
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A woman's personal journey that  
carries her to the place of true love. 

 
 
 
 

Anything is Possible 



PRAISE FOR ERICA TUCCI 
AND HER BOOKS 

 
ANYTHING IS POSSIBLE 

 
"Anything is Possible is an engaging narrative of a life and love lived in accordance to one’s own 
feminine inner journey.  It is the story not only of an adventure embracing one’s difficulty of 
external life, but of confronting the inner complexities of one’s inner life, as well.  It is the story 
that every woman should come to realize." 

—Dr. Nancy Qualls-Corbett, Jungian analyst and author of The Sacred Prostitute   
 
"What a luscious mystical tale Erica has written about two people living oceans apart and yet 
connected deeply in spirit. Theirs is a love so profound and with such passion, yet it must stand 
the test of time and transformation. As the novel is so appropriately entitled, Anything is 
Possible!"   

—Antoinette and Richard Asimus, founders of www.TantraHeart.com 
 
"I found reading the book to be a delicious experience like drinking hot chocolate in front of a 
cozy winter fire." 

—Saqi Dosaj, www.wonderfulreadings.com 
 
"Your story was so down to earth and easy to relate to. Your writing flows so effortlessly, I felt 
like I was living through it with you. But you kept me wondering what was going to happen next. 
You made me realize that if you really want something in life, you can make it happen." 

—D. L. Briggs 
 
"What a beautiful read! All these years I have been in love with the author Joy Fielding. Now I 
have you to admire. You have the creative gift. I hope there are other projects in the works. A 
talent such as yours should not be left stagnant. Keep the creative juices flowing! I hope I will be 
the first to get your next edition when it comes out." 

—T. Ferrara 
 

ZESTY WOMANHOOD AT 40 AND BEYOND: SECOND ACT, NEW ROLE 
 

"Such a glorious way of expressing the renewal of feminine power that our world is 
experiencing. Zesty Womanhood at 40 and Beyond is a delightfully exciting collection of 
observations about the 40something woman who joyfully ventures into the next season of her life 
to find the treasures that await her." 

—Antoinette & Richard Asimus, founders of www.TantraHeart.com 
 

"There is a rising balance between the Yin and the Yang in the world through the increasing 
emergence of feminine energy and wisdom. Erica Tucci has captured this evolution beautifully 
in her book Zesty Womanhood at 40 and Beyond as she reveals how her own personal 
experiences as a woman returning to her center of power are a reflection of many women at the 
same crossroads in life." 



—Rachael Jayne Groover, founder of The Yin Project and author of Powerful and Feminine: 
How to Increase Your Magnetic Presence and Attract the Attention You Want 

  



 
 
 
 

 
Erica Tucci 

 
 

Anything is Possible 
  



  
Publish it Write 
P.O. Box 2689 

Cypress, TX 77410-2689 
281.794.2168 

http://www.ericatucci.com 
 

Text copyright (c) 2011 by Erica Tucci 
 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by 
any means, electronic, mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information 

storage and retrieval system, without written permission from the publisher, except for the 
inclusion of brief quotations. 

 
Edition ISBNs 

Softcover – 978-0-9662451-5-8 
e-book - 978-0-9662451-4-1 

 
Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Number 2011900174  

 
Printed in the United States. 

  

http://www.ericatucci.com/�


 
Acknowledgments 

 
This book started as a fantasy. I began writing it in 1998, put the synopsis together and wrote 

three chapters before putting it away when the “busyness” of life intervened. I didn’t think 
anything of it until nine years later when the theme of the story manifested into reality. So 
naturally, I felt compelled to revive the novel and complete the story. Ah, but the story really 
hasn’t ended yet! Can I manifest the ending into reality as I did in the beginning? Anything is 
possible! 

Of course, my deepest gratitude goes to the man upon whom this story is based, for if it 
wasn’t for him (and Spirit who guided me to him), the story would have never happened and I 
wouldn’t be the person I am today. He was such a gift in my life, a sacred treasure that I hold 
deep in my heart. 

Many thanks also go to all the special people in my life upon which the other characters were 
based: my best friend, my children, my mom...even my salsa friends and psychic readers. They 
all played a true role in helping me to create my story within a story. 

And of course I certainly can’t forget those who made my book come alive through their 
design talents: Joe Jaques, the graphic designer who created my cover and Daniella Silkwood, 
the graphic designer who formatted the book. 

 
  



 
Prologue 

August 2010  
 
Most of Europe is on vacation now, Carla thought to herself as she broke apart a warm 

croissant she had just bought from the neighborhood bakery. Beads of perspiration glistened on 
her forehead as she gingerly placed the first bite of the flaky buttery pastry in her mouth. Where 
had he taken his family this year?  

Oblivious to the already stifling heat of a typical August morning in Houston, she ran the 
index finger of her left hand around the rim of her plate as she sat slouched over her blue tiled 
bistro table on her small covered apartment patio. Gazing out across the grassy expanse that 
separated her apartment from the community pool, her mind traveled 5,000 miles away.  

Last year he had taken them to Florence, Italy, where her own roots were; the year before, it 
was the Grand Canyon. Would they ever get to travel together on vacation? She reminisced 
about how it all had started 11 years before. 

His face first appeared while she was meditating one day at home at her usual time mid-
afternoon, just before her kids came home from school. The image was blurry as if she was 
seeing him through a filter. She was able to tell that his hair was sandy brown, and his eyes a 
blue that pierced through the veil. The image became more frequent, a little clearer each time, 
yet other than his penetrating eyes, his facial features were still hazy, as if she wasn’t supposed 
to see who he was.  

Was it a fantasy arising from her unconscious...a means of compensating for her sense of 
aloneness and feelings of discontent in her life? She had been married for 11 years, but the 
marriage had faltered. She and her husband had grown apart, living their own lives and sleeping 
in separate bedrooms. It had become more of a marriage of convenience than anything based on 
love, as there were no longer any emotional ties between them.  

With writing being such a deep passion of hers, she had decided to translate the five months 
of recurring dreams into a story, a novel. With a plethora of scenes and images bouncing around 
in her head, she had developed a detailed synopsis and had managed to write the first three 
chapters before the “busyness” of her life interfered with her creative endeavor and the story was 
left dormant on her laptop. That is, until almost a decade later when it manifested into reality... 

 
  



  
One 

November 2009 
 
Carla reminisced about how fast her children were growing up as she waved to them and 

their father driving away. It was the day after Thanksgiving and their dad usually took them for 
the weekend to his parents’ lake house on Lake Conroe for a belated holiday feast. 

It seemed like just yesterday she carried Colin home from the hospital in her white 
embroidered smock that she had bought many years back in Mexico. The smock had covered her 
distended stomach that only a couple of days before was almost bursting with her son still in her 
womb. Colin hadn’t wanted to come out since he was very comfortable in his mommy’s tummy, 
his pre-natal home. And now he and his sister were already teenagers. Where had the time gone? 

How she adored her children, and yet how glad she was that she had made the decision to 
divorce five years ago, even though she often had pangs of maternal guilt. She tried with all her 
heart to make the divorce as comfortable as possible for the kids. She knew how messy divorce 
could be, but fortunately, her and her ex-husband’s had been very amicable.  

As she walked back to the apartment, shut the front door and headed toward her study, her 
thoughts turned to the novel that she had started ten years ago but had put away when life 
became too hectic with her job, her children’s activities, her volunteer work and all the other 
domestic responsibilities she had. A very beautiful yet painful relationship that she had 
encountered more than a year ago had drawn her interest back to the story.  

Fortunately, she had saved all the files, even after having switched out computers a couple of 
times. Turning her printer on, she printed out the synopsis that she had written in 1999 and 
hadn’t read since. She was very curious what she had written then, considering it was during the 
throes of her marital strife and she knew what an imagination she had. She often thought that she 
could be a very successful fiction author if she wrote down all that went ‘round and ‘round in her 
head. Perhaps it was now time to fulfill her fantasy. 

Snuggling up in her wingback recliner with her synopsis in hand, Carla put her reading 
glasses on and began. Just at that moment, her cell phone rang.  

“Hello!” she said. “Hey Darnelle, how’ve you been? How’re your classes?” Carla fumbled 
with the pages of her synopsis while she listened to her friend’s response.  

“I bet you are. Frankly I think you’re nuts for having taken six classes in one semester. I 
know that you want to graduate next semester, but you don’t have to kill yourself doing it.” Carla 
rolled her eyes and smiled at her friend’s comment about wanting to achieve the goal she’d set 
for herself. Darnelle was driven to an extreme, as if she was trying to prove herself to someone. 
She had returned to college after an 18-year stint in the corporate world where she moved 
through the ranks into management without a degree. Now, after taking the early retirement 
package her company offered during one of their layoffs, she was back in school. 

“So what’s up, other than school?” Carla asked giggling. Darnelle was one of her best 
friends, and over the past couple of years, they had had some really heady conversations, 
especially now since Darnelle was majoring in psychology. “Any recent dates?” Carla listened 
intently to her friend’s meanderings about how busy she was with school and how she had no 
time to date. But, as usual, Darnelle began to offer her sage advice about men. “Listen to you, 
Darnelle...you’re consumed by your studying to the detriment of your social life and you’re 
telling me that I need to go out on a date?” Darnelle knew how to socialize; she had no problem 
meeting people, especially men. In their eyes, she was a blonde beauty, but she was also very 



intelligent and her personality was like a magnet. Carla, on the other hand, had felt intimidated 
by meeting men, even though she had begun to feel really good about herself in general since her 
divorce. Somehow, when she was around men, she felt unsure of herself, like she wasn’t smart 
enough or pretty enough. It had been somewhat hard getting back into the dating scene after her 
divorce and she didn’t really pursue it until a couple years afterward. She had dated a few men, 
but they always turned out to be duds. And then she met Jean-Paul. Her heart quivered and she 
could feel her eyes burning as she fought back tears. She tried to stifle a sob as she changed the 
subject. 

“How was your Thanksgiving dinner? Did your kids go to your house? I bet that was a 
raucous time with all the little ones.” Carla laughed as Darnelle told her about the shenanigans 
her youngest grandchild pulled. 

“Tonight? That would be great. The kids are gone and it sounds like you need a glass of wine 
and some adult conversation to recover from ‘grandmotherhood!’ I’ll be over at your place at 
around six.” They said their goodbyes and Carla put the phone back on the table next to her 
chair. Shifting in her chair so that her legs were crossed in front of her, she reclined back and 
returned to her synopsis.  

By the time she read the overview of chapter seven, she was shaking and in tears. Her 
immediate reaction was to grab her journal that lay on the table beside her chair and start writing. 
Most of the time this helped her to release any emotions she was feeling at the time, and right 
now a profound sadness all but consumed her. She poured her heart out onto paper and then, 
completely drained, she lapsed into a brief slumber. 

 
Carla arrived at Darnelle’s at 6:00 with a bottle of her favorite wine in hand, a Riesling made 

by Llano, a Texas winery located in a town with the same name. She wasn’t much of a drinker 
but when she did drink, it needed to be somewhat sweet, and a Riesling always hit the spot.  

Darnelle lived in a lovely two-bedroom home that she had bought several years back. The 
entire house looked like an Ethan Allen model home, stylishly decorated in rich earth tones: the 
chocolate leather sofa and chairs in the living room, the complementing wood and glass coffee 
and end tables, the elegantly upholstered parsons dining room chairs encircling a wood and iron 
table, the heavy wood post beds, and all the accessories that tastefully tied everything together.  

“Hey girlfriend!” Carla said as she embraced her friend whom she hadn’t seen for months. 
“You’re looking great! I guess all the studying has actually been good for you,” she said 
assertively. 

“I’ve done nothing but study and go to the gym. Sitting on my behind all day with my head 
in the books can really take a toll on one’s body. You know...it’s hard getting old,” Darnelle said 
laughing. She was ten years Carla’s senior but one would never believe it by looking at her.  

 “Let’s break out the wine and have a toast to your studies!” Carla exclaimed exuberantly as 
Darnelle took the bottle from her hands. 

“Wonderful idea! I could really use a glass of wine tonight,” Darnelle replied as she worked 
her way to the kitchen and uncorked the bottle. Pulling out two crystal glasses, she poured the 
white wine for two, handing one glass to Carla who had followed her into the kitchen. Lifting her 
glass up, she reached out to touch Carla’s glass. 

