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Chapter 1. I love you, melancholy
 
Perhaps one of the most frustrating moments in Iviva Blake’s life was her own wedding. No, she loved her inexpensive but elegant wedding dress. She was quite satisfied by neat bride’s bouquet.
The reason for her bad mood was the mother.
In the morning, this caustic and not high woman of forty-five years old, tried to dissuade daughter to marry. She believed that Anton Korsakov is the worst son-in-law in the world. To some extent, she was right.
And why Iviva not listened to her before? But Sesill warned. Every day, every minute. But her daughter is so stubborn and prefers to learn from their mistakes.
Iviva finished applying makeup and evaluated their pains. Well, it turned out pretty good: the perfect complexion, well-chosen lipstick, but her eyes on this background a little lost. So she did not stingy eyeliner.  She decided not to collect hair - never liked the strict hairstyle.
“My daughter is getting married to a communist!” repeated Sesill, “Hold on, honey, you still will see what he can do!”
“Stop it!”
“And yet, he and his family live in the same apartment with the Jews!” Sesill was drunk enough for not to mince words. 
Iviva looks to mother with a reproachful glance. Oh yes, Sesill never liked Russians. Thought they are dirty and poor, and, a little bit, thievish.
And now she becomes related with one of them!
But Iviva spit on mother's words. She loves Anton, and they getting married today.
And even Sesill will not spoil the evening.
Has it ever been so happy?
Yes. At that moment when she had signs the divorce documents.
However, her family life was not so bad. After the wedding, the newly minted couple moved to the New York. Iviva never loved this city, preferring a more relaxed environment, but Anton insisted. At first they had to live with his parents in Brighton Beach - the dominance of Russian immigrants. They huddled small flat with Jews from Odessa. And for Iviva it was a real challenge. Not without difficulty, but she was able to convince Anton to remove a separate housing.
And they moved to Queens.
Thus began their ascent.
Money lacked. Anton earned a little. What other salary a loader may brags in a wholesale shop? Iviva worked in a small law office and earned a little more. Even in spite of the fact that both finished college.
Once a day Iviva urgently needed a new business suit - her first major deal has been outlined. And as luck would have, in any store wasn’t anything decent! Breaking all, Iviva came to a complete disappointment.
“Me told that in five quarter has a shop. I went and see that I am discovered” in the evening after dinner Iviva demonstrated to husband totally tasteless clothes, “This is terrible!”
After a little thought, Anton said:
“So let's open the our own”
“Are you kidding me?”
“No. My colleague also could not find a costume for his cousin's wedding”.
For Iviva idea seemed good, although a bit extravagant. Open your own shop. Indeed, why not try it?
And they took a chance. Whence Anton took money, Iviva don’t know. However, she chose not to go into details. Back in college, Iviva always wondered how he contrived to pay for tuition.
Attachment was successful - a year later they were able to develop a network of cheap but elegant clothes and move to Fifth Avenue.
Yes, America - a country of great opportunities. You can become a millionaire overnight and faster losing all.
 
Two months have passed since the moment, as Iviva Blake and Anton Korsakov divorced. The result of their family life becomes the public domain: there was no maid, not any resident of high-end home on Fifth Avenue, who would not discuss it over a cup of coffee.
More, Iviva drink. For two years of life on Fifth Avenue, she had become addicted to alcohol. And her friendship with a "green serpent" could not go unnoticed. Especially, after so scandalous divorce.
After court, Iviva got fifty million and has left the business to ex-husband. He was a real bastard! After everything they've been through. Cheated on her, and then went to his mistress, as soon as she got pregnant. Of course, he wanted children, and their Iviva not stand. She had two brothers and sister. And Iviva must to keep track of all. Especially, for her sister.
Well, he is absolutely free! And Iviva had no other except to drink away his fortune in the vast and empty apartment.
And what? What happens when the money runs out? After so many hardships Iviva in what does not deny.
If everything is really bad, it makes sense to go back home. Of course, the mother will blame every day and remind her of past mistakes. But it not really bad. Fortunately, Iviva transferred into her account five million, which means that without the money they will not left.
 
Morning came sunny and clearly. Residents of the city were already awake and hurry about their business. Housewives compiled their children to school, clerks fled to the offices, and multi-million dollar company owners expect their expensive cars. Only their wives continued to luxuriate in bed, muttering something like: "Have a good day, dear".
Bright sunlight woke Iviva. She looked at the clock and sat back on the pillow.
Seven thirty a.m.
After a sleepless night, there's nothing worse than waking up at seven-thirty a.m.
With glass eyes, she went to the kitchen and pulled out a jar of instant coffee. Recently Iviva kicked housekeeper, and all the household duties fell on her shoulders. And because she could not to brew the coffee, had to be content with that. She took a sip and grimaced. Horrible taste of "coffee dust" - so called him Iviva - forced her to come to consciousness. She wore a silk robe, slippers, lit a cigarette and decided to go down for pick up her mail.
Small, but an unforgivable mistake on Fifth Avenue - go out of the house without making sure that you're a knockout. And Iviva looks really bad: disheveled hair, blue circles under her eyes, blank stare and a cigarette in her mouth.
Really terrible look…
Coming out of the apartment, Iviva met Christine Taylor.
It is as always flawless.
Expensive suit, elegant hairstyle. This woman knew a lot about fashion. It is not surprising, because she is the owner of one of the most prestigious modeling agencies in New York City. Her forty years botox face had an angry expression. That all because her assistant Neil said that several models getting fat for five pounds.
“I'll fire all to hell!” she squealed into the phone.
Christine looking around Iviva and changed her anger with mercy: she decided to send all obese models on fitness.
Her mood become much well: Christine the first, who saw Iviva for a last month. And all should know about it.
Really exclusive!
 
Benny Hill was the most exemplary concierge. He was always smiling to the inhabitants of the elite house; he contained the hall in a perfect cleanliness and knew everything about everyone. Benny was incredibly proud of the fact that his name is as English comedian and his plump body further emphasized similarities. When Iviva descended, Benny was sitting in his usual place and sipped coffee, wishing everybody a good day.
And this day is definitely successful.
“Jesus! Iviva! What happened, honey? You look so...terrible!”
Iviva ignored his question.
Of course, he knows. Christine said, with whom she met, leaving the apartment. Benny was the first.
Yet Benny harbored sympathy for Iviva. Even more - sincerely considered himself her friend. She's the only one who did not look to him from above.
“Benny!” Iviva said indignantly, “I have a terrible headache. Give me my mail and I'll go out.”
Concierge took a couple of letters from the shelf and gave them to Iviva.
“I think someone was so drunk yesterday, is not you?” he asked sarcastically.
“I didn’t drink a lot” snapped Iviva, but the headache spoke to the contrary.
“I see,” Benny said, “Again, because of the divorce? You may become an alcoholic.”
Iviva angrily looked at the concierge. Benny still did not stop smiling. He started her terribly annoying. These chubby cheeks how in the children's show, little white teeth how in a toothpaste advertising and snide little eyes, who evaluating the appearance of anyone who will meet them on the way.
Iviva barely restrained so as not to embed this               insolent fellow.
Benny, meanwhile already told about his grandmother's recipes.
“How this tea relieves hangovers! I always use it, when I have sleepless nights. Well, you know what I mean,” Benny licked his plump lips, “I'll get you a mug. Believe me, it's help you.”
He hid behind the door, and a moment in the Iviva's hands appeared cup with a yellowish liquid, which smells like a broth of some herbs.
“Where did you get that? In China Town?” Iviva grinned.
“Well,” Benny offended, “My grandmother was able to do only good pies.”
Honestly, the taste seemed to her not so nasty, and even enjoyable, and headache subsided a little. Iviva felt a much better. She thanked the concierge and, taking the mail, climbed back to her. 
Entering the apartment, Iviva assessed the scale of the disaster: litter, empty bottles of wine and countless cigarette butts. Bed linen is not changed for a month and it smelled of alcohol, which Iviva shed almost every day. Fumbled among the trash she found pack of cigarettes and lit.
"For a start it would be nice to clean up all and freshen up" she thought, "Depression is too long. Benny rights, I am alcoholic."
The whole day had been spent to clean up her flat. After all, she still remembers how to do it. When all was thoroughly cleared, Iviva collected dirty clothes and went to the laundry.
She again looked at herself in the mirror.
 
Iviva forgot what is the real life. Crowds of people, eternal traffic jams and complete indifference to everything. This is New York. Huge city with their orders and laws. There is always something going on, but people are used to. They always get used. And at times question arises: is it possible to surprise them with something else?
Perhaps you can. A woman in a silk dressing gown, slippers and brush, which sticking out of her pocket. By Iviva Blake, who walk around the streets of Manhattan with two huge bags with clothes. 
Passers stepped aside before her, laughing and made vulgar jokes. Paparazzi, which are constantly on duty under the windows of Fifth Avenue in search of dirt, were in a hurry to capture the moment of her shame. They surrounded her. Iviva was at the center of attention. However, as always.
Tomorrow she will read the whole article in the newspaper about herself and her divorce. Of course, there will not be a word of truth. But now she could only escape.
Iviva overcame the whole block, until he came to the laundry. Catching her breath, she poked around in her pockets and made another discovery: she did not take money. Not a cent.
Tomorrow she will read the whole article in the newspaper about himself and his divorce. Of course, there will not be a word of truth. But now she could only escape.
Iviva overcame the whole block, until he came to the laundry. Catching his breath, she poked around in his pockets and made another discovery - she did not take any money. Not a cent.
“Damn!” Iviva cursed and turned to a several people who were standing near to her, “Do you have any quarters? Please!”
They watched in amazement at her and laughed. Iviva was infuriated.
“Misers!” she said angrily.
 Young man appeared behind her unexpectedly. He was holding a shiny coin and smiling.
“It's not a good day for you. It's true?” asked the stranger.
“Yeah,” nodded Iviva, “Thank you. Found at least one gentleman.”
She took a quarter and put it into the washing machine. With a wild roar spun drum.
Iviva felt terribly embarrassed.
The stranger, on the contrary, looked at her with a great interest.
“What is your name?” he asked.
“Iviva”
“Iviva Korsakova? I've heard about you.”
“Fine. But now, my name is Iviva Blake. If you've heard about me, you know that I am divorced.”
“It is noticeable. My name is Jonathan Crossman. I live near here. Recently moved.”
Iviva has already regretted a thousand times that she is not looked at herself in the mirror before going out. However, her new friend is absolutely not embarrassed. After divorce, he was feeling lousy too. Now he wanted to offer his assistance for Iviva and hoped that she did not refuse.
And she did not refuse.
“Once again thank you,” she thanked him.
Once the machine has finished washing, Iviva quickly put her things back in the bags and ran out into the street, forgetting about Jonathan. He did not try to pursue her, knowing what to meet her again.
Iviva slowly plodded to the house. On the way, she found a wine shop. She looked at the showcase. Standing for five minutes, Iviva turned away with disgust. She never had a problem with alcohol. Anyway, she thought. But wine was the only comfort in life.
Dangerous consolation.
She came to the apartment. Concierge Benny looked at her eyes full of compassion - Iviva was completely broken.
“Oh, Viv, I still can not believe you left the house in that look,” lamented Benny, “If you need someone to talk, I'm always at your service.”
“Don't ever call me Viv! I am Iviva!” she threatened.
Benny was a little bit scared.
“I'm sorry, Iviva.”
“That's better,” Iviva smiled and patted him on the shoulder, “Take it easy.”
“Recognize our girl!” Benny snapped his fingers, “So, you finished with a depression?”
“Finally. It's time to move on,” she winked cheerfully, stepping into the elevator.
Iviva newer seen her apartment so empty. She wanted to drunk, but she steeled herself. She took off her dressing gown, gloves, pulled the brush out of her pocket and stood before the mirror. Weary young woman with disheveled hair looked at her. Not the happy bride.
She took a comb. Hair succumbed not immediately.
Yes, life goes on.
And Iviva ready for new achievements.
She turned on the Chopin and got the last bottle of wine. Opening it, Iviva came to the sink and poured the contents. Wine as blood flowed through pipes into the sewer, taking with them all the frustration and heartache.
Now Iviva is free. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 2. Merry shame
Residents of elite home on Fifth Avenue every year going to a dinner party with their neighbors. There they may discuss pressing issues, share new gossip or boast of their finances. For each of them, it was summing up the annual totals. Men wore expensive suits and their wife's applied flawless makeup and wore their chic jewelry. Children have the most ideal behavior.
Yes, the residents of Fifth Avenue very loved to showing off. 
All f them, but not Iviva.
“I still do not understand why I have to go there?” asked Iviva to Benny. He paced around the apartment, gobbling vanilla ice cream.
“Because the main topic of discussion wills you and your divorce, my silly. So you have to go out there and show that everything is well,” said Benny.
Iviva dropped a hair dryer. He miserably crashed to the floor and nearly splinted. If this had happened, Iviva would have to wait until the hair is dry themselves.
“Are you sure you're okay?” asked Benny.
“Yes. Just is not my day - everything falls from hands. You still think that I should go?”
“You must go. Talk with these moneybags. In general, have fun!”
Iviva finished dry her hair, and decided what hairstyle to do. She flipped through a few fashion magazines and, as usual, gave preference to long curls. She called Benny and asked him to help. While he was fiddling with her hair, Iviva apply makeup.
“Now we need an action plan,” said Benny, “The first thing you have to do - is look stunning. Second - to know all the latest gossip and the third - not abuse alcohol.”
Iviva grinned.
“I'm driving, so I will not drink. I am so beautiful. And about the gossips my dear neighbors will tell me at the party.”
“Now you're the main subject of conversation. Okay, listen carefully. Nina Gross will be at the party in last year's "Versace". They have recently suffered heavy losses, that even the "Times" dubbed it the most unsuccessful transaction in history. I never would have entered into this contract!”
“I am not in the "Dior," shrugged Iviva.
“Collinses divorced. Cynthia found her husband with his secretary right on the dining table. They were playing so hot, that the table nearly broke, but it was even stronger than my ass in seventeen years! It is strange that they did not collapse on the floor,” Benny laughed.
“I am, as you see, is also divorced. What else?”
“Taylor has a new lover. He is gardener of her cousin, who lives in the suburbs. Her maid told me! She happened to see how they were making love in the shower, and also she gets him into her bed! She says that he is the most passionate lover, which she has in the world. Ah, where would I find this?” Benny sighed, and so much dreaming, what almost burned the Iviva's hair.
“Boring. May be something interesting?”
“A month ago a new neighbor moved to us.”
Iviva turned. Her eyes flashed a devilish twinkle.
“More details. What is his name? Where he is from? His annual income?”
“I saw him only twice. Firstly, when he moved on Fifth Avenue. Secondly, when I woke up at four a.m. and read the "Gossip girl". I do not know neither his name, or where he is. Leaves early in the morning and come back so late” shrugged Benny, “But his smile is worth it to wake up at two o’clock”.
This information is useful. If he really living with Iviva in the same house, he received an invitation to the dinner party. So he will be there. Iviva rubbed her hands and smiled.
“Iviva, you're scaring me” said Benny.
He spun the last curl and fell onto the sofa.
“Oh, yes. I am dangerous now. There is nothing worse than a divorced woman,” Iviva giggled, “Get me "Dior".
“You haven’t shopped, and you can not wear the dress in that you were last year”.
“I saved it for a party after the court. I thought to go to the club, get drunk to unconsciousness and wake up the next morning with some guy from the parking,” Iviva grinned, “It's hanging in the closet. I have not worn it”.
Benny lazily up from the sofa and headed to the dressing room. It was simply enormous: the myriad of shoes and handbags, dresses, jackets, pants, jeans, blouses, and all of this had its own brand logo. Benny's jaw dropped. For the first time he had seen such an abundance of clothes and accessories. This is his paradise. Paradise under the name "Benny Hill", but, unfortunately, it did not belong to him.
Here hung the dress in protective packaging. He undid the lock. On the label sported "Dior". Cocktail dress was amazing: a sample of glamour and elegance. Light pastel lilac color, deep cut at the back and front light sexy neckline. Whatever you say, but it was that, what is called “haut couture”. Benny felt a wave of delight.
Gently, like a shrine, he brought a dress to Iviva and helped her fasten the zipper. Next she picked up shoes and clutch, put a gold bracelet, diamond earrings and necklaces. When Iviva walked around the room, Benny clapped his hands in delight and said his only word that expresses the total delight appearance and, in particular, clothing:
“Boutiqly”.
Indeed, Iviva looked chic: dress was ideal, gold and diamonds sparkled and her stud added to her growth ten centimeters. On her face has no trace of hard drinking, as though the events of the last two months did not occur to her, but with someone else.
Benny went downstairs and called the parking attendant. Behind him after a few minutes, went down Iviva. She handed the keys to guy, and he drove her "Ferrari California" to the entrance. The evening was warm, and Iviva threw back a top of the machine. She started the engine. What a pleasant feeling to sit behind the wheel of this devilishly great car! Feel the power of engine and comfort of leather interior. Iviva kissed the steering wheel.
“Did you miss me? I know, you missed. I'll never leave you, my dear!”
She squeezed the gas and the car with a roar carried her through the streets of night New York to a five star hotel "Diane Ritz." 
 
