didn’t want to argue about the forbidden subject: men. The card’s prediction was wrong in that part and she would let the fortune-teller know when some time had passed. Once no man got interested with her, getting to know the real her, she would call her to explain that her revelation hadn’t been 100% effective. 

	The bus driver interrupted her thoughts about Sabina by blowing the horn and apprehending a bad action from another driver. Once peace came back inside the bus, Lindsey focused in the phone conversation that she had with Mrs. Dhal. Until that moment she hadn’t realized the desperation she transmitted through her voice about the previous candidates. Neither how fast she asked her so many questions in less than a minute. Was she really so anxious to find a beautician? Why had the previous ones left before the trial month was over? According to the ad, they offered a great salary, a free residence and flexible work schedule. That was any reasonable person’s dream, though it didn’t specify the work schedule. What did flexible mean? That she wouldn’t have fixed
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