“Cheers. To dear friends who are always there in times of joy and in sorrow. May we enjoy 
one of our special evenings together, ‘cause God only knows when we’ll be able to do this again 
over the next year!” 



They both laughed as they toasted the evening, taking their first sip of wine. Then Carla 
turned somber. 

“Darnelle, I need to tell you something that deeply affected me today,” Carla said as she put 
her wine glass on the granite countertop, with tears starting to well up in her eyes. It never took 
much for Carla to cry. Since childhood, she had always been ultra-sensitive and very emotional. 
On one of her excursions to Fredericksburg a few years back, she found a refrigerator magnet 
that described her to a tee: “Drama Mama.” Her kids loved it, stating that it was perfect for her. 

“Carla, what?” Darnelle asked with concern. 
“Did I ever tell you about the novel I started ten years ago when my marriage was failing? It 

was called ‘The Image’.” 
“No, I don’t remember you telling me.” 
“I started it in 1999 but I only got as far as completing the synopsis and writing three 

chapters. Well, just yesterday, I started thinking about it again and decided to pull out the 
synopsis to re-read it. I had forgotten much of what I had written. As I got about one-third the 
way through, I just broke down.” 

“Why?” Darnelle asked, cocking her head to one side. 
“Because the story I started in 1999 became real nine years later...” 
 

  



  
Two 

February 2008 
 
Carla had a cushy job working for a small multimedia service company. She had worked 

there for a couple of years from 2003 to 2005 and had returned in 2007 after a brief period 
working at one of the company’s largest clients. Since the company was small, all full-time 
employees had their own private offices. This was the first time in all her professional years that 
she had taken pride in her little space and decorated it to her taste. Hating fluorescent lights, she 
had purchased a simple incandescent floor lamp that gave a warm ambiance to the room. A small 
trickling water fountain sat on the cabinet across from her desk imparting a sense of calm. 
Egyptian wall tapestries that a friend had given her hung on the walls, and potpourri filled the 
room with the spicy scent of cinnamon. It was such a warm, inviting environment that 
oftentimes, her co-workers would come in just to “unstress.” She loved working there as it felt 
like she was part of an extended family. The members of the executive management team were 
all related and they took great strides to make the employees feel like a family. It was a far cry 
from having worked at one of the largest computer companies, where she felt more like a cog in 
a wheel. One perk that she really enjoyed was that she had the luxury of working at home 
whenever she wanted to. Plus, she lived only five minutes away, ten with traffic, which was so 
convenient.  

One current project she was working on was a series of articles for a client’s internal 
newsletter. She was to write one article per month for the entire year, interviewing designated 
individuals for various success stories throughout the company. The company was headquartered 
in Houston, but they had satellite companies and offices worldwide. Today’s interview was her 
first international call and the representative she was to interview supported the European region 
for one of the satellite companies. Carla had emailed her contact a week before to schedule the 
interview and had requested an hour of his time.  

The phone rang several times before someone picked up.  
“Allô?” came from the other end.  
“Is this Jean-Paul?” Carla asked, a bit nervous. 
“Yes, this is Jean-Paul.” His French accent was very thick, but it made Carla grin as she had 

always loved the language and always wanted to speak it. Her mom was a French professor and 
sometimes she wondered why she hadn’t taught her the language when she was younger.  

“Jean-Paul, this is Carla across the ocean in Houston, Texas. How are you?” 
“Ah, Carla, you sound like you are just across the street,” he said gaily. “I must say that I had 

forgotten about the interview.”  
“Oh, is this a bad time for you?” Carla asked apprehensively. 
“I’m very busy, but I will make time for you since you are planning on making me sound 

good in our newsletter, yes?” Jean-Paul quipped. 
“Certainly! I want to make you a shining star!” Carla replied, relieved that her client didn’t 

seem to feel imposed upon. Because this was a new client for her company and one with a lot of 
potential future work, she wanted to make sure that she developed a strong first impression. 

“I like your way of thinking! I must hire you as my assistant!” Jean-Paul retorted, chuckling.  
“So are you ready to be interrogated?” Carla asked teasingly, sensing Jean-Paul’s good 

humor and feeling more assured. 



“I’m always up for a good challenge, especially with someone who seems to be as delightful 
as you.” 

“Ah, but you don’t know me. You may think otherwise after my interrogation,” Carla said 
laughing. 

“Oh dear, am I getting myself into trouble? Will the article end up in The National 
Enquirer?” Jean-Paul replied with a playful quiver in his voice.  

“And how do you know about The National Enquirer being 5,000 miles away?” Carla asked. 
She was already beginning to like this man...his personality and, of course, his “froggy” accent! 

“Ah, we have ways of finding things out about what goes on in the great U.S. of A.!” Jean-
Paul shot back mischievously. 

“Okay, monsieur, just give me the straight and narrow story, and I promise I’ll keep you out 
of the headlines. Deal?”  

“Deal!” 
“Brace yourself. The cross-examination may be intense!” 
“I’m ready! Shoot!”  
The interview went great. It was a mixture of interview and personal chatter. In between her 

probing questions, Jean-Paul would crack a joke, making both of them laugh. The hour passed 
quickly and unfortunately had to come to a close. Jean-Paul had a meeting to attend for which he 
needed to prepare; Carla had a meeting as well, with another client. 

“Well, Jean-Paul, it has been a pleasure talking to you. I think I have enough material to 
write the first draft. If I have additional questions...” Carla began. 

“Please don’t hesitate to call again,” Jean-Paul chimed in. “It was certainly a great joy 
speaking with you also and I look forward to our next conversation.”  

 
  



  
Three 

Saturday, the next day 
 
Carla pulled her duvet up to her chin as the rain gently tapped on the window behind her 

black iron headrest. Looking around her, she smiled as her eyes roamed the upper perimeter of 
her canopied bed, ivory netting hanging on all four sides and drawn at each bedpost. She felt safe 
as she lay there, as if the netting offered a veil of protection from any gremlins that might try to 
invade her world of slumber. She had had a number of perplexing dreams over the years, and 
because she tended to be introspective, she would seek their meaning as they related to her life, 
whether they seemed to have a literal or symbolic meaning. The one that had stayed firmly 
etched in her mind was that of the image of the man that had started nine years back. She had 
started writing a novel about it, but only completed three chapters before she put it away, never 
to work on it again. Instead she began a non-fiction book in 2004 after her divorce. 

It was Saturday morning, and with it raining outside and her children with their dad for the 
weekend, it was a perfect day to stay inside and work on her article and then work on the last 
chapters of her book.  

The idea for the book was triggered by a party that she had given herself that year, the year 
that she also turned 40. It was such a major milestone in her life and she wanted to celebrate with 
her friends. She had gone through the throes of her divorce and had a sense of release from the 
shackles of her mundane marriage she felt she had been living in for much too long. Her party 
reflected the transition that she was going through. She wore a slightly provocative red and white 
sleeveless dress that gently hugged her body, revealing the former dancer physique that she had 
returned to after a rigorous program at the gym.  

“Mom, you look cool!” her 11-year old daughter had exclaimed in front of everyone. 
“Oh Nicole, please!” Carla had retorted, feeling her face flush.  
“Actually Carla, your daughter is right,” Beau interjected. Beau was a friend that she had met 

through a social group that she had been associating with for a couple of years. It was a fun 
group of people and they always scheduled at least one or two social events a month.  

“Thanks Beau. I’m flattered.”  
Balloons streamed from all four ceiling corners of the dining and living rooms as well as the 

kitchen, and confetti was sprinkled strategically on tables and counters throughout.  
The dining room was set up buffet style, with three delectable dishes being catered by 

Jacquisine, her favorite restaurant. Carla had prepared several party games that were always a 
great hit with guests, especially since there were always gifts that winners would take home with 
them...a bottle of wine, a gift certificate and always a gag gift thrown in. The music was lively 
and the ambiance cheerful. Her children and their friends blended in well with her guests, always 
seeking new victims for a game of ping pong.  

The greatest pleasure that Carla experienced was opening her gifts. It wasn’t the receiving 
that she delighted in; it was the thought that went into each and every one of the gifts she 
received. Her friends knew her well and understood the shift that she was making in her life. 
There were massage oils, bath salts, body scrubs, lingerie and a gift certificate for a spa 
treatment...gifts for “me-time.” She was so touched by the love and affection she felt, tears 
flowed each time she opened a gift and embraced the giver. 

About a month after her party, she had begun to ponder how turning 40 had such an impact 
on her, and how she saw it as a pivotal point in many, if not most, women’s lives, not just her 



own. She had recorded in her journal much of what she had begun to feel since writing was her 
way of expressing her innermost thoughts. But then, she wished to share these thoughts and 
feelings with others as she strongly felt that her story was also “their story”...that she shared with 
most women similar emotions and experiences of this great rite of passage. She greatly desired to 
write a book that would move the souls of women like her...one that might help them in some 
small way as they traveled through their own personal journeys. Thus, the book was born.  

It had taken four years to write since she took several sabbaticals from it, when life’s little 
challenges intervened. But now, she was almost done. Two more chapters were left; then her 
book would be complete. She was still contemplating the title but she knew that once the full 
manuscript was done, she would then finish brainstorming on the perfect title that would capture 
the potential readers’ attention and draw them into the book. 

 
Carla jumped out of bed, pulled off her “granny pajamas,” as her children always jokingly 

called her thermals, hung them on the hook on the back of the bathroom door, and threw on one 
of her well-worn sweat suits, her typical weekend outfit. 

Before she returned to the book, she needed to complete a first draft of the article she was 
working on with Jean-Paul. Her thoughts were drawn to her interview with him the day before. 
She smiled as she replayed their conversation in her mind, his French accent and quick wit 
teasing her senses. It had conjured up an image of what she thought he might be like in 
person...cute, young, playful and charming. And she couldn’t help wonder what he really looked 
like. 

The article didn’t take too long to put together since she already had done several using a 
template she had developed to establish a consistency among all the stories she was contracted to 
write for the newsletter. There were only a couple of holes within the body of the article where 
she added questions to be addressed by Jean-Paul.  

After rereading it one final time for any grammatical or typographical errors she may have 
overlooked, she emailed it to Jean-Paul, requesting his review and comments.  

Now with her “bill-paying job” work done, Carla returned to her book. She had recently 
finished reading Collette Dowling’s book The Cinderella Complex about a woman’s conflict 
between her need for freedom and independence, and her deeply conditioned desire to be taken 
care of. And oh how that resonated with her! She looked back at how independent she felt when 
she was married, since it had been such a stable marriage, albeit not a passionate one. And yet 
when she divorced, she felt like the world had been pulled out from underneath her. She 
struggled for a couple of years just trying to survive emotionally and of course financially. But 
then she began to find her way again, this time on her own. After reading Collette’s book, which 
had been written in 1981 but, as she saw it, still applied to today’s more contemporary woman, 
she realized that the theme of this book would be a perfect addition as a chapter of her own book.  

It was 6:15 in the evening when she came to a good stopping point in the chapter. At that 
moment she received an email from Jean-Paul.  

“Bonjour Carla. Jean-Paul here!” She hadn’t expected a reply so soon but was pleasantly 
surprised. She had gathered that this article was really a low priority for him, since he had stated 
that he was so very busy. Plus it was shortly after 1:00 a.m. in The Netherlands where he lived. 

“I have read your article and find it to be quite good. I have answered your questions to the 
best of my ability. Hope it helps!” he wrote, adding a smiley face emoticon to express his 
seemingly typical jovial spirit. “If you wish to discuss it Monday, I should be available around 



3:00 p.m. my time, which is 8:00 a.m. your time, yes? Are you awake that early?” Another 
smiley face. 

Carla laughed as she responded to his email. “Bonsoir Jean-Paul. I’m glad you like what I’ve 
written. I must say that I am surprised to have received an email from you at 1:00 on a Saturday 
night, or should I say Sunday morning? I guess I’m not the only crazy soul who works into the 
weekend hours,” she replied, adding her own smiley face. “I will look at your answers and 
incorporate them into the article, and then will send an updated version to you by Monday so that 
we can review it and finalize it when we talk again.  