When Iviva arrived, everyone was assembled. Somebody conveniently located on the terrace. Some was sitting at the bar sipping whiskey with ice.
All of people are lively talking, drinking and making fun. The waiters with trays of snooping around and they did not have time to fill glasses, as they were immediately dried by free booze-hungry middle-aged ladies. Iviva looked at this and asked herself:
“What the hell I am doing here?”
All these nasty talks about money, business, hypocritical laughter over the flat jokes and anecdotes... Iviva was annoyed. But she held back, realizing that she must endure if she wants re-establish her reputation. Iviva turned to leave.
Miss Henderson suddenly appeared before her. She inherited multimillion states from her husband and several factories of the production of paper clips and other stationery. All of her life she remained faithful only to "Chanel". Although, judging by her age, she could catch the sunrise of "Balenciaga". And now she was wearing an elegant suit made to order in Paris. 
Small watchful Miss Henderson's eyes evaluated everyone who enters the field of view. "Collection by "Versace". Last year. Paris, spring - Summer" Amanda thought, when she saw Cynthia Collins.
“Oh, Iviva! I already thought you were not coming,” said Amanda smiley, and they kissed.
Iviva did not want even smile to her, much less welcome her by twice kiss, but she must to do it, just because it's so accepted. Well, Amanda Henderson was far from delighted too.
“Amanda, I'm so glad to see you! Time has no power over you! You look so great! Your beautician probably amassed a fortune!” Iviva said sarcastically.
After these words Henderson wanted to kill her, but had not filed this - everyone on Fifth Avenue were able to hide their true emotions and feelings.
And inimitable.
“How are you after divorce? I heard you have a problem with alcohol?” Henderson retorted sarcastically.
“I am not drunk anymore” parried Iviva.
“Yes, yes, how the court has passed?”
“Fifty millions for me. Business for Anton.”
“Not much, but not bad. That bastard! Cheated on you with every skirt!” Amanda made a compassionate face, but not too convincing.
“I know. He left me, because one of his whores is pregnant” said Iviva and took a glass of champagne from a tray. Noticing when talking comes to Anton, Iviva immediately want alcohol and Henderson waited a shame of drunken Iviva with impatience.
What does it be today?
Contrary to expectations of Amanda, Iviva did not even think to get drunk. She took a sip and set the glass back on the tray. Henderson is vanished and Iviva left alone. She entered in the banquet hall. There was already a large part of the guests. They vividly discussed. Some people looked askance at Iviva, but when they felt Iviva's haughty look, they immediately returned to the conversation. Nobody except Henderson didn’t approach to her, so she decided to take matters in her hands. 
She went to a group of people consisting of Courtney Doors, Jacob Norseman, Alvin and Lydia Carson. As soon as he saw Iviva, Alvin's and the Jacob's jaws dropped, Lydia and Courtney were choking by champagne. The main feature of Iviva - she always did what nobody expects.
And today is her appearance at the party.
“Iviva? I can not believe! You look great!” Jacob said enthusiastically.
“Yes, really wonderfully,” said Courtney.
“Amazing dress,” Lydia admired, "Dior". Good choice.”
Lydia and Courtney looked at each other. They chose to remain silent, that Lana Stevenson came in exactly the same. Again praising Iviva's outfit, Lydia and Courtney giggled.
“How are you?” asked Alvin.
“Now in order. Life goes on,” Iviva smiled, “And you?”
“We too, everything is fine. Yesterday cranked up a deal in twenty million. And a few small,” smugly said Lydia, “And how much do you sued?”
“Fifty millions,” Iviva tired of repeating it, but it was necessary, “Amanda says that is not enough, but for me that is great.”
“The amount is rather big. What will you do with them?” Jacob asked.
“I don't know yet. Maybe I will invest in something. What is now the most profitable?”
“Real estate. It’s always a price,” said Alvin, “If you need help, please contact.”
“Of course,” said Iviva, “Have a good evening.”
Iviva hugged Lydia and Courtney, although she hated these personages, and went out to the terrace. Once Iviva out of sight, these two young women started discussing her outfit, drunken and personal life. Their men went to bar.
On terrace was not anybody - the majority had already gathered in the dining hall. She took out a pack of cigarettes and lit one, though, overhead flaunted the same infamous words "No Smoking".
"Aw, hell with it!" thought Iviva.
“Iviva Blake!” she heard a familiar voice from behind.
Iviva turned around - Jonathan Crossman stood behind her and holding two glasses of champagne.
“I'm driving.”
“Oh, come on, anything terrible if you make one sip - Jonathan held her a glass.”
"Benny did not lie, he has really charming smile" thought Iviva.
“If only one,” she giggled, “I didn’t know that you’re our new neighbor.”
“Your ubiquitous concierge did not tell you?” asked Jonathan.
“He doesn't know your name.”
Jonathan came close to her and whispered in her ear:
“You look great. However, as always.”
Iviva blushed and didn't know what to say. After their last met in the laundry, she thinking about it every day and burned by shame that she appeared before Jonathan in a bad look.
“Thank you,” said sheepishly Iviva.
“Let's move on "you"?”suggested Jonathan and she happily agreed.
A brief pause, perhaps the most embarrassing moment at the beginning of dating.
“To talk about?” asked Iviva.
“Not about money or gossips. For this evening, I heard so many details from the life of neighbors that my own is boring.” 
“Yes, this evening always involves swarming into the dirty linen. And what they told about me?”
Jonathan thought.
“That nice old lady, Amanda Henderson, complained about your rudeness. Still a pair of gossip girls told about your problems with alcohol, but all of men secretly said me that they would like to spend a night with you,” said Jonathan.
“Lovely,” said Iviva skeptical, “And in your opinion?”
“I think you're just confused. When life changes dramatically, it's difficult to accept. When my wife filed for divorce, I gone in a binge, and after the disaster I am generally come off from the real world. Fortunately, with me were good friends.”
“What a disaster?”
“My sister recently died, but I would not want to spoil the evening by this sad story,” he smiled to Iviva. And she smiled to him too.
So, a spark ran between Jonathan Crossman and Iviva Blake. It's not a secret of their interest in each other - there's nothing tendered than the feelings between two people united by a common grief.
By happy coincidence Iviva and Jonathan were placed at the same table with Christopher Lambert, his wife Delilah and Mr. Shtelman, who was a funny old man - the owner of Oil Company. Iviva and Jonathan sat opposite each other near. At left side of Iviva located Delilah, at right - Shtelman, Delilah and her faithful Christopher.
Dinner started with the filing of hot and cold snacks. For each dish had their special wine, thus in a beginning of dinner, in addition to men appeared drunk ladies. Next filed main courses, which astonishingly of magnificence and refinement of taste. Again for each type of dishes was supposed their wine, but most of guests giving a preference to champagne.
In the middle of a dinner Taylor stood up, and raised her wineglass, requesting an attention. When all eyes were fixed on her, she began to speak:
“I'm so glad that we have assembled here together. This is a really special evening. To begin, I would like to welcome our neighbor Jonathan Crossman. He, as you knows, the new man in our society,” to thunderous applause, Jonathan got up from his chair and nodded head in greeting. Once the applause subsided, Taylor continued, “We are not often able to get together - work throwing us all over the world, but this dinner allows us to forget about our worries and shows that we are - a real family...”
While Taylor said her hypocrisy and falsehood speech, Iviva gently held her foot on the inner Jonathan's thigh. That meant only one thing: "I want you. Right now”. What is most interesting, Jonathan smiled at her, and it meant: "Me too". He gently stroked her ankle and Iviva returned her leg to the place.
“... I wish all of us and our children, will never forget, that even if we are far apart, we will always be family,” continued Taylor, “So raise our wineglasses to the best of neighbors, which only the God sent us. For the glorious Fifth Avenue!”
Amanda, incredibly touched by the speech, took out her small white handkerchief, which always wetted of ammonia.  She brought it to her nose and tears streamed from her eyes. She skillfully disguised their under a sense of deep love for all. She ran to Taylor, hugged her and said, what she is so lovely and pretty. Resounded ringing of wineglasses.
Iviva and Jonathan have decided to tet-a-tet. They ran into a next room where the waiters have served tables for guests. In the hall was a small stage. It's often used for conferences. Iviva and Jonathan slipped behind the lowered curtain, where they could freely indulge in pleasures, while remaining undetected.
Anyway, they believed.
The desire was so great, that they unceremoniously tumbled on the floor. Jonathan showered her passionate kisses and unbuttoning her dress. She tore the tie and shirt from him, revealing a beautiful body of her new lover. Moment later they were briskly copulating on stage, without remainder. Iviva's one hand grabbed the curtain, and the other Jonathan's back.
In a fit of unbridled passion, they have not noticed how the guests moved from the dining room into a banquet. They are sipping champagne and cocktails, and suddenly they heard Iviva's groans and screams:
“Oh, yeah! Yeah! How you do it! Take me! O-o-o-o-oh, yea-a-a-a-a-ah!”
All of residents heard it. The music stopped, and now loud passion of lovers was heard throughout. But Iviva and Jonathan didn't notice.
“Oh God, how you're sexy!” shouted Iviva.
Perturbed women brought their children to the street.
“Damn! Iviva! You're gorgeous!”
Unable to withstand such impudence, a few people came on scene and turned on the mechanism of curtain's lifting. Slowly but surely, the curtain rose, showing to shocking public an copulation act of divorced alcoholic and probably most the sexual resident of Fifth Avenue.
When the scene is fully opened, for public opened very obscene picture: Iviva Blake in an unbuttoned dress jumped on Jonathan Crossman in rider pose.
She was waving his shirt over her head and shouted enthusiastically:
“Cor-r-r-rida-a-a-a!”
In this position, they were a few minutes while Jonathan opened his eyes and saw a crowd of people watching for their pranks. He called Iviva quietly, but she was so absorbed that she didn't hear him. Jonathan patted her on cheek.
“Iviva, we have a problem,” Jonathan said and pointed to a surprised audience.
Iviva lazily turned around. For a moment there was silence, only Amanda Henderson dropped her wineglass. It shattered and splashed her costume by champagne. The old woman cursed hard.
Yes, Iviva Blake always did what nobody expected. And often she bitterly regretted about it.
“Oh, God!” exclaimed Iviva and jumped off from Jonathan, throwing his shirt.
She thrashed on stage under a whistle and applause, collecting scattered clothes. Iviva grabbed a slipper clutch and panties. She quickly ran out into the street, brought delight the guards, jumped in the car and squeezed the gas all the way, almost crashed into a pole. Only when "Diane Ritz" disappeared far behind, she experienced relief and took a deep breath.
Jonathan stood on the stage. His pants completely had fallen down, and all of people were able to assess the efforts of Mother Nature and a daily visit to the gym. Well, we must pay tribute to Jonathan and Iviva - all of men dreamed to be in his shoes, and women - on Iviva's place.
Yes, that night in New - York was particularly warm and rich in events, but not all of them will survive. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 3. This crazy evening!
 
Each in somewhat envied to Iviva Blake: whether it's a caring husband, a great fortune or expensive and exclusive things. But when life went in a new direction, Iviva changed along with it. With each passing day she is increasingly getting used to loneliness, those neighbors hide from her their husbands and that now all of residents waiting for her new antics, to discuss it over a lunch.
A machine with a roar swept over the road.
Speedometer showing 120 miles an hour. At this time are not so many cars, so it is a risk only for her live. Lights of “Diana Ritz” have been out of sight and now she slowed to 40. Wind ruffled her hair, completely mixing them.
Night New York. City shines and a night sky have acquired a yellowish tint, but the stars could not be seen. Skyscrapers sparkled like jewels. It is able to impress the most daring imagination.
She turned onto the road leading to Manhattan. Before she gets home, first, Iviva must overcome the Bronx. At night in this part of town to ride a "Ferrari" is fraught with serious consequences, but Iviva has not a particularly skittish character. One by one, floated the casual passers, prostitutes and drug-dealers. Houses, streets, quarters, similar to each other.
Iviva already drove a half way, when she heard a loud crackling under the hood. A moment later from everywhere saw thick black acrid smoke. Car stalled. Iviva veered off the road and parked at the curb.
“Fuck you!” she lifted her head, “Why do you hate me? What have I done wrong to you?”
In response, she did not hear anything, only a pigeon flying and shat on the hood. Iviva swore again and pulled out a cigarette and lit. She raised the upper and lowers the seat. Settling back, Iviva turned on the Chopin - she listened him, when felt her lousy.
After lying fifteen minutes, and understood that the machine does not go itself, Iviva decided find a repair shop. Though, at three o'clock nobody will agree to repair her transport, but this is the first thing that came into her head. Why so? Even God does not know.
Iviva climbed out from machine. Leaving, Iviva landed her heel in an effluent. As soon as she moves the heel, it fell off with a bang.
“Damn!” howled Iviva, “Damn it all!”
Perhaps this day was one of the worst in her life, but, as you know, after the black band is always goes white.
However, for Iviva it still could not advancing.
“Hey! Why are you screaming, friend?” was heard behind her.
Iviva turned around and saw an African-American. She watched to Iviva from the moment, when she parked. African-American woman wearing a top with leopard print, tight skirt, on her feet were pink patent leather shoes on a high platform, in her hands she held a black bag. Her hairstyle was still more eccentric than the wardrobe: a lot of hairpieces pink, red, and black. All this was shining with bobby pins with rhinestones. Also, all this accompanied overkill in cosmetics. Both her hands adorned with bracelets and rings, and an accrued nails completed her evening look. 
She hat ten pounds of superfluous weight in the hips and ass. Well, it does not spoil her, but instead became a dignity that she has demonstrated all incredibly proud of that.
“Excuse me?” Iviva asked her.
“I say, why you scream as you killed?” black woman repeated.
“I have a broken machine, heel and I have disgraced the whole of Manhattan! I have the right to scream!” resented Iviva.
“Take it easy, my friend,” said the stranger, and laughed again, “Well, not a good day, but it also does not mean that you have to wake up the whole neighborhood!”
“To hell with it!” shouted Iviva and took off her low shoe, and hurled it on the opposite side of the street.
“Apparently, you are very upset. Can I help you?”
“Yes, where is the nearest repair shop?”
“You're looking at the clock, my friend? Now working only a pair of prostitutes!”
“Oh, shit!”
“Okay, so you don’t scream. My name is Georgia, but everyone calls me just Jogo” she went to Iviva and held out her hand.
“Iviva.”
They shook hands.
“Yes, you're out of luck, my friend - stuck in a hole in the middle of the night, but nothing bad,” Jojo said, looking around the car. “Mother of God, it is...”
"Ferrari" has been eagerly Iviva.
“It's a fortune! Damn! And this baby dared to break?”
“I haven’t taken it to the repair.”
Jojo jumped to her and stared at her dress.
“Dior! Holy shit! It is not often we have such things! Wow!” her eyes lit up, why and Iviva felt herself not in save. Jojo noticed it, and hastened to reassure her, “Don’t worry, I will not hurt you. Well, of course you give! Well, I impressed!”
“And you, why do you walk at night?”
“I came back with a dazzling party, and here you are with the heel ad scream. I wanted to watch this skinny hysterical. No offense,” Jojo said and smiled.
“I was not offended, just now in my life happens so many things that you want to climb on the wall,” sadly replied Iviva.
Jojo nodded.
“And you tell me all about it over a can of beer!”
“I think that this isn’t the best idea,” Iviva said evasively.
“Come on! Are you going to hang here until dawn? What if you will like to the local gang of lesbians?”
“They are here?” Iviva asked in surprise.
“Of course! Just recently one similar white bitch was stripped, and then raped with a bottle. She two days could not sit down,” said Jojo and they laughed together.
“Well, if so, let's go!” said cheerfully Iviva, which slightly improved mood. “We don't want problems.”
Iviva and Jojo had proceeded down the street, and discussing about something very funny.
So a really strong friendship had borne.
 
Courtney Dors came home in a very cheerful and happy frame of mind, and the reason for this was Iviva that hit the unequivocal position. Courtney was laughing so hard that even busted her stomach. She graciously agreed to drive tipsy Amanda. The old lady was so funny that all the way bouncing on her seat, mimicking Iviva, and saying with a laugh: "Bullfighting!"
So they got to Fifth Avenue. Amanda got out of the car and hobbled to her apartment, Courtney went to the wine shop to buy a few bottles of champagne.
Night was just amazing, so she located on the balcony. Sipping sparkling wine and enjoying a beautiful weather, Courtney admiring of Fifth Avenue.
She picked up the phone and dialed to her lover.
“Courtney, you know that now two o'clock?” came out of the tube disgruntled voice.
“Two and half, my dear!” Courtney sarcastically corrected him.
“I don’t see a great difference.”
“Do you know what I am only in a robe?”
“Oh, Courtney, what is into your head?”
“I will lay a lot of dollar bills, get undressed and open a box of Belgian chocolates, so if you currently do not have dragged your ass here, I'll make you collect all this damn dollars throughout New - York!”
Disputing with Courtney will be useless. If this woman wanted something - she always got it. And no matter what it will be.
“What about the husband? I hope that will not be like last time?”
Courtney remembered the night when she, dressed in a pioneer costume, marched and sang Communist songs in broken Russian, which taught her Anton. Courtney was already preparing to spank her lover by red tie. She did not even notice how her husband came home from a long trip. However, Benny had to warn her and nothing happened. When Derek entered, he saw his wife in this very exciting suit, and she had no choice but to respond: "I’m waiting for you, my love!"
That evening Courtney entertained not only a lover.
“He'll be back in a month. We have plenty of time, darling. I'm waiting for,” Courtney replied and hung up.
The man obeyed the will of this woman, took a shower and took out a box with her favorite whip. A few minutes later, he went to Fifth Avenue.
Courtney met him completely naked, took his hand and led to the loggia, where on the floor is already were scattered dollars, and on the table stood a bottle of champagne and two glasses.
After drinking, Courtney section of her nocturnal visitor, and they started kissing on the floor, among the green pieces of paper. She took them in hands, breathing their aroma and throws them up, and dollars, taken up by a gust of wind, flew across the street. Today in a Courtney's plans were sex with her lover on her husband's money and rain of them.
Benny Hill running under the windows and catch money. He saw in a sky cherished green shreds. He thanked all the saints "for this miracle, which they showed to him, fulfilling the dream of his adult life". Benny looked up and saw a cause of his happiness on the fourth floor. Beside himself with joy, he rushed to collect the flying dollars and two minutes later he collected twenty bucks.
Concierge already thinking about to what he may spend it, when he heard a bloodcurdling scream. After a moment, something dropped on the pavement a few meters away from him.
Benny ran closer and yelled.
Courtney and her lover also witnessed the incident. A few seconds ago before Courtney's eyes flew a woman. The girl screamed at the same time with Benny. Her man didn't say a word, just looked down and saw eagled body and a pool of blood. Beside him jumped the plump concierge and with each jump shouted even louder.
These cries awakened all the people at home, even Amanda and she slept very soundly. She got out of bed and looked out the window, to the cries of Benny and Courtney added the hoarse cry of the old artful dodger.
Heard angry shouts:
“What happened?”
“What the hell, Benny?”
“You are going crazy?”
“Shut up, asshole!”
Benny wanted to say something, but could not even put two words together. In the doorway appeared Courtney and her lover. The man hurried escape before he was noticed.
Courtney ran to Benny and tried to calm him down:
“Hey, hush, hush. We must call to the police. Hey, that's mine!”
“Courtney!” Benny said irritably and put money in pocket, “How can you think about money at this moment?”
Appeared Amanda in the one night gown and white fur slippers, she looks like a corpse in revolt.
“Fuck you!” said a stunned Amanda.
After them came all the inhabitants of the house. Someone wondered what has happened, someone said that hanging is not a sin of this life, but there were also those who argued that it was a murder. But all of them sympathized to the dead.
But not Christine Taylor. She was surrounded by neighbors in a pool of blood. For the first time, which she spent in Manhattan, Christine broke only one of its unspoken rules - do not appear in the same outfit twice.
 
Iviva opened a third bank. Jojo finished a fourth. Iviva not drink cheap beer too long. Only on student parties in college. Oh, what it was a time!
“And now I'm all alone. Before he left, he told me what I just cannot give him what he really needs. Yeah, I didn’t want give a birth him a child, and it is my right. While we were married, he cheated on me a lot...”
“What a scoundrel!” noticed Jogo, “How could you let this happen?”
“What could I do? He said that he delayed at work, departs on a business trip or find other "weighty reasons'. Such is the fate of Fifth Avenue's wives - always in waiting. This could take a week, month, year. It is boring, so all find something to do - lovers, shopping, clubs and resorts.”
“And yet you complain. Oh, if my husband affords this, I would have ripped his balls, dammit! You took revenge?”
“Well said, I sued him a half. I even cut his pants in half.”
“This is our way!” Jojo said, and gave five.
Iviva sighed.
“You know that in this the most vile?”
“What's that?”
“Everything we had, we earned together. We had to go through a lot, before succeed. He betrayed me. Son of a bitch!”
Jojo hugged her and pat on the head. Iviva wanted to cry, but she tried to hold back the tears.
She failed.
“Everything will be, hey, you hear me? Everything will pass,” whispered Jojo.
“I know, but it is so hard. I think I'll go crazy.”
“This is just a black stripe. Look how I live. My room is smaller than yours toilet, old furniture, alcoholic mother and manicurist working in the salon a quarter away. Nobody loves me, and I will not need it. Do not complain about life, my friend.”
“And who needs me?” sadly asked Iviva and lit.
Jojo didn't find the answer.
“Nobody.”
The first rays of the morning sun. They illuminated the Jojo's room and Iviva could, finally, look around. In the room wasn't anything interesting: a bed, an old bedside table, wardrobe, chair and desk, which has long been used for its intended purpose. On it, in great abundance were cosmetic, simply mirror, perfume and other things. Everything that made Jojo such original. Iviva took a vial of perfume. On it adorned the subscribe "Chanel". Iviva sniffed them and laughed - fake, though quite high quality.
“Yes, I know that it is not real,” said Jojo.
“No, nothing. If I didn't understand in this, I would never tell the difference. I should go,” said Iviva.
“I'll spend you. Maybe you need in shoes.”
Jojo got into the closet and pulled out a pair of black shoes on a high platform. Iviva not been wearing this in life, but at that time she has not a choice.
“These, I think, will suit,” said Jojo and handed them to Iviva.
When they went out, the clock showed eight a.m. People are in a hurry about their business, as well as the residents of Fifth Avenue, but they taking a bus or taxi, but not an expensive cars with a personal driver. The girls went through the whole quarter and turned into the place where they met yesterday.
Iviva's shoe by "Manola Blanic" was on the spot, but the machine on which Iviva arrived, had disappeared.
“Where is my car?” she yelled.
“It looks like it was stolen.”
“How? It did not even start!” Iviva cried on the street, but it had no effect. There has long used to it.
You should be more prudent, Iviva.
“Hey, we're in Bronx! Here all wind up!” Jojo said and slapped her ass.
“Or maybe parking here is banned?” Iviva still hoping for a best.
“No,” Jojo said.
“Where is my baby? I find these assholes!” shouted Iviva furiously.
“We will go to the police...”
“No, we will not.”
“Why?”
“Not away from me, lives the district attorney. He would be to look for,” Iviva said, “I hope.”
It is her heart felt - the machine returns to her.
Iviva caught a taxi. Sitting down, she told the driver where to go.
“You may come, if you want to talk, it was nice to meet you,” smiled at last Jojo.
“Of course, thank you listened – it’s important for me.”
Taxi began to move. Outside the window, people, cars, homes. City living its normal lives. As always.
They drove into Manhattan.
By radio said something about Fifth Avenue. Iviva asked a driver to add sound. Now, she quite clearly heard the announcer with pleasant voice reports a New York's news:
“... As claimed by the police, it's more like suicide. A woman stepped off the window; the reasons of this are still unknown. We recall that tonight the owner of a well-known model agency, Christine Taylor, fell to her death after falling from the fifth floor.” 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 4. What do you want?
 
Christine Taylor always knew what she wanted from life:  be it the best education, a profitable business or a passionate lover. Life seemed to her like a fairy tale, in which Christine was the queen.
As long, until in one perfect day it cut short in the most interesting place.
Her death caused a lot of noise, although, in fact, nobody cared - people are not interested in Taylor, but in her millions. What prompted her to take this step - a mystery. And the answer she took with her to the grave.
Two days before her death, Christine Taylor woke up in the bad mood. However, as always. She left the house and went to her office, where her waiting a very unpleasant surprise.
“She broke her leg?” Taylor pounced on Neil.
Neil Dampton.
Taylor's nephew and her general assistant. To Christine he had a deep sense of affection and even love, but all his life he loved only one woman - avarice. He was unattractive and a little bit stupid, but it didn't prevent him finding the best and most beautiful models. And he had a taste. All the girls brought to Taylor a lot of money. For his same job, besides a salary, he took a small premium - twenty per cent of the total turnover.
“Well, what can I do?” Neil tried to justify the, “I'm not her mother; I don’t have to follow her everywhere.”
“Do you know how much money at stake?”
Neil knew about this sum with six zeros, after all, is the "Gucci".
“What I must say to the client?” Taylor went on a rampage.
“You say, what it was an accident, it's really true.”
“It's better to hang!” Christine snapped.
“So what do we do?” Neil frowned.
“I think. Maybe they will agree to take a different model. And while you will see to the others. They mustn't follow to her example.”
Taylor shouted something about coffee and a working folder, and then disappeared into her office. Neil went to Bryant Park, where preparing for Fashion Week were in full swing.
 
Today Iviva woke up very early, at least for herself. The time was ten a.m. and she reluctantly crawled out of bed. After making coffee, she wrapped her in a blanket again and turned on the TV. Iviva flipped through channels and chose the cartoon about SpongeBob.
Then she gave up and went out for a walk.
Or laughing at her fate or God really harbored a grudge, but barely Iviva went a pair of meters, a Neil's purple limousine stopped beside her. One more his passion - purple color. His rat's muzzle leaned out a window, and he called out:
“Iviva!”
Iviva pretended not to hear.
“I-I-I-viva!” he shouted more persistently.
“Viv!”
It’s a cast. She spun around and presented how throws a handful of grain in his face and a pigeons begin to peck out his eyes.
“I told you, asshole!”
“It is impossible to attract your attention in another way,” said Neil and smiled sweetly.
“Do you not understand?”
“I want to tell, that you looks great today!”
“I have a bag with a grain in my hand, on my face are not a makeup, what do you want?”
“I want to give you a compliment...”
“You even say a complements to mother per dollar, what-you-want?”
“Well,” said Neil and a smile disappeared from his face. “How tall are you?”
“Meter eighty.”
“Yours chest, waist, hips?”
“Eighty, sixty-one and seventy-two,” said Iviva and suddenly in her mind appeared a hunch, “Wait, on what are you implying?”
“Iviva, help me, please! The leading model, which opens the fashion week, fell into sewerage and broke her leg! We have eight hours to show, and we can not find a replacement!” Neil implored, “What do you think?”
“So, you're offering me to go instead of her?”
“Well, yes.”
“You're crazy? I had never gone on a runway! I failed all that is possible! No! No! No!”
“Iviva, I saw how you walking! You were born for this!”
“No!”
“Please!”
“No! And forget about it!”
“There will be freebie booze and "Gucci" promised to give a dress to model,” Neil threw his last card and hit the nail on the head.
“Go on,” said Iviva interested.
“The week is opened by new "Gucci's" collection. So they promised to present to leading model any dress.”
“I agree.”
“I'll pick you up at three, smile, s'il vous plait!” said Neil and photographed her.
 
 
Surprisingly, Christine liked Neal's idea. After two hours Iviva's portfolio was fully prepared and her participation is not even needed - at Taylor worked true professionals.
The best of the best.
Elite department consisting of twenty people, created a lot of snapshots with Iviva. Her face was transfigured as needed: retouched, corrected, acquired necessary makeup, eyes expressed sadness, joy, anger, despair, fear, surprise, depending on the scene and place of action.
Taylor found Iviva's photos in profile and full face. Portfolio turned out so good that nobody suspected a trick.
After a short discussion, Iviva Blake was approved at the place of leading model, and Christine Taylor heartily thanked for the excellent and fast work.
“Why are you hiding from us this beauty?” squealed with delight the best Italian designers.
 