“Ah, and 8:00 is late for me as I am a very early riser!  My inner alarm clock tends to wake 
me up at 4:30 in the morning! If I were to wake up at 8:00, I would feel like the whole day had 
already been wasted! Look forward to talking to you at 8:00 on Monday...3:00 your time. I will 
call you then.”  

After shutting her laptop down for the evening, she went into the kitchen to fill up her water 
bottle. Since she had nothing else planned for the rest of the evening while the kids were gone, 
Carla took her bottle, grabbed her purse from the kitchen counter, threw her workout shoes on, 
and headed out the door for the gym, which she decided would be followed by a relaxing 
evening watching a movie and eating a big bowl of popcorn. 

 
  



  
Four 

Monday  
 
Carla had updated the article with Jean-Paul’s additions and had sent it to him Sunday before 

continuing to work on her book the remainder of the day. Before the kids returned home at 6:00 
in the evening, she had completed the usual domestic chores — washing clothes, grocery 
shopping, cleaning and cooking.  

It was now Monday morning and a new week had begun. She had awakened at her usual time 
at 4:30, taken a shower, and meditated, something she had been doing since college. It had been 
a life saver for her throughout the years since it induced a sense of inner calm and helped to 
alleviate stress and some of her fears. She laughed inside thinking about how she might have 
been had her mom not introduced meditation to her when she was younger. As emotional and 
dramatic as she was, she could only imagine how she would have been during the first years of 
raising her children had she not had the 20 minutes a day to prepare her for the many surprises 
that she encountered as she tried to steer down the parental road...so many unexpected forks in 
the path. But she survived her children’s formative years and now they were teenagers. Whew! 
Another phase to have to contend with, but she felt more confident about her parenting skills, 
albeit knowing that the teenage years could be a tough time for both the kids and the parents. 

As she drank her protein drink, Colin sauntered into the kitchen scratching his head and 
squinting his bleary eyes under the bright fluorescent light. 

“Well, good morning sleepy head. Why are you up so early?” 
“We have a test in algebra today and I need to go to tutorials for review,” Colin said 

somewhat disgusted. Algebra wasn’t his favorite subject; plus, he was not one to get up early and 
when he had to, it was painful. 

“Well, I’m proud of you son,” Carla answered, mussing up his already disheveled hair. 
“Ah mom, quit!” Colin snapped back, trying to push her hand away. 
“That you would actually get up early to try to ensure your success in your least favorite 

class. That shows that you’re finally learning to put a bit more effort into your studies,” Carla 
said half teasing, half serious. “Hey, let me make your protein drink.” 

“Whatever!” Colin said as he turned and walked away.  
Ooh, teenagers! Carla said to herself. “Does Nicole know that you need to be at school 

early?” she asked. 
“Yeah, she’s supposed to, but you may want to make sure she’s up ‘cause I’m not waiting 

around for her if she’s late.”  
Colin had just turned sixteen years old and had inherited his dad’s new wife’s 1998 Toyota 

Tercel. It was a perfect car for him and Carla was delighted that he had it since she no longer had 
to cart him around to any of his lessons or school. She had always enjoyed taking her children to 
school even though the school bus drove right past their home. But since Colin had proven to be 
a very conscientious driver, even though he was sometimes belligerent and disrespectful at 
home, she placed few restrictions on his driving, perhaps for selfish reasons. 

“I’m sure Nicole will be up and ready when you are,” Carla retorted. Nicole was completely 
the opposite of her brother...an energizer bunny early in the morning and a dedicated student who 
actually used a Day Timer(R) to keep her study and activity schedule.  

At that moment, Nicole bounded out of her room, bolted past her brother and into the 
kitchen, fully dressed and made up. 



“Good morning Mom!” Nicole said, almost with a song in her voice. “Bro, you better hurry 
up! We have to leave soon if you’re gonna be on time for your tutorials!” she shouted out to 
Colin as he slammed the bathroom door behind him. 

“Yeah, whatever!” was the gruff reply. 
Once the kids finally got off to school, Carla headed to the office. Since it was only 7:00 a.m. 

in Houston, which was 2:00 p.m. in Holland, she made a cup of decaffeinated green tea, chatted 
briefly with her boss, cleaned her desk of accumulated papers, and printed out the final draft of 
the article to prepare for her conversation at 3:00, the time Jean-Paul said that he would be 
available.  

“Allô?” was the familiar greeting from the other end of the phone.  
“Bonjour Jean-Paul. Comment allez vous?” Carla had taken French in high school and 

remembered some of the basic introductory statements. 
“Ah, bien, Carla! Et vous?” Jean-Paul responded with delight.  
“Bien aussi.” Carla laughed. “So much for my French!”  
“But you have a very good accent. I can’t even tell you are American,” Jean-Paul asserted.  
“You’re just saying that to be kind.” 
“No, I really mean it. You should learn the language.” 
“Well, I did take it in high school and really enjoyed it, except my teacher was so pathetic 

that I would take my papers home and show them to my mom, who’s a French professor. We 
would laugh our heads off at the teacher’s corrections. They were so awful and so often 
incorrect.” 

“That’s a shame. But it sounds like you have free lessons available to you with your mom. 
The more reason for you to learn the language! And then we could practice.” 

“You would do that?” Carla asked, pleasantly surprised. 
“Of course, madame! It would be my pleasure to practice with you.”  
“Don’t promise something unless you really mean it!” 
“I’m very serious, Carla. I think it would be much fun. I remember how it was learning 

English. I was eighteen years old.” 
“Much easier when you’re younger. I have tendencies for ‘senior moments’,” Carla said 

giggling. “Well, I may just take you up on that!”  
“Good, I look forward to it.” 
“Jean-Paul, tell me about yourself,” Carla inquired. She was so curious about this man who 

seemed to make her smile any time she thought about him or spoke with him. She had just met 
him and only on the phone but she felt eerily drawn to him.  

“Well, what do I say...I’m from France.” 
“Well I figured that much, hearing your thick French accent!”  
“Is it that bad? I try so hard to hide it,” he answered chuckling. 
“I’m so sorry to say that that would be a difficult task indeed,” Carla responded playfully, 

somehow knowing that her comment wouldn’t offend him. 
“Oh, you are so right. I guess I just have to live with it, yes?” 
“Yes, I guess you will, but I will tell you that I love to hear the French accent, or more so, the 

French language. There’s just something so appealing about it. Perhaps I lived in France in a past 
life! Maybe that’s why I’m so drawn to it. You think?” Carla laughed, trying to downplay the 
flutters she was feeling in her heart as she spoke to this man that she seemed to be so enamored 
with. “OK, now getting back to my question...who are you, Jean-Paul? Tell me a bit about 
yourself.”  



 “Hmm, I’m 41 years old, was born in Bourges, France, moved to Rotterdam in The 
Netherlands 15 years ago for work and have been working for the same company since.”  

“You speak French and English. I assume you also speak Dutch living in Holland?” 
“Yes I do. My wife is Dutch so I typically speak to her in Dutch, but in The Netherlands, the 

Dutch are quite fluent in English so I often speak English at work.” Carla’s heart sank when she 
heard the word “wife,” but she tried not to let her disappointment come through. 

“And do you keep up with your French?” 
“Yes, since my parents still live in France. Plus, I want my two daughters to not only speak 

their native tongue, but English and the language of their grandparents as well.”  
“You know, I envy people who are multi-lingual. To be able to speak more than one 

language. I took some Spanish in college also, but I just don’t like Spanish that is spoken here. 
Perhaps I should take up your suggestion and get back to my French. I’ve always loved it. It’s 
such a beautiful language. Hard to learn, but my mother is a fierce teacher and I’m sure I would 
learn it well with her. Did you know that she won the Teaching Excellence Award last year at the 
university where she teaches? I was so ecstatic about it when she called me to tell me that I just 
broke down in tears. Of course, they were tears of much joy. I guess I’m just overly emotional 
about things.” 

“Ah, but what a wonderful thing to be emotional about! Bravo to your mother!” Jean-Paul 
exclaimed. Carla sensed that he truly was excited about hearing that. 

“It truly was well deserved.” 
“And what about you, Carla? What would you like to share about yourself?” 
“Well, I’m uni-lingual. I’m American and live in Houston, Texas.” Carla said teasingly. 
“OK, OK! Tell me something that I don’t know!” 
“Let’s see. I’m 44 years old. I have two teenagers...God help me! I’ve been divorced for four 

years. I hope to someday be a full-time author, but for now, I’m a corporate cog.” 
“No wonder you write so well. I could feel a certain passion in the article you wrote, and yet 

it was dry enough to be enjoyed by the typical reader of our company newsletter. I commend you 
for being so versatile!” 

He seemed to know just what to say to lift her spirits and put a spark in her heart. But then 
her thoughts returned to the word “wife.” Darn it! She didn’t even know what he looked like, but 
she had become so quickly attracted to him, like a moth was to light. Get it out of your head, 
Carla. There’s no way possible. He lives 5,000 miles away. He’s married and he has children. 
Stop creating fantasies! 

“Thank you. I greatly appreciate that,” Carla said, pulling herself out of her trance. 
“But I mean it, Carla,” he insisted. “By the way, I’ll be traveling to Houston for a boring 

corporate week-long meeting in one month. Would you be interested in meeting me for tea or 
coffee?” 

Carla’s heart thumped as if it wanted to jump from beneath her breastbone. “Of course, I 
would be delighted. Just let me know when you’ll be here and I’ll arrange my schedule 
accordingly.” 

“Ah bon!” Jean-Paul responded elatedly. “I look forward to meeting you in person.” 
“Likewise. It’ll be a pleasure. You know, we haven’t even discussed the article,” Carla said, 

trying to bring the conversation back to the real business at hand, even though she really much 
preferred to get to know more about Jean-Paul. But what was the sense of doing so? He was 
married. She silently sighed. 



“You’re right! I guess we got carried away talking about more important things,” Jean-Paul 
said. Carla sensed that he was half joking, half serious from the modulations in his voice. “As I 
said before, you have a way with words. I find the article to be very well written and certainly 
makes me sound quite good!”  

“At your service, Monsieur Bobin!” 
“Are you sure you wouldn’t want to be my assistant? I would pay you well,” Jean-Paul stated 

jokingly. 
“Don’t tempt me!” 
“I will contact you soon to let you know when I am to arrive in Houston. Until then, may 

your days be filled with joy. And don’t work too hard!” 
“A bientôt, Jean-Paul.” 
“Good bye, Carla.” 
 

  



  
Five 

 
Carla, calm yourself. He’s a married man and he lives across the ocean. You don’t even 

know what he looks like. He could look like an absolute beast! Carla told herself as she tried to 
stop from getting lost in another one of her fantasies. But what was it that she seemed so 
attracted to in Jean-Paul? Was it his French accent that seemed to make her swoon? Was it his 
sense of humor? His charm? Well, they would meet in a few weeks and then she would find out 
what he was like in person. It would be interesting to see what he looked like in comparison to 
the image that she seemed to have conjured up. She almost hoped that he would be unattractive 
physically so that she could simply laugh at her silliness for creating such an illusion, as she had 
done once before.  

She remembered once communicating with a man for a month on the phone. One of their 
mutual friends had suggested they meet, so he had called her to see if she might be interested. He 
lived in Dallas but his grown daughter lived in Houston so he visited frequently. Their 
conversations had been wonderful, oscillating between humor and intellectually stimulating 
discussions. His phone voice was very pleasant and his face in the picture that he had sent her 
was quite appealing. She had created this image of what he looked like, but when they met, she 
was so disappointed. As polite as she tried to be, she couldn’t hide her dismay. They had 
continued to periodically email one another for a while, but then the communication eventually 
dwindled to nothing. 

Pulling herself from her thoughts, she looked at the clock, realizing that the kids would be 
home from school within 10 minutes. She had just arrived home from work herself and needed to 
prepare some snacks for Colin since he had tennis classes that evening and would be famished by 
the time he got home. 