Neil, with punctuality, was at three p.m. and immediately delivered Iviva to Bryant Park, where her expected stylists. They applied perfectly makeup, made hairstyle and helped try on the dress. It sat on Iviva like a glove, as if it was sewn specially for her, and this fact could not but rejoice Taylor and her clients. Iviva drank a lot of champagne, but did not get drunk, but on the contrary - it added her vivacity.
“Just a doll!” Taylor smiled, “Wonderful!”
“Thank you,” Iviva murmured shyly. Not to say that she liked Christine, on the contrary, but now hatred had disappeared. Iviva has a pleasure to be here, but yesterday she would have preferred shoot herself.
“We still have an hour, so you can sit, relax, but be careful with the hair and makeup,” said, leaving, Taylor.
The dress was with a corset, and when it was removed, Iviva finally able to breathe a sigh of relief. She lit a cigarette. All other models looked at her with interest and vividly whispered. One of them with a stylish "bob" and with too much cosmetics on her face stood up and walked to Iviva.
“Hi, my name is Vicki,” she said, and held out a hand, “You're new here, and already a star! My congratulations.”
“Iviva Blake, thank you.”
“Come on, I'll introduce you to others.”
Iviva rose from chair and walked over to a group of young boys and girls.
“There are Hans, Andrea, Jen, Lydia, Alex, George, Nick and Julie,” Vicki alternately representated everyone who was in the room.
“So you're here recently?” Nick asked.
“Not really. I instead of the girl that broke a leg when falling into a sewer. Yes, like so,” explained Iviva.
“Oh my God, that's why today Mikki was not at the rehearsal!” Julie exclaimed.
“You also rehearse? How in spectacle?” asked Iviva.
“Well, the whole year we must to wind the miles on the podium, so as not to screw up in a single day. Why are only the presentations!”
“Yes, you're out of luck ...” said Iviva.
“Where are you from?” Jen said.
“I'm from Marshville, Wisconsin, but now I live here. To be honest, I am even not a model. I have a neighbor, Christine Taylor, and she asked me to replace this girl ... Mikki,” answered Iviva.
“Neighbor?” 
“Well, yes. I live on Fifth Avenue.”
“Cool!”
“Unbelievable!”
Iviva blushed with embarrassment. And they looked at her with awe and admiration.
Yes, today Iviva Blake could to gratify her self-esteem. As never.
“Many of us have to sit for months without a job, so we agree to any proposal. Recently I advertised plungers,” said Lydia.
“Last week I starred in toothpaste advertising!” Hans said smugly.
For them, even advertising became a kind of achievement, they pride and brag about that, but in fact, and it was not anything special. But not for them. And where else you could be lighted so profitable if you a beginner model?
“Yes, all this is nonsense!” said Alex, “Best of it's shooting in porn. And fun and money, decent money.”
“How much?” Courtney asked curiously.
“Three thousand for the film,” told her Alex.
“Hmm ... No, I'm afraid - suddenly become pregnant or even worse - to be infected.”
“I have heard,” said Lydia, “One history. On it was not mentioned in the press. In short, on Taylor worked one girl, very beautiful. Then one day she decided to shooting in porn. And not in a simple and hard, with elements of bondage, submission and other such perversions. And what do you think? She hanged herself on a leather strap.”
“Maybe it was a thong?” Hans said sarcastically.
“No, it's was the belt. But it does not matter, the main thing - they say she was killed. An accident. The body was never found.”
“Funny story,” said Iviva, “Just why you so sure what she was strangled?”
“It's just a rumor, all what I know. I told about - it's like a camp horror stories.”
“Come on, Lydia! Who would believe in this nonsense? If that really happened, then all the newspapers carried the news to,” Alex grinned.
“Body was hidden and newer been found, you moron!” Lydia insisted.
“Anyway, this is nonsense.”
“Ok, when you will die for gonorrhea, not come crying to me,” Lydia offended.
“Well, I'm sorry,” excused Alex.
Christine was finishing the final preparations for the opening of fashion week. And it will be at the highest level. When the business was taken over to Taylor, this meant that all goes as well as possible, a luxurious and elegant, so many gave their preference to her.
“Why you are not ready? So, quickly, quickly! Iviva, dear, why you are not dressed? Hey, you! Help her to wear! Marco, Alison! Correct her makeup and hair! Alive! Everyone else in the pace! In pace! We’ve got fifteen minutes!” Taylor was worn behind the scenes, giving instructions, because such an event should be carefully prepared and planned. Christine as always succeeded.
Guests gradually assembled and took their seats. They are at ease talking about fashion, trends, new collections, or just watching on the sides.
Iviva looked out from behind the backstage. So many people. And everyone is waiting for her. The main thing is not screw it up! Today she is in the skin model. Why not? Looking at a number of celebrities, media and prospective employers, Iviva was not herself. She understood what fear poor boys and girls experiencing in front of these people, because even one mistake can put a bold cross on their career.
“Are you scared?” she heard a voice behind her.
Iviva turned around and saw Taylor.
“A little bit. It seems to me. All these people ... They will be watching and waiting when I screw up.”
“Don't think about it. They will not judge you, only what you represent. No, of course, they will pay attention to you, but their main interest will be confined on the dress. It also happens that a good model becomes an outsider because designer just unfortunate chosen outfit.”
“All of a sudden I can't? Christine, I don't want let you down.”
“One problem more, one problem less,” Taylor smiled. “Don’t worry, the worst has already happened.”
“But still...”
“You know, imagine that you - a bird. Taking the first step you take off and fly over the world. It seems to you so small, so insignificant, you are not interested in their problems, because it is there somewhere at the bottom, you're flying and enjoying every second. Then you sit down. And as soon as look back, you will understand that all past and you have nothing more to fear.”
“Thank you, Christine,” said Iviva and they embraced, “Thank you for your believe in me.”
“You can do it.”
"Or maybe she is not such a bitch?" thought Iviva.
As soon as everyone took their seats, the lights went out in the hall. A few seconds later a beautiful female voice said softly:
“Welcome to Bryant Park for a week of high fashion spring - summer 2011.”
When the voice fell silent, heard music. Podium changes color according to the brand. It was an incredible, thrilling spectacle. The music stopped and the same gentle voice announced:
“Gucci.”
Runway turned white as snow. Iviva heard behind:
“You are the bird! Fly! Let everyone look at you from below - upwards...”
Iviva gathered her will into a fist.
“Well, go!”
Camera's flashes flickered everywhere. They reminded lights of the city, which remaining far below, and it gave her a confidence. She felt an incredible lightness and the rest of her way Iviva flew and returned in backstage to the rapturous applause.
At the end of the show she came out again arm-in-arm with a designer.
It was intoxicating and stunning success.
Iviva Blake's success.
“It was great! Amazing! You are enchantress! Muse!” showered her with complements the head designer of Gucci, “As I promised, you can choose any dress!”
“May I take this?” Iviva asked, pointing to the dress that she showed.
“Take it, honey!”
“Iviva, it was inimitable,” Taylor went to her and held out her a glass of champagne, “This is really unforgettable! For Iviva! This is your day, dear...”
Somehow this agitated Iviva's memory, when she heard the news by radio. For her, Christine has always been no more than just a neighbor, but had the feeling, what a part of life went along with her.
More she will answer on her cold "Hello" not less arrogant "Good morning".
More she will not call her a bitch or swap lies about a new lover.
Taylor was gone, leaving a small void in everyone's heart.
 
Iviva got out from taxi and went to her with only one desire - a bed. At the entrance she was met Benny. He eats a vanilla cone. As always.
“Oh, Iviva! Finally, you came back! Here are happening so terrible things!”
“I heard Benny.”
“The cops arrived with flashing lights and an ambulance; all fussed, ran and asked a lot of questions. Oh, it was a crazy night!”
“You will tell me all in the afternoon? I want to sleep.”
“One asked me a question ...” Benny continued, ignoring her.
“Benny!” she tried to reason with him, “I know that Courtney has already told you about everything what happened at the party, and plus to all of this is a stolen car, broken heel and night, spent with American black Jojo and cheap beer in the Bronx.”
“Wow...”
“I want to sleep. Let's talk in the evening, when I wake up, or tomorrow morning.”
“The funeral three days later. We decided to chip in and order a wreath for her,” Benny shouted.
“Tomorrow, Benny, all tomorrow!”
 
A lot of people gathered to spend Christine Taylor in her last journey. Among those present were her friends, neighbors, business partners, models, and, of course, inconsolable nephew.
“Oh, what a pity that she died,” heralded Amanda sarcastically. She was in mourning, but her face had a rather gloating expression.
“But looks like a living,” said Courtney.
“And her skin is soft and smooth. As if she at ten years younger,” impressed Lydia. “I would like to look the same when I will be buried.”
“Interestingly, who is her beautician?” Amanda said and looked around for a suitable candidate.
Iviva came to the Neil. He stood over the grave of a gloomy reverie.
“Neil, I do not know what to say - it's so unexpected. I understand what you feel.”
“Thanks, Iviva,” Neil looked up, “I am thinking about her last will. What if she left the business not for me?”
“You are thinking about it at this day? She has no one close apart you. You are disgusting.”
“She told you?” Neil smiled.
“Yes, she told me that you - the only one to whom she trusts. And the fact that you're thinking about her money - it's wrong! It shouldn’t be.”
“Oh, Iviva, his aunt was a pretty bitch, I doesn't be surprised if she bequeaths all to one of her men!” Amanda went to the table with snacks.
“Amanda, shows a little respect!” angrily threw her Iviva.
“She doesn’t respected nobody in life, so why we should respect her after death?” She said arrogantly.
“No, she was a good person, and I know it. She was unhappy and lonely,” Iviva said and turned to Taylor's grave, “Good bye, Christine. And remember - you're like a bird. Fly... and look at all the top - down.”
So the Christine Taylor's tale ended. She has affected on lives of everyone with who she talked, worked, or simply lived in the neighborhood.
And each, in turn, influenced on Christine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 5. My dear neighbor...
 
Weeks after the tragic death of Christine Taylor, near the elite house have stopped the black "Porsche". From it came out gorgeous blonde, one of those whom exemplary wives usually prefers fear. She threw the keys to a "parking boy" and went to the door, which kindly doorman opened before her.
Benny sat in his place, sipping a coffee while and reading the morning newspaper when he heard the roar of a powerful engine and knock of stiletto heels on the marble floor.
As soon as he saw a lady, Benny put down his newspaper and began looking at blonde with an interest.
The first thing that struck him - an elegant suit, tailor-made in Milan, shoes by "Jimmy Choo" and the clutch by "Chanel".
The second thing that caught his attention: blond, perfectly coiffed hair and haughty half-smile. At such moments, Benny regretted that he is gay; otherwise he would have tried to win the heart of this babe.
In general, the beauty produced a strong impression on him.
“Can I help you?” He asked to showy lady.
“Yes, when my baggage will arrive, deliver it to the apartment "503",” not stopping, replied the blonde.
Her name was Megan Steel, and at first sight Benny realized, that one more predatoress in Manhattan has become greater.
 
The morning began as usual: Iviva brewed coffee, made scrambled eggs, took a shower and was getting ready to go for a walk, when suddenly the doorbell rang.
Iviva went to open.
It was a great surprise when she discovered on the doorstep a blonde, what is more - a very familiar. In her hands she held a bottle of wine.
“Excuse me?”
“I moved here today and wanted to meet with the neighbors. At least, with the nearest,” Megan said a languorous voice.
This timbre seemed familiar, but Iviva couldn't remember to who it belong. In her head emerged a vague imagery of people with whom she not talked a many years. Among them was founded the platinum blonde.
"No, this can not be!" thought Iviva.
“Megan? Megan Steel?” she exclaimed.
“Iviva? Iviva Blake?” Megan mocked her.
“What are you doing here?”
“Now, I live here. I've been looking for appropriate variant. And not far from my work. Listen, I have a bottle of Chardonnay. You really get me to stand on the threshold?”
“I have a choice?” Asked Iviva.
“No,” answered Megan and coming in.
Perhaps in the world no exists a greater friendship, than the one that has stood the test of time... In college, Iviva and Megan were best friends. They divided all: breakfast in the dining room, clothes, cosmetics, and even "Indian grass". The only thing they could never shared - guys. As soon as one of them find her standing admirer, how he was immediately seduced by another. Because of this they constantly quarreled, but what principal law said: "Guys comes and goes, but next year we will live in one room". At next day they went shopping peacefully, as long as on the horizon will not appear a new admirer.
By a strange coincidence both were married in the last year of college with a difference of a month. Their choices were pretty good and had great prospects. Iviva chose a Russian immigrant Anton Korsakov, whom she met in gay club. At one time she really thought what he is queen, but as it turned out, Anton worked on a psychology project. Megan stopped on Sean Johnson, a promising lawyer in criminal cases.
Strange, but they also divorced a difference in a month.
“After divorce, I have some time to come in myself,” heralded Megan, “And then I spat at him and decided he was not worthy of my sufferings.”
“I know you so long – you’re not really worried,” said Iviva.
“Well, maybe ... Okay! After few hours I was dancing in a bar with some guys.”
“That's more like it,” Iviva grinned.
“Hell, I have a meeting with a client in half an hour!” Megan looked at the clock and went to the door, “See you later!”
“Yes, of course...”
Running out, Megan met face to face with Jonathan Crossman. She coyly smiled to him and he smiled back. "Great ass!" thought Megan. "She looks so hot" thought Jonathan.
Iviva not had time to close the door, as Jonathan appeared on the threshold. He turned around. The blonde felt his eyes at her and made her gait more sex appeal.
Man had forgotten why he had come to Iviva.
“Jonathan?”
“Oh, Iviva. I'm sorry. I lost in thought...a little bit,” he said, still keeping his eyes on Megan, more precisely, on her elastic ass.
“I see,” said Iviva sarcastically and looked out the door, “I always wanted to have ass like her.”
“You don't understand me correctly.”
“Come on! We haven’t such relationships, that I be jealous every time when you look at another woman.”
“Maybe let's go for a walk?”
“Actually, I'm preparing to leave right now.”
“Benny told me that every morning you walking in the Central park and feed a pigeons.”
“So, what else did he tell you?” Asked Iviva, buttoning her sandal.
“About your hatred when people call you the shortened name, that you hate children, dogs and clowns,” Jonathan said and handed her a bag of grain.
“Well, about clowns he exaggerated, but basically it is. Okay, let's go, if you want.”
In Manhattan so many places where you can meet with friends, spent a               
first date or looking for something new, but so few places where you can just be alone and talk quietly. Fortunately, there is Central Park.
“Wait, you mean that I avoiding you?” Repeated Iviva.
“Are you not?”
“It's you don't want to see me after that evening. You never visited me and even didn't calling.”
“Iviva,” Jonathan said, “I have a business. My schedule is planned out by the minute.”
“Well, then, I will not be intruding on you...”
“No, Iviva. Even after what happened in the "Diana Ritz", I like you very, very much. I don't care what these people think. Iviva, you’re gorgeous, elegant, charming, cheerful and at the same devilishly sexy. Don't think that you're not longer interesting me.”
Mind called to Iviva stopping, but the heart was screaming: "Hurry up! Or he can get by someone else!"
“Maybe we'll start all again?” Iviva smiled.
“I am thinking now the same thing. So, it's possible to meet you?”
“Well, try,” coyly replied Iviva.
“Jonathan Crossman.”
“Iviva Blake.”
“Iviva, what would you say if I invite you to dinner? Next Saturday?”
“I will answer, whether it earlier?”
“Sorry. But the all of the evening I will be yours.”
“Okay, you come to me at eight. And without delay, I hope, Benny told you how much I dislike waiting for.”
“I will be on time. Now I must go,” Jonathan kissed her on the forehead.
Iviva thought about the sincerity of his words. Once her heart was broken, and she didn't want to happen again.
But Iviva Blake is one of those ladies, who never look back. 
 
Georgia Carroll eagerly waiting for night. A time, when she finally can drop a daily routine and plunge into the glitter of nightlife. The hour hand approached to number six, and for Jojo a fortiori was unbearable to sitting at her workplace and listen to another rave from one of her clients. Today Jojo is lucky - not many desirous make a manicure.
Although one yet was found.
“And then I said this bitch - just try to come to my husband once again! Yes, I will pull out all yours hairs!” lady shared her adventures for a whole salon, she ordered a French manicure.
“Yeah, yeah...” told Jojo lazily, continuing to dry the nails, “In what color to paint?”
“You should see it, Jojo, which lacquered handbag I bought! Today we paint in red.”
“Excellent choice,” she replied sarcastically.
The door of a beauty shop opened and a gorgeous white brunette came in. Everybody knows what this salon only for blacks and whites people tried to avoid this place. To appear here means have big problems. But Iviva hasn't fear. She came into and lovely said:
“Hi! Where is Jojo?”
“How did you find me?” She asked in surprise.
“A hundred bucks can work wonders,” Iviva said.
“You bet!” said the lady with five-centimeter nails.
“I have decided to return it,” Iviva handed to Jojo a bag with shoes. “And say thank you.”
“You’re welcome,” answered Jojo and put bag under the table, “I hope your life is getting better?”
“Yes, thank for your support.”
“Hey, what are you doing tonight?” unexpectedly asked Jojo.
“I? Nothing, in any case, today, tomorrow, but in general every morning, afternoon and evening...”
“Then you will not mind if I invite you to the club today? It will be a great party. And many single guys!”
“Well, I don't know,” evasively answered Iviva.
“Come on! You need to unwind! I would have gone crazy if I sat at home all day!”
“Ok, I'll come.”
“Excellent! Then, at six we are meeting here. And dress anything that will not pity to be pouring by beer. We will have a good time!”
Iviva and Jogo kissed like old friends and inspired Iviva back on Fifth Avenue and began to rummage her wardrobe in search of something suitable.
 