Falling back into reverie momentarily as she thought about her children, she began 
reminiscing about the past four years. She had been fairly content being alone since her divorce. 
She had begun to have a sense of independence and freedom, and felt that she was doing a pretty 
good job raising the kids. Yeah, the first couple of years were hell as she felt everything had been 
swept out from underneath her, but the past year she felt an enormous strength growing inside. 
She had had great support from her mom and brother and in dire times, they and the kids were 
what kept her going. She had been unexpectedly unemployed twice and struggled financially, but 
her mom and brother were there to help. And in spite of the difficulties that she had encountered, 
the kids seemed to have adjusted well to the divorce. She and her ex-husband had worked hard at 
making it as easy as possible for them. He had left the house to her and had found another one 
right around the corner so the kids could come and go as they pleased between the two homes. 
She had stayed there until she found it too difficult to keep up with the expenses of maintaining it 
and found a comfortable apartment close by. Thinking of the horror stories she had heard about 
some divorces made her toes curl. How could parents put their children in the middle of the 
battle that they had with each other? How could they use their children like ping pong balls to get 
back at one another? To Carla, it was just criminal...the behavior of some parents going through 
the throes of divorce. Pondering her good fortune, she had to admit that she was blessed in many 
ways.  

 



“What a day!” Nicole said as she bounced through the front door, her brother sauntering 
behind her. Colin, lugging his backpack and tennis racquet on his shoulder, said nothing as he 
walked past his mother and headed toward his room.  

“I guess I must be invisible!” Carla said, trying to appeal to her son’s distant behavior as she 
watched him enter his room and shut the door behind him.  

“So what’s wrong with him?” Carla asked, turning to her daughter with a puzzled look. 
“It’s that Algebra test he had today. You know that’s his most hated class.” 
“Ah, that’s right. It looks like he didn’t do too well based on how he’s acting. Well, we all 

have one subject that’s like our nemesis. It torments us. Mine was statistics in college. My 
professor was a former marine and he was tough. I felt so intimidated by him and I struggled so 
much just to get a C.” 

“Mom, you made a C in school?” Nicole quipped, knowing how important education was to 
her mother. 

“Yes, my only one! I was so mad at that teacher. His name was Professor Mog. I worked so 
hard and he wouldn’t curve grades at all. Anyway, it didn’t stop me from graduating with 
honors. I won’t ask Colin about his test for now. Maybe after his tennis lessons, he’ll feel better. 
They always seem to boost his ego since he’s been doing so well on the varsity team this year.  

“Colin!” Carla yelled out. “It’s tennis night!! But please do your homework first!”  
“Yeah Mom, I know!” was the teenage smart aleck response that came through the closed 

door and echoed down the hallway.  
“And how was your day?” Carla asked, directing her attention to her daughter.  
“Cool! Our music class is putting on a play, Romeo and Juliet, and I’m trying out for the 

lead.” Well, Carla thought, as dramatic as Nicole is, she’d be perfect for the role. “I need to go 
practice my lines for the audition,” Nicole said, giving a quick peck on her mom’s cheek as she 
swished past her toward her room.  

“Don’t forget to do your homework first!”  
“Yeah Mom, I know!” Nicole said with the same smart aleck reply as her teenage brother. 
Carla had received tamales she had ordered at work from one of her colleagues. His 

daughter’s soccer team was raising money by selling tamales that had been made by one of the 
soccer moms. They came packaged in batches of six, which was perfect for a snack to give Colin 
before his tennis lesson. Carla popped one of the packages in the microwave for three minutes, 
then removed the plastic wrap from the steaming beef tamales. They smelled delicious! Putting 
them on a plate with some red seedless grapes, she grabbed a bottle of root beer and a couple of 
napkins and placed everything on the dining table.  

“Colin!” Carla called out as she approached his bedroom door. “Come eat something before 
your lesson!”  

As she turned to walk back to the kitchen, Colin opened his door and stepped out of his 
room. He was wearing a dark blue and white tennis outfit with his tennis bag flung over his 
shoulder. 

“What did you make?” Colin asked, a bit less distant. 
“Beef tamales that were being sold at work for a fundraiser.” 
“Cool! Thanks Mom.” 
“You’re welcome Colin.” Both walked together to the kitchen, Carla gently resting her hand 

on her son’s shoulder. 



“I’m sorry I was such an ogre,” Colin said as he cast his eyes slightly downward in 
resignation. “A couple of things have been bothering me and the stupid Algebra test didn’t help 
much today!” 

“Colin, I know how much you struggle in Algebra. Just keep doing the best you can...that’s 
all I ask for. I know I nag you sometimes when your grades aren’t what I expect them to be. I 
just know you’re such an intelligent kid and you just need to apply yourself more when you’re 
having trouble, much like you do in tennis. You’ll be going to college before you know it and 
you need to be prepared.” 

“I know,” he said as he sat down in front of the plate his mom prepared. 
Colin had shot up like a weed at the beginning of the year. He was in that typical 16-year old 

gawky stage, where his muscles hadn’t filled out yet in proportion with his height. And even 
though his appetite was voracious, it seemed like the food he ate just evaporated, never reaching 
the cells of his body. He was forever hungry. 

“This hits the spot!” Colin said, licking his fingers after inhaling the last tamale and washing 
it down with the final swallow of his root beer. Jumping up from the table, he rushed by his mom 
and headed toward the front door. 

“Hey, wait a minute, sir!” Carla called out. “Put your dishes in the sink.” 
“Whatever!” Colin responded smugly, returning to the table and carrying his empty plate to 

the sink. “I need to get to my tennis lessons!” 
“You’re not going to be late just because you have to put your dish in the sink,” Carla 

retorted, rolling her eyes and smirking at her son’s characteristic teenage resistance. “By the 
way, we’re having your favorite dish tonight for dinner.” 

“Cornish hen, Italian peas and rice?” 
“Yep!”  
Awesome!” Colin said, closing the door behind him. 
As she heard him lock the door from outside, pleasant memories filled her mind. She 

remembered breastfeeding him when he was an infant. How she adored doing that. She had 
vowed to breastfeed as long as she possibly could. She would bring her breast pump to work, and 
during lunch she would go into the bathroom to try to squeeze as much milk out of her as she 
could. Fortunately work was only five minutes away from home, so at times she would go home 
for lunch for a more relaxing attempt at milking herself. But although her intentions were good, 
she got frustrated with the routine and after two months of pumping, she quit. Of course, there 
was the usual maternal guilt that she wasn’t doing enough for her young son, but her doctor 
assured her that putting her child on formula was not the “end of the world,” as she felt. Ah yes, 
how easily she could overreact, especially about the trials of new motherhood.  

Thinking again about Colin, Carla smiled as she remembered how as an infant he would give 
himself hickies on his arm as he laid on his belly with his head lifted. His back was strong and 
how he always seemed to be smiling. She remembered how she looked back in retrospect after 
she had Nicole and thought how easy a baby he was compared with his sister. Although he was a 
bit passive aggressive now, he was nothing like his sister, the drama queen! Where Colin was 
very content to stay in her belly for two weeks after he was due, Nicole came a week early 
announcing to the world that she was here! And she hadn’t slowed down since. 

 
  

Six 
Later on that afternoon and evening 



 
As Carla stood in front of her daughter’s closed door, she thought she heard two voices 

speaking. Listening a little more closely, she realized it was her daughter playing two roles as she 
practiced her lines for the school play. It was the all-too-familiar scene...“Oh Romeo, Romeo, 
Where for art thou, Romeo...” Such passion flowed from her teenage daughter as she recited both 
her lines and those of Romeo’s. Carla smiled as she thought how easily it would be for Nicole to 
play either role, or any character of the play, for that matter. She was a natural born actress and it 
was so easy for her to flit from one personality to another, which made her very versatile. Nicole 
was always on stage as she marched through life with her head held high and her sights on 
whatever pursuit she was interested in at the moment. Carla saw so much of her own ambitions 
in her daughter. In fifth grade, Carla had tried out for the lead role in her school’s annual play, 
“The Cowboy on the Moon.” She had done the same as her daughter...closing herself in her room 
for hours, reciting the lines, determined to get the part. She had, like her daughter, been awarded 
the role and for weeks after, would isolate herself, practicing her lines over and over until she 
knew them inside and out. She remembered how her mom, years later, would reminisce about 
those times. 

“Carla,” she would say, “Do you remember when you were trying out for June in...what was 
the play called...Cowboy in...?” 

“Cowboy on the Moon, Mom,” she had replied to her mom’s recall attempt.  
“That’s right!” her mom would continue. “I remember listening to you in your bed before 

you fell asleep. It was as if you had been transported to the moon where you were no longer my 
daughter, but a young girl named June. It was such a delight hearing you...you were so driven 
and so focused on your role.” 

And now Carla was living the same experience with her daughter. She was seeing the same 
perseverance in her daughter as she had always had. But there was one big difference between 
her and her daughter. Nicole thrived on being surrounded by people and a high level of activity. 
She was very gregarious and her spirits typically remained high when she was around a lot of 
commotion. On the other hand, although she had developed an extroverted persona, Carla was 
more reserved and preferred more intimate settings. Too much outer stimulation often 
overwhelmed her. How she loved to withdraw to the confines of her own place to read or write 
when she felt overly stressed from too much exposure to outside hubbub. Even her job helped to 
eliminate much of the stress that one would normally feel in a work environment. Her 
comfortable office, her laid back boss, the family-oriented mindset, the friendly colleagues...all 
were reasons why she enjoyed her job so much even though the pay could’ve been better. It 
helped to keep her life simple and reasonably stress free, and God knows, she felt that she 
deserved it after the struggles she had had after the divorce.  

Back in front of her laptop, Carla picked up the chapter in her book she’d been working on 
and continued for about an hour. When she looked at the clock, it was almost 5:15 and time to 
put the Cornish hen in the oven since Colin would be home somewhere between 6:15 and 6:30. 
The meal was a simple one to prepare but the kids loved it. She simply removed the skin and fat 
from the hen and placed it in a glass pan coated with a thin layer of olive oil. Sprinkling it with 
an all-purpose seasoning and dabs of butter, it went in the oven for the allotted time while she 
prepared lightly salted jasmine rice and peas sautéed with onions in olive oil. It had become a 
regular weekly meal, most often on Mondays.  

After setting the table, Carla quietly eased her way back to Nicole’s bedroom, not wanting to 
disturb her if she was still practicing for the play. As she approached the door, she heard her 



daughter chit chatting with one of her friends on the phone. Good, she thought to herself. I can 
work another half hour on my book.  

The chapter on women’s conflict was almost done. It seemed so easy to write since she had 
just read a lengthy well-researched study about it and the topic was still very fresh in her mind. 
She had quoted passages from The Cinderella Complex that placed emphasis on points she 
wished to make. 

Just as she was rereading the last part she had written, she heard the front door swing open. 
“Where’s dinner? I’m starved!” Colin shouted out.  
Carla quickly saved her file and bounded out into the living room. “Hey sweetie, how were 

your lessons?”  
“Awesome! I’m just awesome!” Colin bragged as he threw his tennis bag on the burgundy 

and gold tapestry upholstered couch and strutted toward the dining table. 
“That’s great Colin. Glad you had such a good evening.” She knew how her son would swing 

back and forth between doom and gloom and triumph. It was good to hear that he had had a night 
of triumph. “Before you sit, put your tennis bag in your room! You know how I feel about 
throwing your things around like that,” Carla said firmly, staring at Colin with the “evil eye” as 
he lumbered back to the couch and grabbed his tennis bag. 

“Whatever Mom!” he answered, rolling his eyes as he shuffled to his room and tossed his 
bag at the foot of the chair that was home to all his clothes. When Carla had argued with him to 
put his clothes away, his excuse was always that it was so much easier to just pull his clothes off 
the chair than to search through his drawers for everything. “How lazy can you be!” Carla would 
say to him. “Yep, Mom, I am. I won’t deny it.” However, Carla was determined to get him to 
change his messy adolescent ways or at least to convince him that while he was living under her 
roof, he would have to respect some of her demands. “I should send you to live with your uncle,” 
she would sometimes say jokingly. “He’d rid you of your slovenliness.” Joseph, her brother, had 
always been immaculate. Sometimes she thought that his house was cleaner than hers.  

She did have to admit that there had been some recent progress when she and Colin actually 
cleaned out his drawers and closet and got rid of tons of old clothes that she donated to the local 
ministry. Her hope was that as he got older, he would start taking pride in his belongings more 
and take care of them. Was this just another fantasy of hers? She smiled as she went into the 
kitchen to get the food from atop the stove. After cutting the Cornish hens in half, she carefully 
carried the three dishes in two trips and placed them on trivets in the center of the table. All three 
remained in the pans she cooked them in since it was only her and the children and there was no 
need to be formal. 

“Nicole,” Carla shouted out. “Time to eat!” 
After a few moments, Nicole’s door opened and her daughter glided toward the dining table 

with her cell phone glued to her ear. 
“Come on Nicole,” she repeated. “Let’s eat before the food gets cold.” Colin had already sat 

down in his chair, looking ready to pounce on the food as if it were his prey. 
“Yeah, Nicole. Come on!” he echoed. “I’m hungry and I don’t want to wait. Mom, can you 

please serve me one of the Cornish hens since they’re closest to you?” he asked, lifting his plate 
toward Carla. She nodded as she placed two halves on his plate. There were two more halves that 
she and Nicole would share. 

Nicole scowled, gesturing as if to say “Just hold on a minute!” “Yeah, I’ll call you back after 
dinner,” she said into the phone before folding it shut and laying it on the table close to her seat. 
“Man, you both need to cool it!” she exclaimed as she slid into her chair. “That was Peter, the 



guy who’s trying out for Romeo in our play. We’re trying to coordinate a time tomorrow to 
practice the roles before the audition. We’re not going to lose out to anyone.” 

“So who else is trying out for Juliet?” her brother asked, curious to know who else would 
have the courage to audition against Nicole. He knew that there was no other girl at school that 
he knew of who could top his sister as “drama queen.” She was the diva of divas! 

“Do you remember that shy mousy girl, Becca, who somehow went from a moth to a 
butterfly this year? New makeover, new hairdo, no glasses, contact lens, new wardrobe. She’s 
completely transformed into something somewhat shocking. I’ll admit that she’s proving to be 
competition for me. I’m afraid that the teacher may give her the role just ‘cause she thinks it may 
be a way of helping to build Becca’s confidence even more. Becca was so timid and she was so 
teased by other students last year. Mom, can you please pass the hen?” 

After each dish was passed among the hungry trio, the conversation continued. 
“Do you really think that your teacher would do that?” Carla asked concerned. She knew 

how badly her daughter wanted to play Juliet and how melodramatic Nicole would become if she 
didn’t get the part. 

“I don’t know. I guess I’m being paranoid.” 
“As usual!” Colin retorted. 
“Oh, you shut up!” 
“All right, you two! Let’s just enjoy a peaceful, tasty meal tonight. Nicole, I’m sure you’ll 

get the part. No one is better suited for it,” Carla asserted. 
“Yeah, no one is as dramatic as you!” Colin said sarcastically. 
“Colin, that’s enough!” Carla said, thinking to herself that there was some truth to what her 

son said. Nicole was quite good at theatrics, on stage and off. 
“So Colin, tell us about your tennis lessons tonight,” Carla said, turning to her son to change 

the subject. 
“Man, I was awesome! I kicked butt during the entire group lesson, and then during my 

private lesson, I was even a challenge for my coach. We played a couple of sets and I beat him in 
one of ‘em.” 

“I’m so glad you’ve been enjoying tennis so much. This is the first time I’ve ever seen you 
really pursue anything for any length of time and with such determination.” Carla was really 
pleased that her son had been so diligent with tennis as she knew how easily bored he could get 
with things. 

“Hey, I want to go to the John Newcombe’s tennis academy this summer. You have to go for 
at least three weeks. I know I’ve been to several of their camps, but those were more for fun. The 
academy is for the more serious student.” 

“That’s fine with me, but remember, you still have to take one class in summer school so 
pick the weeks that don’t interfere with that.” 

 “That’s cool. We’ll make it work.” 
Silence followed as everyone ate their meal. All that was heard were the clinking of the forks 

and knives on their plates as they either cut their hen or scooped up peas and rice. 
“Delicious meal, Mom,” Colin said, licking his lips and wiping his hands on his shorts. 
“Colin, use your napkin!” Carla said sternly. “I don’t know where you learned your manners. 

You certainly didn’t learn such poor etiquette from me.” 
“I know. You never taught me any manners!” Colin answered back, sniggering as he got up 

from the table. 



“Get your dishes and put them in the sink, please! Don’t know how many times I have to say 
that before it sticks.” 

“Probably forever!” Nicole chimed in as Colin grudgingly picked up his dishes. 
“Who asked you?” her brother blurted, glaring at his sister.  
“All right you two! Geez, you’re always primed for a fight. I do hope as you get older, you’ll 

stop bickering all the time and learn to love and appreciate one another.” 
“Yeah, right Mom!” Colin said as he headed toward his room. Nicole looked at her mom 

with an expression that resonated “Not on your life will I ever be close to my brother!” 
 Carla let out a heavy sigh as she and Nicole picked up their dishes and carried them together 

to the kitchen. Carla rinsed off the dishes that had accumulated in the sink and put them in the 
dishwasher. Since there were enough for a full load, she put some dish detergent in the dispenser 
and turned the dishwasher on. The low rumbling noise of the water filling up muffled the sound 
of Nicole flinging the refrigerator door open and digging around for a fudge ice cream bar. 

“I need to go finish my homework now,” Nicole said, ripping the paper off the ice cream bar 
and tossing it in the garbage bag under the sink.  

“Are you sure you’re not just going into your room to talk with your friends again?” Carla 
asked staring at her daughter with a disbelieving look. She knew how much time her daughter 
spent talking on the phone with her friends. Fortunately, most of them had the same phone 
provider so the calls were free. She remembered once many years before when she first got her 
cell phone and she was working 45 minutes away from work. Bored during the drive home, she 
would call her friends just to talk. And then she got the phone bill one month: $645 in phone call 
charges! Needless to say, she cut down her calls but also bumped her phone plan to a higher 
level with more minutes. What was originally a purchase for emergencies turned into an 
addiction. Now she had a family plan and both her children had their own cell phones. She didn’t 
even have a land line at home. 

“No, I have English homework to finish,” Nicole replied. “I need to finish my rough draft 
about The Great Gatsby.” 

They parted ways, Nicole to her room and she to her study to check her emails. She hoped 
that she might have one from Jean-Paul, but she knew there wasn’t any reason for him to send 
one right now since there wasn’t really anything to discuss. They had completed the article and 
he said he would contact her when he knew when he was coming to Houston. She didn’t expect 
that to happen for at least a couple of weeks. 

Carla continued to ponder about him. What did he look like? Did he look like the image she 
had in her mind? Did she really even have an image of what he might look like? She would find 
out in a few short weeks. 

 
  



  
Seven 

Tuesday evening 
 
It was salsa night! Carla had recently begun taking salsa lessons after her long sabbatical 

from dancing. Having been a ballet dancer when she was young, dancing had always been a part 
of Carla’s soul. She had trained for 10 years to become a professional ballet dancer, with her 
high school years spent at High School for the Performing and Visual Arts. The students used to 
call it PVA for short. She remembered how the counselor at the school had encouraged her to 
take the SAT exam “just in case” and how she had argued with the counselor exclaiming “I’m 
going to be a dancer! Why do I need to take the SAT?” The counselor had ended up winning the 
discussion and Carla ended up going to Southern Methodist University in Dallas the following 
year. “But certainly not to get a four-year degree,” she had explained to the counselor and to her 
parents, stating that she only wanted to experience what it was like to go to college before she 
joined a ballet company.  

She chose SMU since it wasn’t far from home and it had a decent dance department. During 
the one year she attended, she had even received the great honor of being the only lower 
“classperson” to perform in the school performances the year that she attended. Typically, only 
juniors and seniors were allowed to perform, but she was singled out from the other freshmen 
and sophomores to be part of the annual dance concert.  

After her self-proclaimed “experience of college,” she then spent two years at a dance 
academy in Florida, where she was under the instruction of Mrs. T., or “little Hitler,” as the 
students called the owner of the school, because of her Draconian style of teaching. Of course, 
“little” wasn’t exactly an appropriate description since Mrs. T. was about 300 pounds. One could 
ask how she could teach carrying so much weight. When she got on the dance floor, she flitted 
around like an elephant floating on air. Granted, she wasn’t as graceful as a swan might be, but 
her instruction was as rigorous as it was brutal, and she knew how to produce fine young 
dancers.  

After her two-year stint at the academy, Carla returned home with the goal of auditioning for 
ballet companies. Instead, she decided to quit dancing all together and go to college. So it 
seemed that the counselor was right after all! 

It was at University of Houston where she met her husband and immediately after she 
graduated, she got married. Four years later she had her first child, and the next year, her second. 
Dancing was lost to marriage and motherhood, until 2003 when an old dance friend of hers from 
high school sent her a Christmas card. They hadn’t talked in at least ten years and when they 
reconnected, she found out that her jazz teacher from high school had started teaching again.  

“Johannes is back?!” Carla exclaimed when she heard the news. Johannes had been her 
dream teacher when she was sixteen years old. He was only ten years older than she was but he 
was a phenomenal teacher. He had started a small civic dance company in which Carla had 
performed some of the lead roles in her latter year of high school. Having become more 
intimately involved with jazz dancing, Carla had even choreographed a jazz piece for her senior 
recital at school instead of a ballet number, which most expected that she would.  

 Carla was so excited about getting back to dancing, especially with Johannes. She didn’t 
want to take ballet lessons. She loved the grace and poise of classical ballet, but she didn’t want 
to engage in the rigors of the technique, not at her age.  



But jazz, that was another story...and especially taking lessons with Johannes. He hadn’t 
changed his style a bit and jazz was exactly what she wanted at this stage of her life...a dance 
form that was less restrictive, a form that allowed her to dance more freely and feel less 
inhibited. Johannes’s classes often carried a Latin flare exuding sensuality, which, at 40 years 
old, Carla loved.  

She continued with jazz classes until her cherished teacher was offered a job in another state 
the following year. Saddened, she withdrew from taking any other classes and focused more on 
exercising at the gym instead. Until one day about three months back, when she and a colleague 
started talking about taking salsa lessons...what fun it would be and how it might be a good way 
to meet new people, especially at SSQQ, the most popular dance studio in town, which 
proclaimed that it was the romance capital in town. And since Carla loved to dance, she decided 
to take class. The kids were at their dad’s on Tuesday evenings so she made that her salsa night. 
Her colleague never made it to the studio no matter how much prodding from Carla. So she gave 
up and just joined herself. 

 “Hey Ken, let’s practice,” Carla called out to one of her “regular” partners at the studio, 
which was the merging of two adjacent office suites that the owner had transformed into four 
wooden-floored dance rooms. It was an old building and the plumbing and air conditioning were 
always in need of repair, but the studio was highly animated and full of vitality as each dance 
room was always filled with 30 to 60 students each night with music reverberating throughout. In 
each class, two to three lines of partners would extend the length of a room. Typically the 
women would stay in place while the men would move down the lines switching partners after 
practicing each step. This way, one learned how to dance with a variety of partners. However, 
Carla had her favorite dancers that she practiced with during warm-up and breaks, and Ken was 
one of them. 

“Cool! I could use some practice with the steps we learned last week. Need to work on 
making them flow, if ya know what I mean!” Ken responded as he swayed back and forth as if 
he were moving to the music with an invisible partner. “I’m sure you love this combination since 
it has so many turns in it!” he said as he grabbed Carla in his arms and spun her around. Because 
of her dance background, Carla tended to pick up the steps quickly and had little difficulty with 
the turns, which were numerous. Her dance motto was “turn me and spin me and I’m a happy 
camper.”  

Although she had so much fun just taking the classes, she also found that she thoroughly 
enjoyed helping the guys in class when they seemed to be struggling with the steps. The classes 
were much more of a challenge for them since they had to lead the ladies. So if one of the guys 
that she was dancing with looked frustrated or embarrassed that he couldn’t remember the steps, 
she would gently guide them through the practice, even though she knew that she was supposed 
to let them lead. There were those who would get snippy with her and tell her that they were 
supposed to lead. Perhaps it bruised their male ego a bit. But most often, they were grateful for 
her help.  

“Carla, you should be one of the teachers,” Mohamed, one of the newer students in the class, 
had told her in the previous week’s class. 