Megan Steele returned from a meeting in a very good mood: only that her client who was accused of murdering a prostitute, paid her an advance of one hundred thousand dollars. On the way home Megan dropped in a few boutiques where, without much hesitation, she bought an awesome jacket, handbag and shoes for the upcoming hearings.
Upon entering the hall, she met the man with which has faced nose to nose when she left from Iviva. It is a lie, saying that she had not thought about him the last pair of hours. And man, in turn, had been very interested in Megan.
“Are you pursuing me?” she asked coyly.
“No, of course no, lady,” said Jonathan.
“Then how do you explain that I see you again, and you didn't say me any word?”
“In the morning you was so fast, I have not even more to speak.”
“You can do it now,” said Megan and lightly touched his shoulder.
“I...well... sort of...” Jonathan hesitated.
“My name is Megan Steel, but for you just Meg,” she took the initiative.
“Jonathan Crossman, but you can call me just Joe.”
“Nice to meet you, Joe.”
“Me too,” embarrassed said Jonathan.
“What do you do home at working time, Joe? I thought that the residents of this house usually sit at work round the clock.”
“I have a break. I decided to check my fishes.”
“You keep the fish? A very enjoyable hobby. If I have not this damn job, I would like to have got a pet.”
“Aquarium soothes me. You know, it's nice after a long day to come home and not turn on the TV, just look at how they swim in an aquarium. It's relaxes.”
Megan got bored of hearing about his pets, especially because she loved fish only fried, or boiled. But if you want to win the man, its necessary divide his interests. Megan feigned interested and listened to his stories about in what time they need to be fed.
“And when it becomes apparent that the female is about to give birth...”
“It's incredibly interesting,” Megan interrupted him, “But I would like to know which relationships you have with Iviva?”
“Now we are how good friends, not lovers, although at a dinner party we did something about what both highly regretted.”
“What's that?” Megan asked.
Jonathan told her about all events of that evening, and didn't stint on the details. Megan's face broke into a smile, and she laughed at ease with him.
“And what, you were in that position?” answered Megan, which imagination such drew her colorful paintings.
“Yes, just imagine! You should have seen Amanda Henderson's face!”
“Unbelievable! Well, Vivi!”
“She doesn't like it,” said Jonathan.
“Well, after a stupid accident ...” Megan waved.
“Then maybe you tell me about it over dinner?”
Megan remained extremely pleased with herself. She managed to make the first move. And it was very successful.
“With pleasure. When?”
“Today. I will cook.”
“Amazing. At the same time I will evaluate your aquarium,” Megan said and touched his shoulder again.
“Then at seven?”
“At seven,” she nodded, stepping into the elevator, “And my favorite plate is paella. I hope you cooking it properly.”
“Don't doubt,” said Jonathan and internally praised him for interest another beauty.
Megan rose to her apartment in the full confidence that today it will be a memorable night.
And so it happened.
 
Iviva had a difficult choice, which happens once in every woman's life: what to wear? She rummaged in her closet and found several sets. They might be suitable. The first consisted of the jeans and red top, the second of cocktail dresses with a spot of champagne (after one stormy night - Iviva didn’t like to remember about it). And a third of mini-skirt and pink T-shirt - she bought it on sale.
Iviva tried on the second set when doorbell insistently rang.
“Neil?” surprised Iviva, “What are you doing here?”
“All is lost!” Neil clutched his head, tearing his hair.
“Can you explain what happened?”
“It's just impossible!” Neil was in hysteric.
“Relax! Sit down!” commanded Iviva.
Neil sat on sofa and paused. His hands trembled.
“So, now explain me, why you burst to me and what happened.”
“After the Christine's funeral,” began Neil. “More precisely, at third day, the notary called me and, oh my God, said he wanted to announce her last will. When I went to his office, I saw my cousin, uncle and a few unfamiliar people. Notary began to read the bequest ... antique furniture she left for her cousin Rosalind and for uncle Smith get a house in California. To me she bequeathed her "Bentley". And some little things to those who were in the room with us, but the most important thing!”
Neil tears.
“Continues.”
“All her money, apartment and the business she bequeathed to Alex Hart! I've never seen him! I could have sworn that Christine didn't know him too!”
“Well, maybe he is her son, ex-husband, lover?” shrugged Iviva.
“No! I knew all those with whom she communicates, with whom she even sleeps and with whom she goes for a shopping! I knew all about it! There are neither sons, and her ex-husband is in jail.”
“Then maybe lover?”
“Who? This moron Roberto? He reads by syllables not that lay his hands on inheritance! And my aunt someone terribly feared last two months!”
Here Neil realized that blurted out too much, but it was too late to retreat, and he cracked.
“Whom she afraid of?” repeated Iviva.
“I don't know, Iviva, don't know. Last two months she was not herself - kept saying something about retribution, money, and generally behaved strangely.”
“Maybe that's why she jumped from the window,” Iviva said that, what anything else was afraid to say. Each incident has its cause. And the reason of Taylor's suicide may be in that Alex Hart.
But who is he?
“Ok, Neil, pull yourself together and go to this address,” Iviva took a business card and handed him.
“What is it?”
“My old friend is lawyer and she, definitely, will help you.”
“I don't even know how to thank you!” Neil threw on her neck.
“You’re welcome, Neil.”
He left and Iviva, finally, could assess her outfit.
“No, it's - still in those jeans your ass looks much better, baby!” She said to her reflection. 
 
At six Iviva stood near the salon, where Jojo worked. Next to her thronged a few fancy and tasteless-dressed girls. They were arguing, swearing and looked askance at Iviva that it could not her anger. In the end, one of girls came up to her, looked appreciatively around at her and said:
“Hey, skinny, what are you hang out here?”
“You’re talking to me?” turned Iviva.
“Yeah? Who are you?”
“Iviva Blake. And you?”
“Oh, you're this richest chicken, about which told Jojo? Not bad. Hey, girls,” she called her friends, “This is Iviva.”
At that moment three girls surrounded Iviva. They greedily looked on her outfit and exchanged glances at each other with envy.
“Jojo called me a rich skinny chicken?” inquired Iviva the leader of Bronx Amazons.
“No, of course not,” she smiled, “She called you, contrary, a great chick! Well, my name is Lindsay, this is Shelley, Lulu and Hannah.”
“Nice to meet you,” Hannah smiled.
“Me too,” Shelley said.
“I am glad,” kindly replied Iviva, “Well, where we are going?”
“In the club. It is not far from here. Well, it's Jojo!”
At the door of  beautyshop appeared Jojo, dressed match to her friends, though she has left more less makeup.
“Iviva!” Jojo cried gleefully, “I thought you were not coming. Glad to see you.”
Iviva casually smiled.
“All here. Now let's go and rock out this almshouse!” Lindsay squealed happily and company went to the club.
Iviva felt slightly uncomfortable, but it's gone as soon as they appeared on the dance floor, after a pair of bottles of cheap swipes.
 
At eight o'clock Megan wear her best clothes - short evening dress with plunging neckline and expensive shoes, which emphasizing her shapely legs. Well, we must pay tribute to her - the image of femme blonde Megan has definitely successful - Jonathan was speechless when saw this chick on the doorstep of his apartment.
“I'm not too late?”
“No, you're just in time. I pulled ribs from the oven. I'm sorry, but I don't know how to cook paella,” Jonathan said, and gestured invited her enter.
“It's okay. What a wonderful smell!” Megan said admiringly, “I always thought what men are best cooks.”
Jonathan blushed. Megan noticed this and realized that complement was more than successful.
She walked into the room. On the wall showed off a huge aquarium, where swam a lot of exotic fishes. 
“Nice,” said Megan, “Every so similar to the others, but, nevertheless, it has its own personality.”
“Yes, fish like no one else care about how it look.”
Megan grinned and walked into the dining room, where they waited a romantic dinner.
“I thought we will have a friendly dinner, as good neighbors.”
“It seemed to me that a couple of candles can not hurt. Especially, because I spend the evening with a beautiful woman,” answered Jonathan.
Megan smiled in anticipation of a rough night, which didn't happen.
 
Iviva sat at the bar and drink beer, when she was approached by a young and hot guy. He was black, one of the regulars of this club. Iviva didn't even pay attention to him, but that could not touch this narcissistic moron, who is used to the attention of girls.
“Do you like it?” he asked.
“Yeah,” said Iviva and continued to sip a beer.
“I am L.J.,” guy tried to make the acquaintance.
“It doesn't matter.”
“Well, come on, babe, tell me your name?” he insisted.
“Iviva.” 
“Vivi. A beautiful name.”
“Damns you! My name is Iviva.”
“You know, I have no seen here chicks like you a long time.” 
“I'm sorry. I wasn't attracted the pizza guys.”
“I work at a construction site, not in a pizzeria.”
“There is a difference?” asked already boozy Iviva and hiccupped. “Oh! Excuse me...”
L.J easily touched her neck and gently coming down, why Iviva finally sobered up.
“What are you doing?” indignantly cried Iviva in a voice with Jojo - she stood nearby and watched for them.
“Jojo - this is not what you thought!” L.J. jumped.
“I know what I was thinking and I know what it means, dammit!” Jojo gone crazy.
“Rascal!” joined Iviva.
Jojo meanwhile bashed her boyfriend: she trying to kick him, handing slapping, pounding her fists on his back.
The angry girl barely dragged away.
A little calmer, Jojo shouted to him:
“All over between us!”
She ran out of the club with tears. Iviva followed to her.
“Jojo, waits!” Iviva shouted to retreating Jogo, “I'm sorry, I didn't know how... I wasn't going to ... Wait!”
“Iviva, you're not blaming. I know he is asshole, but I still continued to believe, what it's not so,” Jojo said in tears.
“I know what you feel. But you also told me that this is just a rough patch, and that sooner or later it will pass. Isn't it?”
“I do,” said Jojo, “Over the past few weeks, you only one who could understand me, listen and supported. Thank you.” 
And now, newly minted friends walked arm in arm through the streets of New York and dreamed that one day they will be happy too.
 
Megan and Jonathan peacefully talking about "high". Megan admitted to him that can't stand fish, Jonathan discovered the secret that he bought the aquarium only a few hours ago.
“And then on each computer on the campus appeared Iviva's photo,” Megan laughed.
“And what does it contain?” Jonathan smiled.
“My name is Vivi, and I sleep with all state's football team! Since then, she hates, when her called Vivi, Ivy or some other.”
“Unpleasant story. In youth, we all may be a little cruel.”
“You should have seen her face. It was worth it.”
Megan realized that it was time to act. She leaned over a table and passionately kissed Jonathan. Hi, as befits a real man, didn't resist. But in the heat of passion, Megan didn't notice that her hair caught in a candle flame, and immediately flared.
“Holy shit!” Jonathan cried out and began to clap her on the head with a towel.
Megan screaming hysterically - styling in the beauty salon cost her two thousand dollars. And how much damage for her image!
“Oh, my God! A-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-ah! No! No!”
Once the hair has been extinguished, Megan could assess the damage - hairs were hopelessly scorched. Finally, in frustrated, blonde trotted to the door, covering burned hairs.
This is what happens to those who covet another's.
“Megan, waits! I'm sorry...”
“No, it's not your fault, really! I really must to go! Forgive me for being a little didn't burn your home!”
“We'll see you much more?” asked Jonathan.
“I hope so ... and once again I'm sorry!”
Megan and Iviva could never divided guys. Which sorts of tricks and gimmicks they didn't invent to win them from each other. But both of them have forgotten that sometimes fate comes into a love game. And often it wants, that this trophy isn't got to anybody.
Upset Megan returned to her flat and took out a bottle of wine. In search of a corkscrew she rummaged through the drawers. Corkscrew was hidden under a sheet of paper, folded in half.
Filled a glass, Megan took the sheet and opened.
It was a note:
"That's the hour of my reckoning. This is not my sin, but I feel that I also had a hand in her death...
K.T."
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
Chapter 6. One small mistake
 
Amanda Henderson never loved anyone. Don't loved her first husband, second, and even the last, although she lived for fifteen years. After his death Amanda gets a tidy sum, which she spent on expensive jewelry and trips to the best resorts in the world.
This is the only thing which gave Amanda pleasure.
Sometimes, though, she wasn't averse to pampering someone. A little. 
Her grandchildren.
“Grandma!” Gleefully shouted from the doorway girl of nineteen and ran to Amanda.
“Oh, my dears! How long I haven't seen you!” She hugged her grandchildren.
“I, finally, decided to go to college,” said the girl. “I will study the literature.”
“And what mother said? She, seems, don't want that you left home.”
“It’s certainly strange, but she was happy for me.”
“Really,” Amanda said, “Although, I always told her that the children eventually grow up and going away. For example, I never held your mother beside me, so she was a child independent. Well! Do you know what yours favorite granny prepared for you?”
“What? What?” The boy jumped in joy.
“So, first, a little gift for my granddaughter!” Amanda said and pulled out of the closet handbag by "Hermes", specially ordered two months ago, “It's for you, Elise.”
A girl squealed with delight. She had long dreamed about what exactly nobody has! Amanda took a pleasure when she doing grandchildren chic gifts, because their parents keeps them on a short leash. Amanda's daughter, Patricia, not like when her mother bought them expensive things. Believed that money corrupts. But Amanda isn't in a hurry to listen to daughter. Therefore, each visit accompanied by a huge waste for satisfaction grandchildren's greedy needs.
However, Eliza and Peter truly loved grandma and never used her generosity.
Maybe a little.
Elisa kissed Amanda and ran to the mirror for admire new clothes.
“And now a little gift for Peter!” Amanda smiled from ear to ear, “Look at this.”
She pulled out an old baseball ball and handed it to Peter. The boy eagerly grabbed it and, after a few moments, the room flooded by child's joy:
“Ruth Babe's autograph!”
“Yes! He's the most! I visited all auctions in city in search of something special for you!”
“Thank you, grandma!” Joyful kid embraced her.
“Well, well. You can play. Just be careful - don't break all windows in the house!”
Yes, Amanda Henderson didn't love anybody.
Except her grandchildren.
And it was her little secret.
In new handbag Elisa found ten thousand dollars - Amanda carefully put them into a pocket. Everybody knows that a girl definitely needs in shoe, accessories and other stuff.
Elisa once again thanked grandmother and went shopping.
 
Iviva returned home from a morning walk. She thought about Jonathan.
All the time.
What if he is her destiny?
What if Jonathan isn't the one who she needs?
Finally confused in her mind, Iviva didn't notice that she faced with a high red-haired girl.
“Oh, God, I'm sorry. I'm a little lost in thought. You're not badly hurt?” Iviva awkwardly apologized.
“No, don’t worry. With me this often happens.”
“Once again I'm sorry,” smiled Iviva, “I newer seen you here before.”
“We aren’t so often arrive to grandmother. The last time we were here a year ago. My name is Elise Meyer.”
“To the grandmother?” Iviva pawing in the head all the neighbors who were suitable for this role. Amanda was the only candidate and this is surprise for her.
Iviva thought that Amanda has no children.
“Yes, Amanda Henderson is my grandmother,” said Eliza, anticipating the next question.
“I thought she is childfree...”
“Well, she has a daughter from first marriage.”
“She had been married more than once?” Iviva's eyes widened. All the time which Iviva lived in this house she thought that Amanda all her life was a harmful old woman, married once, and God not give her a child because the old ladies didn't give birth.
“Three.”
“Unbelievable!”
“Three men and only the last one was a worthy. But he's dead. He was cute. You know, I've seen you somewhere,” Eliza's eyes narrowed, “Damn! I can't remember.”
“Maybe, because I live here?”
“What is your name?”
“Iviva Blake.”
“Wait! You're Iviva Blake from Fashion Week! It's you! Yes, exactly! Wow!”
Elisa was overjoyed. It was typical for her reacted so emotional. At ten years old when parents presented her another Barbie Malibu, she threw a fit, torn off the doll's head and threw it into a fire. At fifteen, when Eliza first kissed a boy, she ran two laps around gridiron. At seventeen, when she got a driver's license, half day laughed at her photo. And now, standing near to Iviva, she squeaked and jumped with delight.
“This is cool! I always wanted to be a model! What is this?”
“Well, I'm not a model... rather, I just rescued my neighbor,” Iviva began to explain.
“You are a star of the show! Do you read the reviews?”
“I haven't got a time,” explained Iviva with regret, but only for not to offend her.
On the same her it was absolutely not care.
“Oh, nothing!”
“Me called twice and suggested the contracts, money, but I was never interested. I prefer wear clothes, don't advertise. In addition, I am twenty-six, which model?”
“Really? I could give you a maximum of twenty-four years!” Eliza sucked up. 
Still she is a true Amanda's grand-daughter. Now, Iviva was absolutely sure in this.
“I'm sorry, Eliza, but I should go. I was glad to see you.”
“Well, good luck. Oh, can I be photographed with you? I want all the girls in college envious me!”
“Based on who your grandma, to you will be envy anyway. Okay, come on.”
Eliza took out her "iPhone" and imprinted them next to the newly-fledged star of the runway.
“You're like Claudia Shiffer!” Benny laughs when Eliza finally disappeared from their view.
“Benny, stop!” waved Iviva.
“Who is that girl?”
“You don't believe in it, she is Amanda's granddaughter.”
“Really? I thought that the old ladies don’t give birth.”
Iviva and Benny laughed. Whatever you say, but Amanda Henderson doesn’t fit with the image of a loving and caring grandmother, because ladies like her were born a default in expensive suits and eternally dissatisfied expression.
 