“Mo, that’s sweet of you. I really appreciate that. You know, I’ve thought about it.” She 
remembered how his comment had really lifted her spirits that evening since the idea of teaching 
at the studio had crossed her mind often since she had always enjoyed teaching when she was a 
dancer. In fact, in hindsight, she thought that she should have focused on teaching and 
choreography instead of performing when she was younger, since she may not have quit if she 



had done so. But life happens as it does and one never knows where it will lead her. She might 
have still been more involved with dancing than she was over the subsequent years. She felt that 
she was quite good at teaching and choreographing, but didn’t think anything of it at the time. 
She wanted to be a performer through all the years of training. But then when it came time for 
auditioning for companies, she knew that she was artistic but didn’t really have the physical 
stamina it took to be the dancer that she dreamed of being. So she quit.  

“You’d really be good.” 
“That’s flattering Mo. Thanks. You’ve made my evening!” Carla had smiled at the 30-

something Arab-American man who was determined to learn how to salsa. He was fairly new in 
town and had learned about the studio through a colleague. Carla looked at him grinning 
inwardly as she sensed that he was also hoping to meet his mate there. 

“OK class! Time to start!” a voice belted from the doorway, struggling to be heard over the 
blaring music. 

Carla turned toward the door and for a brief moment stood in awe. She had heard that a 
former instructor had returned to the studio and that there was nothing but accolades about his 
teaching as well as his professional dancing. Johannes had frequently talked about what a superb 
instructor he was, as they had been friends for a very long time. But nobody had told her he was 
also drop dead gorgeous. He was about six feet tall, dark brown hair, dark brown eyes to match, 
and a perfectly sculpted body that moved lithely as he approached the front of the class. 

“Okay Carla,” Ken whispered in her ear. “You can stop gawking now!” Ken nudged her, 
chuckling at her reaction. “And don’t get any ideas. He’s married.” 

“Oh, hush!” Carla retorted, smacking Ken’s arm, trying to pretend that she hadn’t been 
ogling the teacher. “Darn,” Carla thought. Another married man! Her thoughts turned to Jean-
Paul who she had become so attracted to, even though she didn’t even know what he looked like. 

“For those of you who don’t know me,” the teacher began. “My name is Rafael and I will be 
your instructor for this month’s class.” Classes were scheduled monthly with each session having 
different combinations of steps taught. 

“Welcome back, Rafael,” chimed several voices in unison. “It’s so great to have you teaching 
again!” one of the female students exclaimed. 

“Thanks Olga, it’s great to be back.” 
 
The class was the best that Carla had had since she started the lessons. Was it because of 

Rafael’s appeal? Was it because he was just a darn good teacher? Was it because Carla was 
having an “on night?” Carla determined that it was all of the above. Her turns were on, she easily 
glided through the steps with her partners, her hips were “well oiled” and the music carried her to 
Cuba as she imagined herself to be dancing in the streets much like in the second Dirty Dancing 
movie, Havana Nights. 

“Nice,” Rafael said to her when she reached him in the line to practice the steps he had just 
taught them. Rafael worked the lines also so that he could observe the ladies’ technique. 

“Thank you,” Carla responded, feeling her heart flutter and her face get slightly flushed. 
“What’s your name?” he asked smiling.  
“Carla.” 
“You seem to have a natural knack for dancing,” he said, nodding his head. 
“I was a ballet dancer for many years.” 
“Next partner!” he shouted out. “It shows,” he said as he released his grip from Carla. 
“Thank you for your kind words,” Carla said as she waited for the men to switch partners. 



“Well, well,” Ken said when he reached her again after moving down the lines. “What did he 
say to make you blush?” Ken asked teasingly. 

“Would you get over yourself?” Carla snapped. “If you must know, he complimented me on 
my natural dance abilities!” 

“Yeah, whatever! I could see how you were enjoying the heck out of dancing with him and 
how you wished that you could do more than just that little two-second practice.” 

“Oh my God!” were Carla’s last words before “Next partner!” bellowed again above the 
music and all the men moved again to their right. 

 
“OK guys and gals. Class is over, but as always, you have the studio for another hour to 

practice what you learned tonight. Practice, practice, practice! That’s the only way you’re going 
to learn,” Rafael asserted. “And don’t forget about the salsa dance party this Saturday night! It 
starts at 9:30 and don’t expect it to end until time for the rooster to crow. As always, bring your 
favorite dish and your best dancing shoes. Drinks will be provided.”  

Carla bent over to stretch her lower back, which had become a bit sore from the class. 
“Hey, are you gonna go?” Ken asked Carla as she lifted up from her “upside down” position. 

“They’re a lot of fun and you haven’t gone to any since you started lessons here.” 
“Yeah, I know. I always have some excuse not to,” Carla responded wryly. 
“A group of us typically stay for an hour or so and then head over to Taco Milagro for the 

rest of the evening.” 
“I have the kids this weekend.” 
“Excuses, excuses!” 
“Hey, I’m serious. But I promise that the next time there’s a party, I’ll make sure I don’t have 

the kids and I’ll go.” 
“Yeah, we’ll see,” Ken said with a disbelieving smirk. “You really don’t know what you’re 

missing.”  
“I know. I’m sure I would have a blast.” Carla had become accustomed to being alone and 

not going out much, but next time she decided that she would make herself get out. 
 

  



  
Eight 

Monday morning, two weeks later 
 
Just as Carla sat down with her morning cup of green tea to look over her work schedule for 

the day, her phone rang at her desk. To her great surprise and delight, it was Jean-Paul. 
“Bonjour Carla. Comment vas tu?” She loved when he spoke French. Since they had last 

spoken, she had seriously considered taking French lessons. She had called L’Alliance Française 
to see when their next class would be. She had also talked to her mom about teaching her. Her 
mom was very open to doing so and said that she would gather a set of first year French books 
from school. She had collected several extra sets that the French publishing vendors had sent her 
when she was evaluating new books for the new year. Then it was just a matter of arranging a 
suitable time for both. 

“Bonjour Jean-Paul. Ça va bien. Et tu?” 
“I’m doing well, thank you. I just wanted to call you and let you know that everyone loved 

your article. I’m going to send you an email that I received from another sales manager. He 
praised the story, claiming that it’s made me a star within the company. And it’s all because of 
you, madame!” 

“Didn’t I tell you that you’d be a shining star?” Carla exclaimed. “But it’s not because of me. 
I only told the story based on what you related to me. You did all the work behind the story.” 
There was something about Jean-Paul that she sensed. Along with his spunky personality and 
great sense of humor, he seemed like such a brilliant man. Just through the few conversations 
they had had, she could tell that he must be very successful in his position. “Jean-Paul, what 
exactly do you do?” 

“I’m a regional sales and marketing manager for all of Europe.” 
“Wow! I bet that you travel a lot then.” 
“Yes, a great deal. Tomorrow I leave for three days for Italy, Morocco, and the UK to see 

clients. Then in two weeks I’ll come to the states, remember?” By the intonation of his voice, 
Carla felt that he was smiling as he said “remember.” But maybe she was just getting lost again 
in one of her fantasies. There you go again, Carla, she said to herself. Remember, he’s a married 
man. Plus, he lives 5,000 miles away. Oh what a story that would be. Girl falls for married guy 
who lives across the ocean. And she didn’t even know what he looked like! 

“Yes, of course I remember. Do you still wish to meet for tea or something?” 
“I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I must meet this delightful lady who has elevated me to 

stardom.” 
“That’s what I was hired to do!” Carla quipped. “You know, perhaps we should exchange 

pictures so there isn’t the ‘shock factor’ when we do meet. It’s always interesting to actually 
meet someone after talking with them on the phone. I don’t know about you, but I tend to create 
an image in my mind of what a person is like based on their voice and personality. 
Unfortunately, I’ve never been very accurate in my mental creations.” Carla laughed, thinking 
about the man she had spoken with for a month and how she had been so attracted to his voice, 
and when she met him, how let down she was. 

“So what image do you have of me?” Jean-Paul asked inquisitively. 
“Well, I can’t say that I envision the color of your hair or eyes, or your height or weight, but I 

would say cute, playful, young at heart, and charming. Ah, but perhaps I shouldn’t use the word 
‘cute’ since men like to be called handsome and virile,” Carla said giggling. 



“I will tell you that I don’t mind being called cute. And I’m pleased that you have that image 
of me. Thank you, lovely lady.” Carla could sense his flirtatiousness and she questioned it, even 
though she was enthralled by it. “And you, I sense to be a delightful, vivacious woman with 
much passion in her heart. As for your appearance, it could only match your personality.” Oh, 
Carla thought. He exudes European charm.  

“Maybe we should just put big signs in front of us with our names on them...you know how 
they do in airports!” Although she found her comment to be somewhat humorous, Carla tried to 
shift the direction of the conversation seemed to be taking. “Married” and “wife” kept popping 
up in her head and she was afraid that it was going a bit too far, although she was really taking 
great pleasure in it since she hadn’t enjoyed this type of conversation with a man in a while.  

“You know, that just might be the right thing to do,” Jean-Paul replied laughing. 
“When exactly will you be coming to town?” 
“I’ll arrive in one week from Tuesday and will be returning the following Sunday. I’ll call 

you when I’m in the city.” 
“Sounds like a plan!” 
“Ah bientôt, Carla. I look forward to meeting you.” 
“The feeling is mutual, Jean-Paul.” Carla hung up the phone and sighed. What a crazy 

situation. What the heck was going on in her head? This man was 5,000 miles away, he was 
married...and she was falling for him...or at least for an image that she had begun to create in her 
mind. She had done this before. Come on Carla, don’t go there again. You’ve done this before 
and you know what happened. 

There was a knock on her door. Her boss was peeking through her window. Carla gestured 
for her to come in. 

“Just saying ‘good morning,’” her boss said as she opened the door and poked her head in.  
“Good morning,” Carla responded, inwardly smiling. Yes indeed, it was a good morning! 
 

  



  
Nine 

Saturday morning, two weeks later 
 
Jean-Paul had called Carla Thursday morning immediately after his first meeting of the day. 

They had talked briefly and had decided to meet Saturday for breakfast in the restaurant of the 
hotel where he was staying. The hotel was a landmark in the heart of the city and had recently 
been completely renovated. The original Warwick Hotel had been built in 1925. It was 
surrounded by a number of museums, and its neighbors included the renowned Texas Medical 
Center, Rice University and the Miller Outdoor Theater. It had a rich history and heritage with a 
distinct old-world charm. When Hotel ZaZa purchased it in 2006, it was transformed into an 
urban resort. The hotel’s motto was that it be the stage upon which every guest was its star, and 
that each guest would have a mystical, theatrical, memorable experience staying there. It was 
trendy and glamorous and attracted the wealthy, celebrities, celebrity “wannabe’s”, trendsetters 
and fun-lovers. It touted itself as a premier boutique hotel that would inspire its patrons with the 
spirit of escape to faraway lands. Carla was somewhat surprised that Jean-Paul’s company had 
put him up there considering the hotel’s extravagance and what she considered the conservative 
nature of the chemicals industry in which Jean-Paul worked.  

“Can you please direct me to the Monarch Restaurant?” Carla asked the concierge. Looking 
around, she was in awe of the magnificence of the hotel’s foyer. It was equally opulent and 
exotic with its zebra-skin chairs, crystal chandeliers, gold-lamé draped posts, rich earth-toned 
walls, and tall tropical plants poised strategically throughout.  

“Certainly. It is past the posts to your right.” 
“Thank you,” Carla responded. “This is an incredible hotel.” 
“Thank you, madame. I do hope you enjoy your meal. And if there is anything you need, 

please let us know.” Carla nodded her head and smiled as she turned in the direction of the 
restaurant. 

As she walked toward her destiny, she could feel butterflies growing in her stomach. She was 
so nervous about meeting Jean-Paul just as she knew she would be. She had tried to convince 
herself that this was just a simple meeting with a client and nothing more, but as often as was the 
case, her logic was overpowered by her emotions. Her interactions with Jean-Paul had not been 
like any others with any of her other clients. Their conversations had been very entertaining, but 
had also begun to teeter on the edge of provocative. He was just so charming and witty and 
intelligent. And married! There you go Carla, all the reason to make this get together nothing 
more than a casual business encounter. 

She looked down at the outfit she was wearing to make sure everything was in place. Yeah 
right! You’re really dressed for a simple casual business encounter. The ivory blouse softly 
trimmed in lace showed off her sloping shoulders and slender neck. She had bought the blouse 
several years ago and had never worn it. When she put it on that morning, she wondered what 
took her so long to finally wear it. It radiated femininity with its delicate seed pearl buttons and 
touches of lace. Flowing from her waist was an olive green linen skirt and her feet sported tan 
sandals that displayed her newly painted toenails. Pearl drop earrings hung from her ear lobes 
and a custom-made bracelet of Swarovski crystals encircled her wrist. 

She walked through double glass doors into the restaurant, which was rich in wood, color and 
fabric. She had never been in such an elegant hotel restaurant before and the warm ambiance 
enveloped her. She peered out the wall of windows that flanked the far side of the restaurant’s 



expansive bar with its heavy wooden tables, matching wood and leather chairs, deep maroon 
posts and floor-length brown velvet curtains. The Monarch Terrace, just outside the windows, 
overlooked Main Street and the Mecom Fountains, which marked the entrance to Hermann Park, 
one of Houston’s oldest public green spaces.  

As she approached the hostess, she heard her name called from behind.  
“Carla, is that you?” Carla recognized the thick French accent. 
As she turned around to address the voice from behind, she shuddered. She took a deep 

breath as her heart thumped against the wall of her chest. She felt almost paralyzed. Jean-Paul 
stood before her with a radiating smile. He was dressed in khaki slacks, a pin-striped shirt, and a 
navy blue sport coat. He reached for her hands and with his translucent blue eyes gleaming at 
her, he leaned forward and kissed both of her cheeks...standard European protocol. She was 
trembling and hoped that he wasn’t able to sense her anxiety. 

 “Jean-Paul, it’s such a pleasure to meet you,” Carla managed to say without her voice 
quivering. “You don’t look anything like your picture. I don’t recognize you without your ski 
cap,” she joked, looking up at his shortly cropped sandy brown hair and trying to hide her shaken 
response at his appearance. Shortly after they had had their last conversation two weeks before, 
they had exchanged pictures, to alleviate the “shock factor” as Carla had so eloquently defined 
the possible reaction they might have when meeting for the first time. Of course, it really 
shouldn’t have mattered since this was supposed to be a “casual business meeting” as Carla kept 
trying to convince herself of.  

“And you are just as lovely as you are in your picture,” was Jean-Paul’s response, as he 
peered deeply into her eyes. Chills ran through her fingertips and up her arms, as if his touch had 
electrified her. “Shall we?”  

“Certainly,” Carla said, turning toward the hostess and making every attempt to calm herself 
inside. 

“This way, please,” the hostess said as she led them to their table. Jean-Paul gently placed his 
hand at the small of Carla’s back as they walked to a table near a window that overlooked the 
terrace, making her quiver inside. 

Jean-Paul stood by his chair waiting for Carla to be seated before he sat in his own. Such a 
gentleman, Carla thought as she watched him sit down. He seemed so refined. There was 
something so elegant and noble about him. She sighed quietly as she removed the silverware 
from her napkin and placed the napkin in her lap.  

“Christopher will be your waiter,” the hostess said once they were both settled. 
“Thank you,” Jean-Paul responded. As Carla looked up from her lap, she caught Jean-Paul 

staring at her and grinning. 
She cocked her head slightly to the side and furrowed her brow. “Why are you smiling?” she 

said a bit stiffly, since she was still flustered by the man that was sitting in front of her. She 
stared at him, examining every inch of his face, looking for other characteristics that were too 
familiar in her mind. 

“I’m smiling at you. You seem a bit nervous. There’s no need to be. I promise...I won’t bite!” 
 “Oh dear, I’ve always been an emotional person, but I didn’t think it would show that much! 

Geez, I guess I have something to work on when meeting clients for the first time. I probably 
wouldn’t be a good salesperson,” Carla said laughing, trying to make light of his comment and 
hoping to veer away from starting a conversation that she knew could easily become too 
personal. But she was having such a hard time keeping her eyes off of him. 



“So here we are at last,” Jean-Paul began. “I must say, this is a lovely hotel and what a 
pleasure to be surrounded by such beauty, inside and out.” He looked out the windows at the 
terrace and then back at Carla, and smiled.  

Carla felt her face flush. I can’t believe how nervous I am! she thought to herself. This is all 
just too strange! She didn’t notice the waiter approaching the table and jumped slightly when he 
spoke. 

“Good morning,” Christopher said, glancing first at Carla, then at Jean-Paul. ”Welcome to 
the Monarch. My name is Christopher and I will be serving you this morning. Would you care 
for something to drink?” he asked, again looking at Carla first. 

“Yes please, a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice would be nice,” Carla replied. 
“And you sir? What would be your pleasure?” Christopher said, turning toward Jean-Paul. 
“A cup of coffee, please.” 
“I will be right back with your juice and coffee,” Christopher said, leaving Carla and Jean-

Paul to return to their conversation. 
“So, dear Carla, tell me more about your two teenagers,” Jean-Paul asked, almost as if he 

knew what would put her at ease. “Boys? Girls?” 
“I have a 15-year old girl, Nicole, and a 16-year old boy, Colin. Nicole is my little drama 

queen. Poor thing, she’s just like her momma!” Carla said with a giggle. “She just received word 
that she’ll be playing the role of Juliet in Romeo and Juliet at school. It’s too funny how every 
night, I hear her practicing her lines as she lays in bed. It takes me back to sixth grade when I did 
the exact same thing.” 

“You seem to have so much creative talent in your family, you with your writing...your 
daughter with her acting. I’m impressed!” Jean-Paul said, nodding his head in admiration. “And 
Colin, what great talent does he have?” 

“He’s on the varsity tennis team at school and he’s doing quite well. He’s starting to apply 
for tennis scholarships for college. It sure would be nice if he gets one so my pocketbook isn’t 
completely depleted!” Carla laughed. “And you, tell me about your family.” She actually 
dreaded hearing about his family since she knew he would talk about his wife.  

“I also have two children but mine are a bit younger than yours and they’re both girls. You 
know, my thirteen-year old is similar to your daughter. She’s always on stage no matter what 
she’s doing. She loves to be the center of attention. My eleven-year old is the complete opposite. 
She’s a book worm and quite introverted, much like me.” 

“You introverted? I don’t think so!” Carla chuckled. “How can a man in your position be an 
introvert?” 

“Ah, I have a persona for the professional world to see, but that’s not the true me. I would 
much rather retire to a quiet place with a good book or be in my garden massaging the earth.” 
Christopher had approached the table with Carla’s juice and Jean-Paul’s coffee. 

“Thank you,” both said in unison as the waiter placed their beverages in front of them. 
“Are you ready to order?” Christopher asked, first turning to Carla. 
“Yes,” Carla said, looking down at her menu. “I would like the honey yogurt parfait, please.” 
“And you sir?” 
“Two eggs and French toast sound delicious.” 
“How would you like your eggs prepared?” 
“Poached would be fine.” 
“Okay, madame, you want a honey yogurt parfait and sir, two eggs and French toast. Is there 

anything else I can help you with?” 



“That is all, thank you,” Jean-Paul replied, nodding to the waiter. Turning his attention back 
to Carla, he peered into her eyes and grinned. “Only a parfait for you? Will that be enough?” 

“I have to maintain my girlish figure!” Carla responded flirtatiously. 
“But you’re so slender.”  
“Let’s just say I have a ballet dancer’s anorexic mindset and quite honestly, I feel fat at the 

moment,” Carla replied, wrinkling up her nose. “I was a dancer for many years and I guess I’ll 
never outgrow that mentality.” 

“You cease to amaze me, Carla. You’re a writer, a former dancer. What other hidden talents 
do you have that you’re keeping from me?” 

“Would you consider reading a talent?” Carla asked giggling. “That seems to be something 
we have in common. You said you enjoy reading. It’s one of my favorite pastimes, also. I love to 
snuggle under my covers in bed after a long day and get lost in the pages of a book,” Carla 
responded. “What type of books do you enjoy?” 

“I’ve recently begun a book about yoga. It’s a technique that I’ve enjoyed doing for years. It 
helps me to find a balance in the crazy life I lead.” 

“Jean-Paul, forgive me for saying this, but I never would have thought that you’d be 
interested in something like yoga.” Most of the men who Carla had ever communicated with or 
had gone out with typically worked out at the gym, played golf or tennis, or jogged. She was 
intrigued by Jean-Paul’s interest in something such as yoga.  

“It’s good for the soul,” he replied with a gleaming smile. “And what do you enjoy reading?” 
“Gosh, if you looked at my bookcases at home, you’d probably think that I was some sort of 

strange freak,” she responded laughing. “I love to read books about things like reincarnation, 
tarot, karmic healing, Reiki, Wicca, alternative medicine. But I love a good novel too, primarily 
love stories. I love Nicholas Sparks’ novels. They’re always such endearing stories about two 
people falling in love and enduring the trials and tribulations that go along with it. I guess I’m 
just a typical female...a hopeless romantic...or should I say, a hopeful romantic.” Carla found 
herself staring deeply into Jean-Paul’s eyes and when she realized she was becoming 
mesmerized by them, she looked away momentarily to break the spell. “I guess you could say 
that just as yoga is your means of balancing your life, reading about spiritual stuff and love 
stories helps to balance my life as a dry technical writer.” 

“Carla, your technical writing is by no means dry. Your article was superbly written and with 
a slight flare that made it very interesting,” Jean-Paul rebutted. 

“I really appreciate that. That’s kind of you. But much of my work over the past 20+ years as 
a technical writer has been writing user manuals. And that’s dry and boring!” 

“Ah yes. I can see how that can be dry. I must say, though, that you have a multi-faceted gift 
for writing,” Jean-Paul continued with his accolades. “You can write dry technical manuals and 
then turn right around and write articles that are so eloquent.” 

“Jean-Paul, please. You’re going to make my head swell with arrogance if you don’t stop!” 
Carla said sternly but playfully. “Changing the subject...when will you be leaving? Do you have 
time for me to show you some of the sites around here, if you haven’t already seen them this 
week?” 

“Actually, one of my colleagues was supposed to show me around town but he had a family 
emergency at the last minute and wasn’t able to. I don’t leave until around noon tomorrow. Let’s 
enjoy our wonderful breakfast so that you, lovely lady, can escort me around.” Feeling a twitter 
of excitement inside, Carla sensed a mutual elation in Jean-Paul. They continued their playful 



banter throughout breakfast. As they exited the restaurant, Jean-Paul took Carla’s hand in his, 
leading her through the foyer and out through the revolving glass doors at the front. 

Since the hotel was located in the museum district, there were a number of sites that Carla 
wanted to show Jean-Paul that were within walking distance. It was a sunshiny day and the 
beginning of spring revealed itself with flowers beginning to bloom and birds singing in 
harmony. What a perfect day to spend walking in the park and to the museums close by. They 
first made their way around the Mecom Fountains, pausing for a moment to drop a few pennies 
into the water. Carla then took Jean-Paul to the Butterfly Museum, the Museum of Natural 
Science and the Museum of Fine Arts. Afterward, they sat on the hill at the Miller Outdoor 
Theater, being kissed by the sun’s rays and talking about everything under the sun. Their next 
journey, which was a short drive from the theater, was to Rice University. Carla wanted to show 
Jean-Paul the beautiful majestic old trees canopying and protecting the magnificent old campus 
whose university charter was signed in 1891 and first classes were held in 1912. Entering 
through the noble gates of the campus, one felt like she was entering another era...the beauty of 
the neo-Byzantine style architecture and green and leafy wooded refuge expanding across nearly 
300 acres. The last two places she took him were to the Menil Collection, a cultural oasis of 
world-renowned art collections, and the birth home of Howard Hughes, Jr., which had become 
the headquarters for the theology department of the University of St. Thomas.  

When their stomachs started growling late in the afternoon, she recommended Nikos Nikos, a 
very popular yet casual Greek restaurant in the trendy Montrose district. Carla ordered her usual 
hummus and tabouli salad with pita bread while Jean-Paul enjoyed the gyros platter. Afterward, 
they traipsed down the street on the other side to Marble Slab, where they indulged in an orgy of 
their favorite ice cream.  

It was a little after 7:00 p.m. when they returned to the hotel, exhausted from all the day’s 
activities. As they stood in the hotel foyer, Jean-Paul reached out and took Carla’s hands in his 
own. 