Megan Steel hated Sundays because all mortals on this day could get some sleep or spend time with their family and friends.
But not Megan.
She, like all the residents of Fifth Avenue was working seven days a week. Meetings, clients, business lunches - an endless string, which never stops. These people working infinitely, otherwise they wouldn't lives here.
Megan's morning was hopelessly flawed. Her hair smelled disgusting. She decided to cancel her meeting at ten o'clock and go to the salon.
Closing the door, she saw Iviva. She also noticed her and friendly waved. Fine! Now Megan will have to tell her about dinner, because she certainly would draw attention to her hair.
"Oh, shit!" Cursed Megan, but it's too late to retreat.
“Good morning, Vivi!” She smiled sweetly.
“Meg, how much I must repeat you?”
“Come on, it's not the end of life.”
“But I still don't like when people call me that.”
“Well, Vivi.”
“Megan! Hey, what's this?” Iviva stopped on her hair.
“Nothing!” Answered Megan and closed the scorched part with handbag.
“No, no! Ha-ha! How did you have burned them?”
“This is so scary and sad story.”
“Come on, tell me,” try to find out Iviva.
“Okay. Yesterday we had dinner with Jonathan, we small talk and I admired his culinary talents. Then I decided to kiss him, and my hairs caught in a candle flame.”
Inside Iviva everything exploded with happiness.
Never before Megan hasn’t encountered such problems happened with her in a date. No, of course, unforeseen and even funny situations happened a lot, but never like this.
And that's a good sign. Megan lost the first round.
But this woman didn't like to lose. Each failure was an ordeal for Megan. And when it came to personal victories, Megan didn't know mercy. Obtaining Jonathan to her bed, she found already principal. For so many years Iviva forgot - if Megan loosing, she always took revenge.
However, Iviva must be offended - Jonathan said that he is very busy. But no. Probably she shouldn’t be crazy. Men don't like hysterical women, and Megan, certainly, will use this.
“What a pity for you,” snidely remarked Iviva.
“He said that your boobs saw the whole Fifth Avenue,” Megan retorted.
“Oh ... he told you about accident in "Diana Ritz"...”
“And not only that. Okay, honey, I must go or I’ll late on the hair styling.”
“Well, I hope they will correct your little mistake with fire,” Iviva grinned, “Next time doesn’t forget about firemen's helmet, honey.”
“Actually, I want to buy a handheld fire extinguisher,” not turning around, said Megan.
Megan removed with its branded gait.
Now on Fifth Avenue will be really hot.
 
Benny Hill used to live in luxury. No, he was rich how a second-rate manager, but last few years he was surrounded by comfort and sheen of glamour. Every day, Benny watched the life of rich and successful people and enjoyed the fact that he somehow belong to their range. He was extremely proud to have lived on the Fifth Avenue, albeit in a small studio on the ground floor. And on all those with whom he had to communicate this fact made a strong impression.
Yes, Benny Hill felt himself in this small world quite excellent, as long as on the Fifth Avenue doesn’t appear outrageous Georgia Carroll.
“What the hell?” Brawled Jojo and tried to come in, but the doorman tightly pressed against the closed door, “I said, let me in, asshole!”
"High" position of concierge creates indulgence. At such moments he felt himself how a supreme arbiter.
“Federico let her in”
The doorman stepped aside.
“You are going to whom?” Arrogantly asked Benny.
“To Iviva Blake”
“She's waiting for you?”
“I don't think so, but tell her that Jojo came and wants to invite her to go shops.”
“Shopping?” Benny grinned, “In "second-hand"?”
Jojo was dumbfounded. What unheard-of audacity! Who does he think he is, to say such a thing to the trendsetter of Bronx fashion? Not in the second-hand - in shops for the sale of nearly new stuff!
“In "Seconds" you’re dress, fatso!”
“Cow!” Benny offended, “For your knowledge, it's "Versace".
“You're saving to this all your fatty life?” Boldly replied Jojo and she were right: Benny procrastinated on this jacket for a year, before he could afford it.
“I don't be surprised if you ordered it in a Korean online store. That poor Chinese weavers!” Jojo went on the offensive.
“Your hair is so artificial, they were making it too?” quipped Benny.
“Once they had sent your order on plastic watches!”
Yes, it was a clash of two ardent fans of sales, cheap shops and guardians of fashion, which, however, they both still didn't match.
Nearby were two maids. They laughed.
“May a black woman in tiger tights out argue a gay?” Said one of Mexican women with voice of leading of reality show.
“It seems we have a draw!” Said another.
Benny and Jojo silenced, having spent all their reserve of barbs.
First broke the silence Jojo:
“Maybe you're still calling to Iviva and say that I am waiting for her?”
“Okay,” Benny said, and picked up the phone.
On the other end heared a disgruntled Iviva's voice:
“Benny, I just want to take a shower! What's up?”
“Here black woman, Jojo. She said you know her.”
“Yes. Well, she may come to me.”
Benny put the phone down and said in a serious tone:
“Iviva Blake waiting for you. The apartment ''502". Fifth floor.”
“Thank you,” said Jojo and went to the elevator. Going into, she showed her tongue to Benny. In response, he narrowed his eyes.
Jojo has risen to the desired floor. The elevator doors opened and Fifth Avenue appeared before her in all its glory: a corridor with marble floors, tall ceilings and, of course, the red carpet. Passing through it, Jojo felt herself like a movie star. One day she saw this house from afar and never thought she could go inside. Now even this distant dream comes true. What can I say - Fifth Avenue is like an exclusive handbag - inside even better than outside.
Jojo has found the needed door and knocked. No answer. She pressed the doorbell.
“Come in!” Heard behind the door.
Jojo gently tugged the door handle and entered. For a girl from Bronx streets, accustomed to huddle in cramped flats with her family, Iviva's home is showing just huge. And this apartment was really great: as much as two square meters of luxury and comfort. Like this she had seen only in movies.
Going into the room, Jojo sat down in a chair. On the coffee table were several thick glossy magazines. Leafing through it, she noticed that some things are on separate pages circled in red marker.
After a few minutes in the room went Iviva in bathrobe. Her hair was wrapped in a white towel.
“Jojo!” Iviva stretched into a smile, “I'm very glad.”
“I decided see how you live,” friends embraced, “Well, I am impressed!”
“By the way, a very practical way to go shopping,” Iviva said, noticed the disclosed magazines, “I hate to spend a lot of time for shopping, so I note anything what I liked, and then come to the shop and order it.”
“Yes, it is more convenient,” Jojo agreed, “I just want to invite you to go shopping, but if you don't like...”
“Why not? I'll join you with pleasure.”
“But I’m going to the boutiques cheaper.”
“It doesn't matter,” waved Iviva. “Even in these stores you can find great clothes! In the kitchen there is tea, coffee, bottle of vermouth in the fridge. Feel yourself how at home.”
Iviva hid in the bathroom, and Jojo went to the kitchen. Fridge was bursting with restaurant food. In one of the kitchen cabinets she found service by Tiffany.
It made a lasting impression.
She poured vermouth and went out to loggia. Below were visible signboards of boutiques, people in business suits scurried along the sidewalks, and expensive cars rode along the road.
Yes, another seemingly impossible dream has become a reality - Georgia Carroll stood on the balcony, sipping Martini and watching for a Fifth Avenue's life.
After half an hour Iviva and Jojo went down.
Benny ran down the hall and screamed:
“Oh, you little scoundrel!”
“What's going on here?” Iviva laughed.
“This little bugger, grandson of Amanda throws me a ball!” Said Benny, “Uh, I'll catch you!”
Peter, aimed and ran the ball to Benny's forehead, but he managed to dodge and ball hited into a passing man.
“Ben, what's going on here?” He asked irritably.
“Oh, I'm sorry Mr. Dors.”
“Be more careful! Here not a baseball field!”
“Yes, Benny, be careful,” Peter mimicked.
The man snorted and walked into the elevator.
Benny horrified ran to the phone.
 
Courtney only gathered took out the handcuffs, when suddenly a phone ringing. She picked up the handset.
“Yes.”
“Courtney, Derek has already into the elevator!” Benny panicked, as though he is cheated on.
“Oh, shit!”
She hung up and rushed around the room. A naked man lying on bed blindfolded and gagged. He mumbled something.
“What happened?” He asked, pulling out the gag.
“My husband is back!” Courtney rushed in panic, gathering his clothes.
He jumped out of bed and began to dress.
“We have no time!” Yelled Courtney and opened window. The door bell rang, “I'm coming, honey!”
Location of Dorse's apartment has been very successful - one of the windows output onto the fire escape and it often saved a Courtney's marriage. And now she kissed her lover once again and closed the window behind him. The jingle didn't stop.
“Wait a second! I'm coming, darling!”
“What took so long?” Derek asked irritably.
“I’m cleaning ,” with a forced smile said Courtney.
“You never did it. Where is he?”
“Who?”
“Your lover!” Derek looked under the bed, but nobody was there, “Well.”
“I don't understand what you mean.”
“No, you do! Answer!”
Derek went to the bathroom, and no one not finding, continued his search in the dressing room, and then frisked all wardrobes. Vainly. Calmer, Derek looked at the window. There was no one.
He poured whiskey.
“I hate it, when you doing fool out of me.”
“You do it. All your suspicions are completely groundless. I love only you,” said Courtney and insensibly shoved lover's sock under the sofa.
 
With enviable regularity, Amanda Henderson noticed, how behind her windows flashed past a half-naked girls or completely naked men, dressing on the run. One of them, saw her at the window, smiled and waved her. Amanda amazement stared and waved too.
Every time watching them, she remembered her impetuous youth, when she also was driving her boyfriends through the window to avoid being caught by parents. Approaching the mirror, she looked at her old face, freaked with wrinkles and with sadness remembered about the bygone years.
Amanda often noticed in their windows naked men and women and remembered a time, when she was the same.
From the upstairs apartment heared screams. Derek yelled something about a lover, Courtney tried to justify. When Derek raising his voice, all others seemed, what they hear a ship's horn. Courtney, accustomed to this and perceived it calmly how politic news, but the neighbors... The neighbors were ready to make any sacrifice for their tranquility. It should be noted that the walls of their house had good insulation, but it’s not saved from Derek's voice.
Amanda fed up by their cries, so she went up to the floor above and persistently rang the doorbell of annoying neighbors. Courtney opened.
“Oh, Amanda what you want?”
“If you can't tame your hubby, I can do it,” Amanda answered and looks over Courtney's shoulder. Derek paced the living room with a glass of whiskey, “Hi.”
“Hello, Amanda.”
“We can handle,” Courtney said, and tried to close the door.
“Yes, but he yelled that plaster drizzled from the ceiling. What happened? Can you tell me who is it...” Amanda hasn't a time to finish, as Courtney pushed her out the door and went out.
“Amanda, for heaven's sake.”
“Yes, I'm not going to tell! If I did it, your hubby never shut up!”
“Then why did you come?” She pricked up her ears.
“First, I would like to know who is this man, who flew past my window, friendly waving me?”
“Well, he is ... my lover.”
“I understand. Well, I think you will wonder if I tell you that this men not only one, who escape,” Amanda winked.
Courtney have realized about what said Amanda, but pretended to not understand.
“On what are you implying?”
“Periodically I see half-naked girls.”
“I knew it!” Courtney said angrily, “When?”
“Remember a few months ago you went to your mother?”
“Scoundrel!”
“And when you were in France, Thailand, Japan and Russia,” lists Amanda, “Egypt, Germany, Austria, Switzerland, Brazil, I could continue - not too much left.”
“Why are you telling me this?”
“Sometimes bare asses deliver me troubles, and I pity you. Derek knows about your infidelity, but you don't know about his. This is dishonestly.”
“Now I also have a reply weapon!” Courtney rubbed her hands, “Thanks, Amanda.”
“You’re welcome. Oh, and don't shout so much anymore, or I will tell about a pioneers on Christmas,” answered Amanda and with feeling of satisfaction went down to her.
 
Iviva don't like spend a lot of time for shopping, but with Jojo time passed unnoticed. She dragged her to all local second-hand and sales.
On Iviva it produced unforgettable impression. That leopard blouse for two ninety-nine with grid on sleeves, which likes only a local prostitutes. Jojo has found it so charming and without hesitation, she bought.
Iviva's choice fell on tight jeans, purple top, pink sandals with glass inserts, colorful rag bag, mini-skirt of leatherette and purple leggings - she would wear it at home.
“I can't believe that I bought it,” complained Iviva, leaving the store.
“I think you have excellent taste.”
“Awful. Neighbors wouldn't understand me. Especially, Amanda and Lydia.”
“Who cares? I'm absolutely don't care what people say about me.”
“But this is the Fifth Avenue.”
“You're too fixated on what others think about you. Be simpler,” shrugged Jojo. “If you like something, do it and spit at Amanda and Lydia. If you want to wear purple tights, wear it, if you want to feed the pigeons in Central Park - feed them. In New York, nobody cares what you do as long as it doesn't bring them inconvenience.”
“Perhaps you're right,” Iviva sighed and looked in the showcase. On it laid a plastic bracelet with glass emeralds, sticked on glue, “And only fifty-nine cents.”
A few minutes later it flaunted on her wrist.
“Nice,” said Jojo.
“Yes, but absolutely not boutiqly.”
“Boutiqly?”
“So says Benny, our concierge, when he sees expensive clothes.”
“He is nasty!” Jojo snorted.
“Really? He is cute, until he starting tells gossips.”
Iviva's view stopped on another showcase. On the mannequin was wearing a sexy mesh costume with a cut on the chest and bikini area.
She is waiting for a first official dale with Jonathan. She wants to do this evening special.
Perhaps, she knows how to do it.
After a few minutes mannequin was naked and a ticket on train of lust lying in a package with check which says "Thank you for your purchase."
“Where are you going to wear it?” Jojo said sarcastically.
“After a week I will have a romantic dinner with one of my neighbor. I hope this will be a little surprise to him.”
“I’m not doubt, darling, not doubt.”
 