“Carla, it was truly a pleasure spending this time with you. I am so very grateful for your 
generosity in showing me around today.” 

“I also had a lovely time today,” Carla replied, saddened because it was coming to an end. 
She had so enjoyed the day. She felt so comfortable around him, as if she had known him for 
years...it was such an odd feeling since, other than a few phone conversations, she had really 
only just met him. 

Still holding her hands, Jean-Paul leaned his head slightly to one side and smiled. “Would 
you like to have a drink to end the evening?”  

“I would like that very much.” Carla’s heart was melting. Oh Carla, she thought. Please be 
careful. You’re letting your heart overrule your mind again. Remember he’s married. Thinking 
back on the conversations they had had all day long, there wasn’t one mention of his wife. This 
made her curious and somewhat uncomfortable. She decided that if he didn’t mention his wife 
this evening, she would ask him herself.  

 
  



  
Ten 

 
Sitting at the bar at the hotel restaurant facing one another, Carla and Jean-Paul lifted their 

first glasses of wine and gently tapped them together. 
“Cheers,” they said simultaneously. 
“May you have much peace and joy in your life, Carla,” Jean-Paul said as he nodded with a 

strong affirmation.  
“And you also, Jean-Paul. You’re a delightful man and I’m pleased to have met you,” Carla 

replied. 
“And I’m truly honored to have met you.” Jean-Paul took a sip of his wine and then put his 

glass on the bar. Casting his eyes down, he became still for a moment as if in deep thought. Then 
raising his eyes, he stared intently at Carla. “I would like to share something with you that I’ve 
avoided talking about today,” he began. Carla furrowed her brow, wondering what was on his 
mind. He seemed so concerned and she felt a sadness emanating from him. 

“I have mentioned to you that I’m married and yet today I found it difficult to talk about my 
wife,” he continued. Oh, here it is, Carla thought as she quietly took a deep breath preparing for 
what she was afraid to hear. 

“Peggy and I have been married for 16 years but the last four of them have been miserable. 
We discussed our situation at length when things first started deteriorating, but haven’t been able 
to agree on what to do. We have two children and I have hesitated to ask for a divorce because of 
them, but circumstances at home are getting to be unbearable. There is little communication 
between us and when there is, there’s so much animosity. I know that the children sense it and 
probably hear it occasionally. We try to hide it, but sometimes it’s just too much. My saving 
grace is that I travel so much, but then I feel guilty because I’m away from the girls so often.”  

Carla was taken aback by what he was telling her since it was not what she expected. And 
yet, what was it that she was expecting to hear? She really didn’t know, especially since she had 
sensed such a profound feeling of sorrow just before he began talking. 

 “Jean-Paul, I know exactly what you’re going through. I was married for 16 1/2 years. It 
took me nine years to divorce for the same reason. It was a tough decision and when I finally 
made the break, I struggled greatly, but I truly believe it was the best choice. Fortunately, my ex 
and I had a smooth divorce and we’ve maintained an amicable relationship for the sake of the 
children, who seem quite well adjusted in spite of the breakup of our family unit. I don’t envy 
your position right now. It’s a tough one and I hope that whatever decision you make, it’ll work 
out for the highest good of all.”  

Carla placed her hand over his, wanting to comfort him, as she knew exactly what he was 
going through. It had been so hard for her to make the break because of the children, and when 
she finally did file for a divorce, she still was riddled with guilt even though she felt it was the 
best decision for everyone. And over time, her sense seemed to have been proven accurate. She 
felt better about herself than she had for a very long time. Nicole and Colin were blossoming. 
And her ex was happily remarried. 

“Carla, you are such a lovely person with such a tender heart. Thank you for your comforting 
words.” Jean-Paul grabbed her free hand as they sat quietly for a moment facing one another. 
The warmth of his hands holding hers and the intensity of his stare aroused in Carla a deep desire 
to reach over and kiss him, but she refrained.  To help subdue the strong urge she had, she began 
to talk about her family, about her joys, about her frustrations. Jean-Paul reciprocated in kind. As 



Carla listened to him, her heart felt like it was connecting with his, as if they shared the same 
story.  

They talked about old times when things were good in their marriages and how things had 
deteriorated over the years. They went from fits of laughter reminiscing about some of their kids’ 
mischievous behaviors to bouts of lament when they talked about some of the less pleasant 
circumstances...the arguments, the separate sleeping arrangements, the separate lives they had 
begun to live. Carla mentioned the time when she had separated from her husband when the kids 
were just two and three years old and how her husband had begged her to come back. “That was 
the beginning of the end for us,” she told Jean-Paul. 

There was something so very mysterious about the bond she felt with him. It had been that 
way since she first turned around when he called out her name that morning. Now it had just 
increased tenfold. By the time they had finished their third glass of wine, the conversation had 
deepened into more intimate expressions of desire. Although she had restrained herself earlier 
from her own profound yearning, Carla could no longer do so and succumbed to Jean-Paul’s 
gentle touches and soft kisses. 

“Carla, would you be willing to spend time with me tonight?”  
Carla gently nodded, feeling a warm glow flow throughout her body. He had melted her heart 

and all concern about his marital status had become a blur. 
Jean-Paul paid the bill and tenderly taking Carla’s hand, led her up to his hotel room. The 

journey up to the fourth floor was one of silence between them. No words were spoken as they 
rode the elevator up; only the deep passionate longing was felt as they gazed into one another’s 
eyes. 

 
The lock clicked and the green light illuminated as Jean-Paul slid the electronic key into the 

slot on his hotel door. Opening the door, he stepped aside allowing Carla to enter first. 
“How beautiful this room is!” Carla said, looking around as she walked in the small but 

stylishly decorated room. White Egyptian cotton sheets and a deep gray fringed duvet adorned 
the queen-sized bed. Large plump pillow shams stood upright against the headrest as if to protect 
the image behind them of the lady in waiting resting upon her chaise longue. Across from the 
foot of the bed against the opposite wall were the executive accoutrements: a mahogany and 
marble desk with its cushy leather and vintage-style fabric chair, elegant desk adornments and a 
plasma television mounted on the mirrored wall above. 

Jean-Paul followed her and began taking off his jacket. As he was just about to fling it across 
the back of the chair at the desk, Carla took it from him and hung it up in the small closet on one 
of the wooden hangers.  

“Thank you.” 
As she turned around, he stepped toward her and, wrapping his arms around her waist, pulled 

her toward him. Looking deep into her chestnut eyes, he kissed her forehead, then her nose, and 
finally her lips. Her breathing became faster and shallower and she could feel the heat build 
inside as his soft lips parted and their tongues made love to one another. 

“Excuse me for a moment,” she said as she pulled loose from his embrace and went into the 
restroom. When she came out, Jean-Paul was sitting at the foot of the bed leaning back on his 
hands. His eyes followed her as she approached and sat down next to him. Curling one leg up 
underneath her, she reached her hand behind the back of his neck. As she gently rubbed the nape 
of his neck, Jean-Paul leaned his head back against her hand and closed his eyes. 



“That feels good,” he muttered as she continued to move up and down his neck with firm 
strokes. 

“Face your back toward me so I can work on your head and shoulders. You’re really tight. 
Even the wine didn’t help to loosen you up,” she said giggling.  

“I can’t imagine why, being here with you alone in this lovely suite on a Saturday evening.” 
Jean-Paul grinned at Carla and winked before shifting his position. 

Carla placed her right hand back on his neck and began stroking it again, moving up to just 
underneath his skull. With firm pressure using her thumb and index finger, she pressed deeply 
into the recesses where the head and neck connected. 

“Ooh, that’s tender!” Jean-Paul grunted. 
“Yes, but after I finish, it’ll feel great,” Carla responded as she moved to his scalp with both 

hands and began massaging his head. To Carla, having a head massage was almost as good as 
having an intimate encounter, at least that’s what she and her girlfriends would say when they 
were having one of their “girl talks.”  

Jean-Paul groaned as she moved from the base of his head to his crown, rubbing in small 
circular motions over the entire surface of his scalp and around his temples. 

“Where did you master the art of massage?” Jean-Paul mumbled. He was beginning to feel 
like putty, and yet Carla’s touch began to rouse in him a fire that he knew couldn’t be 
extinguished until he could take them both to the height of bliss.    

“I’m a licensed massage therapist.” 
“Another hidden talent that you have kept secret from me!” Jean-Paul turned toward Carla, 

pulling her to him and kissing her amorously. 
Carla gently nudged him away, unbuttoned his shirt, slowly and deliberately, and slid it off, 

placing it on the arm of the chair.  
“Lay on the bed on your stomach,” she quietly commanded as she turned toward him. 
“What are you planning on doing to me?” Jean-Paul asked flirtatiously, feeling his arousal 

intensifying. 
“Don’t worry. I’m only going to continue your massage.” Carla coquettishly stared at Jean-

Paul as he turned around and positioned himself on the bed crosswise. “I’m going to sit on you 
so tell me if it bothers your back.” 

“Is this some kinky torture technique? Will I still be alive in the morning?” Jean-Paul asked, 
chuckling. 

“Don’t be silly,” Carla said as she climbed onto the bed and carefully lowered herself onto 
his buttocks.  

Starting at his shoulders, she gently kneaded them and then began working her way down the 
muscles along his spine. Pressing her thumbs deeply into his flesh evoked more groans from 
him. As she moved over every part of his back with deliberation, it was as if she was sculpting 
his skin into a work of art. 

Continuing to manipulate Jean-Paul’s toned muscles roused a throbbing ache in Carla’s 
groin. She bent forward and brushed a soft kiss on his neck. Jean-Paul turned, sliding Carla off 
and onto the bed beside him. He grabbed her tightly in his arms and kissed her mouth without 
reserve. When he moved down to her neck and ran his hands down the sides of her hips, Carla let 
out a sigh of uncontrollable desire. She could feel their hearts pounding in unison.  

With little restraint, they undressed one another. Lifting her from the bed so that they were 
standing face to face, Jean-Paul first removed Carla’s blouse and bra, planting soft kisses on her 
neck and cupping her breasts in his hands. Carla wrapped her arms around his neck and drew 



him close as he unzipped her skirt, allowing it to fall to the floor around her feet, and then slid 
her panties down her legs. While still in an interlocking gaze, Carla then reached down and 
unzipped his pants. 

Once they were fully unclothed, Jean-Paul pulled down the covers and gently laid Carla back 
in the soft cotton sheets to continue his journey, first tenderly suckling her breasts and then 
placing soft kisses on her belly. When he reached the site of his desire, his warm soft tongue 
caressed the most sensitive spot of her body, eliciting an ecstasy Carla had never before 
experienced.  

Though she had had two children, she had remained emotionally a virgin. She hadn’t really 
found much pleasure in sex before. But being with Jean-Paul was like no other experience she 
had had. It wasn’t just a physical act to bring pleasure to the body. It felt like a union of mind, 
body and soul, a merging with the universe. 

When Jean-Paul sensed Carla’s pleasure, he gently brought her body close to his and slowly 
entered her. His rhythmic movements became fiercer as his own passion began to possess him. 

Carla had already been brought to a state of nirvana, but the movement of him inside of her 
took her once again to the land of no return. As their passion swelled, they became two savage 
wolves in the wild, feasting on one another. 

The second climax was so powerful for Carla that she couldn’t contain the primal scream that 
had welled up inside. Grabbing Jean-Paul’s shoulders, she bit into his flesh as her cry erupted. 
Jean-Paul was so consumed by his own volcanic explosion, he didn’t even realize he had been 
ravaged until afterward. 

“My little wild one,” he said as he kissed Carla’s forehead, holding her in his arms as if he 
would never let her go. Tears began welling up in her eyes as she had never felt so much passion 
in all her life. She didn’t want it to end. 

“Jean-Paul, do you believe that two people can be brought together by an act of fate?” Carla 
asked as she nestled in his arms.  

Jean-Paul sighed. “I never thought that it was possible, but Carla, I feel like I’ve known you 
forever, and yet we’ve only just met.”  

“Do you think it’s possible to fall in love with someone after only meeting?” 
He nuzzled her hair and kissed her brow. Lifting her chin with his finger, he brought his lips 

to hers and softly kissed her. Holding her tightly, he peered into her eyes. “Je t’aime, Carla.” 
“Je t’aime, Jean-Paul.” 
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