At eight o'clock, Jonathan was waiting Iviva near her apartment. Until now, it remains a mystery why she put on a red dress, in which she celebrated a wedding anniversary with Anton last year. And why she put on under it that reticulate suit. Feature of the dress was that it can removed by one smooth gesture, like an Indian dancer's costume. It needs only to unbutton a clasp and the dress slump down easy. When she finished preparing, Iviva came to elegantly dressed gentleman. Jonathan didn't loose and gave her a huge bouquet of red roses.
Promising start.
“You look so great.”
Iviva smiled and took under his arm.
Jonathan had booked a table at the most expensive restaurant in New York «Masa». He was lucky - at the last moment entered the rejection of a table and Jonathan appeared in time and managed to intercept it.
On the last wedding anniversary, Anton invited her in the same restaurant.
“I’ve never been here,” lied Iviva when they sat down, “A wonderful place. How you did it?”
“I have some contacts and a little bit of luck.”
“I'm impressed. I think this night will be really special.”
“Me too.”
Looking through the menu, Iviva noticed that at the next table sat Lydia and Alvin. She nodded to them. Lydia smiled stiffly - she didn't expect to see them together.
The dinner passing couldn't be better: exquisite cuisine, expensive wine and excellent service. Restaurant, worthy of kings.
“So what do you do?” Asked Iviva.
“I sell cars. I started as a mechanic in a repair shop, then save some money and opened my own business. As always.
“I think it's very interesting. All these motors, wheels, and what is still in the machine.”
“I spent a lot of time with my father in the garage - there I learned all. And you?”
“Well, I graduated from college, got married, even though my mother wasn't happy, divorced. Nothing interesting.”
“You need to find a decent man.”
“I think I found,” said Iviva and took his hand, “I need to absent for a minute.”
“Of course.”
“I'll be back quickly.”
Iviva headed towards to the closet. Reticulate suit under the dress was terrible pricked. Entering, she furiously began to itch. Ladies, who were in the toilet, looked at her with disgust.
“Excuse me,” Iviva smiled apologetically.
“Are you okay?” Asked the lady of fifty, more out of her own safety.
“Yes, thank you.”
“Come on, Samantha, she may be contagious. I thought it is a respectable restaurant.”
“Hey! I am not contagious!” Shouted them Iviva, “This is a suit, as you know!”
Iviva didn't notice that she touched the clasp. A little more and it will undo. Confident in her irresistible, she returning to the table, when suddenly... One unsuccessful motion and light silk dress smoothly slipped from her shoulders, presenting for all to see what was underneath.
Is well, what she didn't forget to wear a panty!
There was a silence.
Waiter passed with empty tray. Iviva pulled tray from stunned boy's hands and tried to hide behind.
“Oh, hell,” she blurted and rushed headlong toward to the exit.
The hall resounded, at first with a disgruntled cry, but then they laughed. A few minutes later all forgot it.
To Jonathan arrived as always courteous waiter:
“Could I bring the bill?”
 
Iviva plodded in a reticulate suit. Dress was slung over her shoulder, fluttered at the wind. She heard whistling and offers to spend the night behind her. Next to her stopped Jonathan's silver sedan.
“Hey, Iviva.”
She didn't answer - it's too ashamed.
“Iviva, wait.”
He got out and grabbed her arm.
“Wait a minute.”
“Jonathan. I messed up all again!”
“Oh, no. Don't be silly!”
“I wanted to make this evening memorable. I wanted something special for us. And the result?”
“This evening is really unforgettable,” Jonathan smiled.
“Well, now you laugh.”
“Iviva. I'll remember it forever. You're a wonderful. I already told you this.”
“Anyway, I was just dishonored.
Jonathan put his arm around her and whispered something in her ear. Iviva sniffled and smiled.
“Much better. Now, wipe your face and go home. I also prepared a surprise for you,” Jonathan took off his jacket and draped it at Iviva's shoulders.
The fact that Jonathan had prepared something was really wonderful. When they went to him, he told to Iviva to close her eyes.
“Opens on the count of three,” Jonathan whispered in her ear, “One ... two ... three.”
Iviva opened. The whole apartment flickered in the candlelight. Floor, bed, table and even the bathroom drowned in the petals of roses. On the table stood champagne and two glasses. Iviva hugged Jonathan and crying. As it turned out, to make her happy, don't need much.
And she was happy, because tonight wasn't alone.
 
 
 
Chapter 7. Everybody has a little secret
 
Megan Steel belonged to those people who like new and expensive things. She always preferred the classical style. And also she has an unmatched taste. And when case concerned furnishing her house, Megan wasn't stingy. She has already ordered new Italian mahogany furniture, crystal chandelier from Venice and Persian carpets. About her interiors were legends: too often they appear in glance magazines. And always all invariably admired.
But not Iviva Blake.
She believed that in Megan is absolutely absent a sense of beauty. Iviva was a proponent of minimalism. But Megan, however, loved when much all and at once. And she and always managed to add a whole bunch of little things, without overloading the space.
“Put it here,” commanded Megan, pointing to the far corner of living room, “And this hither.”
“Sign here,” porter handed her a bill of lading, “Have a nice day.”
“Yeah,” Megan answered, not looking up from the thumbnails.
The doorbell rang again.
“Oh God, may I select the wallpaper?” She abruptly opened the door.
Behind her stood a young man of twenty-four, tall, tanned with curly black hair. He was of Italian descent. Megan noticed how the muscles undermine under his shirt.
Day promises to be hot!
“Can I help you?” She asked kindly.
“My name is Dwayne.”
“Megan Steel. I am waiting for you,” Megan stretched into a smile.
Dwayne entered the apartment and briefly assessed the scale of work.
“You have a nice flat, Miss Steel,” said Dwayne and patted the wall.
“Thank you. Here's my living room. It would be in beige color.”
 “Good choice.”
“Here dining room with a kitchen,” continued Megan, “Here is dressing room.”
“Excellent.”
They went to the bathroom.
“Bathroom, well, I haven't decided what color to choose. I tore between the blue and white tiles. What you could advise?”
“I don't know,” Dwayne shrugged.
“All right, I will decide later,” Megan said, and they went to the bedroom, “And here is my favorite room. In red, of course.”
“The color of passion.”
“Yeah, I like it,” Megan said with lust and ran her hand down his back.
“Miss Steel?”
“Just Meg,” she said, and flunked him on the bed.
Megan Steel always was an expert in expensive things and has an excellent taste, especially when it concerned to men.
“So in what color should be a bathroom?” Dwayne asked.
“White,” Megan replied with a smile, “Only white.”
 
Between Courtney Dors and her mother Stephanie always was a warm relation. When Courtney not gets into a cheerleader's team, mother said to her: "Don't care! Everyone knows that they are whores", when boyfriend threw her, Stephanie said: "Rejoice! He's had already pick up the infection by these sluts cheerleaders". And even before the most crucial moment in Courtney's life mother knew what to say in parting words: "When you choose an apartment, insist on one, whose windows go out onto the fire escape".
Is it truth, that no bond stronger than family, especially if the natives are ready to help when it need.
- Mom? - Courtney's eyes widened in surprise.
On the threshold stood a short stout lady with a mop of dark brown hair and in horn-rimmed glasses. She smiles broadly.
“Hello, darling!” Stephanie rushed to embrace daughter.
“What are you doing here?”
“I decided to visit you. I miss you! Why did you never call me? Something wrong? Where's Derek? At work? Oh, what a wonderful sofa!”
“I'm glad to see you too, mom.”
Stephanie Greene could never sit still.
Stephanie Greene - woman, generating chaos around her.
Perpetual motion.
She took on everything at once, and never completes it. Once, Stephanie had chosen a profession of reporter. With her curious and innate ability to annoy she made a good career. A lot of politicians and celebrities have agreed to give her an interview, just to she has lagged.
“Well, tell me, how are you?”
“As always. Derek in office, I'm at home. One joy – shops,” said Courtney, and went to the kitchen for wine and glasses.
“And I've got news for you. I wanted to tell at dinner, but you know me!”
“I listen to you,” Courtney handed her a wineglass.
“Oh,” Stephanie took a sip, “I'm getting married.”
Courtney drained the glass in one gulp.
“I know, honey. After your father's death... I was so lonely.”
Courtney drank a second.
“And here there is such a good man...”
Courtney continued to drink.
“He cared me. Then he invited me to a restaurant. Well, this one, if you remember, where we met with your dad?”
“Wonderful,” Courtney replied, pouring the next.
“He made me a proposal to marry, I couldn't refuse.”
“To be honest, I'm happy.”
“Really?”
“Yes,” Courtney nodded, “It is necessary to continue to live.”
Stephanie sighed with a relief and hugged her daughter. At one moment, she thought Courtney would be offended or angry, but everything was perfect.
Yes, the pain of loss, sooner or later always gives way to a sense of joy from the new acquisition.
 
Iviva Blake must choose: accept a Megan's request and help her with the design or... Or again spend the day watching TV. However, there is still Benny, but his perpetual whining about lack of money and personal life started to get her annoying.
Megan called the day before. Of course, it did not need Iviva's approval - she has already decided everything by herself. Megan wanted someone, who will go after her and sang her dithyrambs.
Which perfectly talent in design she has!
Which excellent sense of taste!
This expertly selected style!
How great matched furniture!
Oh my God, how she is beautiful!
Iviva, of course, wasn't going to do any of that. She was just curious.
Near the apartment, Iviva noticed her neighbor in company with a young man. Perhaps, a very young for the "old lady" Meg. She walked beside him and straightened her slightly disheveled hair.
Megan looks very happy.
“I will get to work tomorrow. Goodbye, Miss Steel,” he said.
“Bye, Dwayne,” Megan waved cute, “What a hunk!”
“I'm not on time?” Iviva unwittingly introduced what was happening in the bedroom a few minutes ago.
“Oh, you would come an hour early...”
“So, don't start!” Iviva covered her ears.
“It was awesome!”
“I have no doubt. Now, I understand why you decided to make the repairs.”
“The last hostess had no taste!” Megan shrugged, “Look, everything will decorate in a classic style: beige wallpaper, wood panels and a small fireplace.”
“Nice,” said Iviva.
“You want to see how everything will look?”
“Of course,” agreed Iviva.
Megan threw her a folder in a black leather cover and went in the kitchen. Iviva carefully examined the designs and returned a verdict:
“Tasteless!”
“What?” Heard a disgruntled voice.
“I say it's just awful.”
“But, in my opinion, not bad. I designed everything by myself.”
“To be honest, from you I expected more...”
“What you don't like?” Megan asked, filling the glasses with "Margarita".
“Well, at least those green curtains.”
“Oh!” Megan snorted, “You don't understand!”
“And those chairs? As if you bought everything on sale!”
“This is Italian furniture! Everything on order only! I am sure that there are not the same in New York,” Megan snapped.
“It’s terrible,” Iviva continued to encroach on the impeccable Megan's taste.
It is worth noting that Megan differ enviable restraint and almost Spartan character. Several years in a military school, where father sent her, had taken their toll. And now Megan tried not to lose composure, though it really touched her. Megan took a sip of "Margarita", leaned back, and asked to Iviva the question that has never fell from her lips:
“Maybe I really wrong?”
“If you want, I can help...” Iviva said carefully.
Megan thought.
Why not? It will be interesting.
“What you would suggest?”
  
Courtney and Stephanie were sitting on the couch in the living room and sipping tea. They have a lot of time to discuss all news, gossips and rumors. They laughed, cried and reminisced. But, how every mother, Stephanie noticed that Courtney is very concerned by something.
“Honey, what happened?” Stephanie asked solicitously.
Courtney's face expressed bewilderment.
“Excuse me?”
“I see, Courtney, you can't fooled me.”
Courtney lowered her eyes. She tried to avoid this conversation.
“I think Derek doesn't love me anymore.”
“Why?”
“He doesn’t saying it, don't hug me and even don't kiss in the morning.”
“Oh, this is serious...” Stephanie said sarcastically. She never gave a big important to words. For Stephanie the power of love is measured in the number of carats in diamonds, not how many time the husband kissing her on the day.
“Mom, I'm not kidding you.”
“Courtney, he also gives you a gifts, money, you rest in perfect resorts. So, why you are not happy?”
“I'm tired, dammit! We are so far from each other... He all the time at work, and I'm sitting at home all alone. I'm just going crazy with boredom and loneliness!”
“If the cause is just this,” shrugged Stephanie, “Believe me; everyone would like to live such a life. You pulled the winning ticket! Enjoy! In the end, you may to have a lover.”
“I do,” blame Courtney said.
Stephanie wasn't surprised.
“Everything really bad?”
“You have no idea how much. In any case, even with someone I feel myself desired.”
“And Derek? He knows?”
“No!” Courtney trembled in terror.
“Well, at least a guessed?”
Courtney shook her head. She even not allowed this possibility.
Derek guessed about lover?
Could be.
Knows for sure?
Hardly.
Derek never did concede in something, especially if something belongs to him. And Courtney belongs. What will happen when he finds out? Certainly nothing good...
- I'm not sure. Our marriage is coming apart at the seams. He almost caught me a few days ago, but nothing happened. Amanda recently told me about his intrigues. You know, I'm not at all surprised.
Stephanie nodded.
“It seems that we are friends or roommates who broke the second bed and sleeps on one...” Courtney continued.
“And you try to resume relations, diversity of life. Take a trip somewhere together, maybe unusual sex.”
Courtney was taken aback. She had never heard from the mother of such councils. She always thought that Stephanie doesn’t know any position besides missionary.
“I'm not one of those bored and forever pregnant housewives.”
“No, Courtney, you like them, just living in a large luxury apartment, you don't have kids, and you don't do housework. By the way, why don't you have a baby, they say, addition to the family is good for the relationship between the spouses?”
“Are you serious?”
“Well, why not,” said Stephanie. “You give birth to establish a relationship with your husband. At the same time I will be a grandmother.”
“But, if he leaves me? What I will do then?”
“It's theoretically possible, but I think Derek is not this kind of man, who runs away from responsibility.”
Courtney paced around the living room and thought about mother's advice. Have a baby. If her small secret will disclose, Derek leave her, but he will not leave his child. Never.
More, Courtney had an allergy to latex and rejection of contraceptive, - is a risk of getting pregnant by lover.
It was too difficult decision.
Too complicated.
She decided to let things take their course.
“You're right, but I don't want to take risks. Let everything remain as it is.”
“This is your choice,” said Stephanie, “Anyway, if you're still in love with Derek, you'll do anything to save your marriage.”
“Probably.”
“You know, Courtney, perhaps I should stay a little longer,” she smiled slyly and poured another cup of tea.
 
“Miss Steel!”
Megan hurried to the call.
“Something happened, Dwayne?”
The guy was standing near the wall and carefully studied the find.
“Here is a safe. Behind the wood panels.”
“Safe?”
Duane pointed out a niche in the wall.
“Probably it left over from the previous owner,” said Megan.
“So what do I do with it?” Duane asked.
“Can you open it?”
Dwayne scratched his head.
“I think so.”
“Then get to work,” Megan winked at the guy and disappeared behind the door.
 
“Oh, you bitch!” Heard from the living room.
Jojo grudgingly came in. Her mother was sitting in an old faded chair and smoked cheap cigarettes. In her hand she held a half-empty bottle of beer. She showed Jojo in her whole appearance, that she is in a bad mood.
“How long I should call you?” Woman shouted, “You're useless bitch!”
Jojo knew that if the start the dispute with mother, it will not pass without a fight, and reappear at work with a bruise under her left eye she didn't want.
“This is your fault!” Not appeased mother and shacked her finger, “Where is the money for that month?”
Jojo threw her a pair of hundred.
“Why so few?”
“That's all,” Jojo said, and went to his room.
“I didn't let you go, bitch!”
Jojo had to go back. Over the past several months she barely restrained so as not to send her in the ass.
“Bring me a beer!”
“Bring by yourself!” Jojo snapped.
“What did you say?” Shouted a woman, “Did you forget where you are? Forgot, thanks to me now you’re here and not in jail?”
“I didn't ask you for this! You are guilty too, not less.”
“Uh no, Jojo, do not try to blame me! My hands are clean!” She snapped.
“No, dear, you're not wriggle! I shoveled your shit! It's your fault that he was such asshole!”
“Lie!” Screaming woman, “Fucking lie!”
She jumped up from his chair and slapped Jojo across her face.
“Bitch! How you can accuse me! Dirty bitch!”
Jojo ran to her room and took a big bag. Throwing in a few clothes, she hurried to leave this house.
Doesn't matter whither she goes - she wants just get away.
“You leave me? Where you going?”
“Somewhere where is no you!” said Jojo and slammed the door.
“Get out, bitch! You'll be back soon, don't forget bring me a beer!” Yelled mother, and again tumbled into a chair.
 
Jojo took the phone and dialed Iviva's number.
“Hey, Jojo,” was heard at the other end of the handset.
“Hi.”
“How are you?”
“I have some troubles with my mother... I left the home.”
“Can I help you?”
“May I come to you? I really have nowhere to go.”
“Of course. I'm waiting for you.”
“Thank you.”
“You’re welcome. We're friends,” answered Iviva and hung up.
Jojo caught a taxi and called the address. An hour later, she arrived to Fifth Avenue. Skyscrapers indifferent looked down on her, like a giant. The sun has almost disappeared over the horizon and the City slowly sinking into the nightlife. But the residents of New York didn't go to sleep, because at night is always a real fun begins. 
 
 
 
Chapter 8. Never trust to beautiful women
 
As the daughter of a multi-billion airline's owner, Kimberley Walsh never knew the other side of life. Since childhood, she was surrounded by luxury and money. Parents not refused her in anything and this, ultimately, had influenced at her character.
She always got what she wants. All what the rich heiress could wish: yachts, diamonds, expensive cars, mansions, men... Kimberley had this in excess.
But once a day she wanted something what was newer belongs to her.
Jojo opened the door. Kimberly didn't expect to see her. Contemptuously view at Jojo, she spoke thin and squeaky:
“Who are you?”
Jojo ignored her.
“Who are you?” Repeated Kimberly more crossly, “And where is Iviva? Iviva!”
“She's in the shower.”
“May I come in?”
“I don't know you.”
Kimberly looked at Jojo. Jojo, in turn, quietly looks at the rude blonde.
She is obviously not natural blonde. And her boobs - obviously not without plastics. Too round, like a huge grapefruits. Her lips were thickly smeared with brilliance and cunning eyes exuded confidence in her irresistibility.
“Oh, Kim,” happily shouted Iviva, “You're, finally, back from Paris!”
“Hey, Iviva,” Kimberly smiled and they hugged, “Your new maid quite insolent! I would have fired her to hell!”
“She is my friend.”
“Maid - a friend? Interesting...”
“No, she is really my new friend. Not maid.”
Kimberly looked at Jojo. She paced around the apartment in a dressing gown, not paying attention to the overdressed bitch.
On the Kimberley's shoulder hanging a big handbag. Inside sat a little dog. She woofing at Jojo. It was so annoying!
“Iviva, it was so boring that you have become to communicate with such a rabble?” Kimberly said in a low voice, when Jojo disappeared in the bathroom, “She's just awful. These manners, these clothes.”
“Really? In my opinion, she's pretty.”
“I don't think so,” Kimberly pulled out a chocolate bar from her handbag, “You know, this pregnancy ...I need food every moment.”
“Wait! You’re pregnant?” Shouted Iviva. For her it was a surprise. 
“Imagine. I never thought that once it will happen.”
Iviva looked at Kimberley's belly. For four months it had been visibly rounded.
“Who is a father?”
“Banker,” Kimberly lied. “He is handsome, smart, and he's got lots and lots of greenbacks!”
“Promise me you'll surely gonna visit me with him!”
“Of course, my dear,” Said Kimberly, stroking her tummy.
“How long?” Asked Iviva.
“Fifteen weeks.”
It was another reminder. Four months ago, Anton went out to mistress. Kimberly knew this and decided to add fuel to the fire.
What is a bitch!
“And you? You’re still alone?”
“No. Recently, I met such a great guy,” Iviva said admiringly, destroying all Kimberley's hopes.
Evil grin faded from her face.
“You have forgotten Anton quickly.”
“No, this is unlikely to happen so soon. But, anyway, life goes on.”
“That's right, dear, hold on.”
“How in Paris?” Iviva tried to turn the conversation.
Kimberly sighed dreamily.
“Marvelous. The Eiffel Tower, in the morning I drank coffee with croissants, a lot of boutiques on the Champs Elysees. I was in paradise ...First day I didn't get out of Lafayette.”
“I know what you mean...”
Little Kimberly's dog with an angry woof quickly rushed past, and hid in the kitchen.
“I'm gonna kill that filthy dog!” shouted Jogo.
“What happened?” Asked Iviva.
“That nasty bitch shat in my shoe!” 
The dog appeared from the kitchen and, sensing danger, retreated to the bedroom.
“Oh, you!” Shouted Jojo, trying to catch it, “Well, hold on!”
“Leave her alone!” Shouted her Kimberley angrily, “Oh, I almost forgot! I still need to be at time in the hospital. Pregnancy, you know.”
“Of course. See you later.”
Friends kissed.
“Sisi! Come to me, my girl.”
Dog rushed headlong to the hostess burrowed deeper into the bag. Unfortunately for Jojo, this petty wretch escapes from retribution.
“That dog like its owner - also likes to play a dirty trick with someone,” said Jojo when Kimberly disappeared behind the door.
“What you mean?”
“Personally, I find it strange that your husband left you four months ago, and exactly at same moment your friend became pregnant.”
“You think so?”
“I'm sure! All the one hundred and ten percent!”
Iviva shook her head.
“Maybe. But Kim isn't his mistress. No, I'm sure.”
Jojo just said nothing.
As for the Kimberley Walsh, she left the Fifth Avenue in the full confidence that Iviva nothing guessed. From childhood she getting everything what she wishes and at one day she wanted to have her husband.
 
Derek Dors returned home earlier than usual and found Stephanie in the kitchen. She made her brands chocolate biscuits, which Courtney loves. But Mrs. Dors was not at home.
“Derek? You're early today - Stephanie muttered under her breath.
“Dinner with investors was canceled, so I decided to spend this evening with you. Where is Courtney?”
Stephanie was seriously scared. Courtney whole day was with her lover. Turning over in her head all the possible excuses, she finally said:
“She is in store - we haven’t milk.”
“The house is full of food. Yesterday brought.”
“Oh, you know, the cookies taste better when I put a lot of milk...”
“Well, all right.”
Derek knew that Courtney not going for shopping, and Stephanie deceived him. He went to the bathroom.
"If she would come without nothing" Derek thought, including the shower.
Once out of the bathroom she heard the sound of water, Stephanie grabbed the phone and began frantically dialing her daughter.
Were heard beeps.
“Oh, please answer! Damn it!”
“Mom, what happened?” Courtney Finally picked up the phone.
“Derek returned home!”
In the tube was heard scuffling - Courtney quickly pulled her pants.
“Don't forget to buy milk! I said that I sent you to store.”
“I'll come soon.”
An hour later, Courtney returned at home. In her hand she held two packs of milk, which she bought somewhere on the outskirts of Manhattan. With a cute smile, she showed it to Derek to prove her innocence.
“Two hours to go to the store?” Derek asked angrily.
“Well, I'm not to blame for what's in store ended milk. I had to go to another.”
“In Harlem?”
“This is my favorite. You know.”
In fact, Courtney never paid attention to by the brand. All products brought them from a store nearby.
“Oh, milk!” Stephanie arrived in time, “Something wrong?”
“I'm foolish?”
Courtney and Stephanie looked at each other.
“No-o-o,” they said aloud, “Why do you think so?”
“I know you were with him,” calmly said Derek. Notes of despair sounded in his voice.
“Nonsense!”
“Don't try to deceive me.”
“I'm not kidding you! It's something you imagine and blame me. Oh, yes, I'm always guilty!” Courtney was playing comedy in the hope that her husband will trust.
“You know, the last weeks I think about only one thing.”
“And what is it?”
“Divorce.”
“What are you say? You don't love me!”
“I love you, but you're hurting me. And I can not longer endure your tricks!”
“I... I'm...” Courtney sobbed.
At this moment Derek's heart thawed again. Tears of his wife called him pity and sympathy. How always.
And Courtney perfectly knew about it. Her general weapon.
“Courtney, I'm sorry.”
“I just wanted that mother's cookies will be great for you! I specifically went through the entire city for this milk.”
“To hell with them! Courtney, our marriage is at an impasse.”
“I know... but I don't want to lose you.”
“I love you too.”
Courtney wiped her tears on her sleeve and was very pleased with the result.
“Oh, biscuits are ready!” Was heard from the kitchen.
Stephanie took cookies out of the oven. The smell of freshly baked goods spread throughout the apartment. Yes, lie by Stephany Green and Courtney Dors how their cookies - always fresh and sweet. 
Megan Steel, in addition to her exquisite taste, also had an irrepressible curiosity. This trait has allowed her to quickly reach the top of her law career. Having her own law firm, Megan was able to easily take up one's residence on the Fifth Avenue. She wanted it from her childhood. All her friends are cut out pictures of wedding dresses, dolls and stars and pasted it in their pinks diaries marked "My Dream."
All but not Megan Steel.
Her first diary was father's day planner. And because it was black, she glued in it only black and white publications. In this color most glance magazines are not published, she had no choice as to paste there articles from "New York Times ". So Megan has developed a sense of style and learned about the life of the rich.
When the business became successful, she finally decided to fulfill her childhood dream and buy an apartment on Fifth Avenue. And if life's circumstances for someone are very unfortunate, for other it's a really great luck - Megan managed to intercept an apartment untimely deceased Christine Taylor. She doesn't bother that the last resident jumped out from the window; on the contrary, Megan was incredibly interesting, what prompted Christine to take this step.
And so, after a Christine’s suicide Megan found the note, and next she suddenly finds a safe, hidden in the wall.
Megan felt herself so uncomfortable.
"What a fuck is going on? What you doing Miss Taylor?" Megan thought, reading the note, "Put a hand in her death ... And devil possessed me to buy this flat! I must to settle for a house in the suburbs!"
“Miss Steel,” Dwayne interrupted her thoughts.
“Once again, call me Miss Steel or I'll fill your throat with mounting foam.”
“I'm sorry, Megan.”
“That's better,” she smiled, “What happened?”
“I opened the safe.”
Megan went to the cabinet.
“Interestingly,” she inspected the find, “It's unreliable.”
“Apparently, here wasn't anything important.”
“But there it's,” Megan took a weighty folder, “How I thought. Remember, Dwayne, when has something to hide, always exist a cache with proofs of guilt.”
Making sure that in addition to folders inside there is nothing more; Megan retired to her bedroom to study the find. Sitting comfortably on the bed, she opened the folder. Here were a lot of photos of a young woman.
Each photo was signed by Monica Hart.
"Well," Megan thought, "Somewhere I've heard that name."
Monica looked at her from glossy photos. Bright eyes, happy smile. Just beautiful.
And it was sweet. The delicate skin, gorgeous golden curls. Fragile shoulders. Just a little doll! Not surprisingly, Christine thought what it one of her most successful projects.
Megan flipped through the portfolio.
On the last sheet were attached several checks for a large sums. Check for ten million dollars is remained unsigned.
Megan grabbed the phone and dialed Iviva.
“What happened, Meg?” Muttered irritably awakened Iviva.
“You must urgently come to me. I've found something.”
“What's that?”
“Will you come, you'll see. Come quickly, I have another meeting scheduled at eleven.”
 
Five minutes later Iviva came to Megan terribly unhappy that she was awakened at nine in the morning.
“It must be something very important; otherwise I can't vouch for myself.”
“You will not be disappointed.”
Megan spent Iviva to the bedroom. On the bed were folder and checks.
“And because of that, you woke me up?”
“Not really,” Megan pointed to a folder, “I found it in a hidden safe in my cabinet.”
Iviva flipped through the Monica's Hart portfolio and not found there anything strange and also the reason why Megan unceremoniously broke her sleep.
“And what? This is just photos.”
Megan gave her the checks.
“Well,” interested said Iviva.
“I need to know who is Christine Taylor, what she did? All about her!”
“We're newer were friends - we're hated each other. Christine was owner of a model agency. It was quite successful. She had a nephew Neal, who helped her. Well, he looking for models and engages accounting, organizing shows. Christine was looking for customers and made photo sessions for magazines. Oh, a few weeks before her death, Neil stopped me and offered to take part in the show.”
“That's all?” surprised Megan. “You live with Christine two years.”
“Maggie, it's a Fifth Avenue. Though all know each other - make friendships with someone here is a big problem - all of them waiting for your dirty trick! All smiles to you, but stands to turn their backs, as they immediately starts tattle. Here, all is not interested in you, but in your money. More money- more respect. Bastards.”
“Yeah, pretty neighborly relations...”
“I have forgotten. Neil came to me and said that Christine deprived him of inheritance.”
“That means...”
“He came to me one day before your arrival. He looked completely crushed.”
“Wait a minute, that simple-minded guy who gave me the keys to the apartment is her nephew? He was in cabinet, he looking for something.”
“Yes, it was him. So he said that Christine had left all the money and business to stranger. To Alfred or Alex. I don't remember. However, he wasn't surprised. I am, for example, very puzzled.”
“Alex?” Megan grabbed a stack of checks, “Of course! His name is Alex Hart?”
“Maybe...”
“Look, in all checks indicated that name. This girl at photo is Monica Hart.”
“God knows, it could mean anything.”
“Oh, no,” said Megan. “Why Christine kept everything in cache?”
“They could be relatives...”
“Unlikely. In the caches typically saving something important, such as money or jewelry. But in that safe wasn't nothing like that - only portfolio with checks. Why anyone want to hide a safe, if there are only photos?”
“I don't know,” shrugged Iviva.
“Because these photos may tell us what really happened.”
“But that still don't mean anything!”
“Oh no, but it's a note that I found at the same day.”
“You nothing said about it.”
“Look!” Megan gave the sheets to Iviva.
“Put a hand in her death? Do you think?..”
“Yes,” triumphantly snapped Megan, “I think this is the main cause of Taylor's suicide. That girl or what happened with her. She's dead. And Christine somehow involved.”
“Only one question remains. How?”
 
After a conversation with Megan, Iviva have an unpleasant precipitate. For a long time she lived near Christine and didn't even know, in fact, who she was. Although, honestly, she is not eager to see into the life of extraneous people. But recent events abruptly changed her perspective on everyday things. Iviva gradually weaned from Anton and not remembered him, came out of depression and apathy was replaced by curiosity, which inherent in all women.
She has begun a new life.
Now Iviva seen clearly: how many things have passed by her! How many interesting aspects Iviva discovered about neighbors and who knows, maybe she wouldn't have met with Megan again, if once Taylor didn't a terrible mistake.
Iviva felt a burst of energy and decided to make, perhaps, the kindest act in her life: make peace between Jojo and her mother.
Iviva left the taxi. With some difficulty, she found that house in which Jojo lives. When Iviva saw house at last time, she not paid a special attention to it. Now she could consider the gray ragged walls and small, in some places broken, dirty windows. Iviva involuntarily shuddered. Everywhere was a disgusting smell.
"Wonderful" thought Iviva, going up the stairs. At second floor Iviva stayed a witness of fight, three scandals, and two thefts. At fourth floor she met a guy who hid drugs under the floorboard and an alcoholic, who sitting in a wheelchair and singing the American national anthem.
“I was in Vietnam!” He shouted in a drunken stupor, “I have the right. Oh hell, I have!”
Iviva ignored him. Finally she reached the needed floor. The doorbell was absent - only two wires sticking out. Iviva knocked. Behind the door, she heard scuffling and cursing.
“Dammit, who is it?” Jojo's mother replied rudely.
“Hello, I'm Iviva. I need to talk with you.”
“Get out, bitch!”
“But I want to talk about Jojo.”
The door opened with cracking.”
“Who are you?”
“I'm her friend. She now lives with me.”
“Okay, come in, but quickly - Oprah's show will begin soon.” 
“I just want to know, why you're so rude with your daughter.”
“Rude?” She said puzzled, “But I think I treat to Jojo like she deserves! And it's not your business!”
“Jojo is my friend and I can't remain aloof.”
“Where is she now?”
“He lives with me.”
The lady looked at Iviva appraisingly.
“I gave her everything. A roof over the head, family, love, and what she did? We had a happy family before all this crap!”
“She loves you. I know that.”
“No!”
“Maybe you really should talk with her?”
“She is not grateful! I saved her from prison! I could have told the police that she killed him, but no! Only Jogo is blame. I don't want to see her again!”
Woman shut up, understanding that she said too much, but it was late. Iviva heared only "she killed him”.
“I'm sorry, what?”
“You didn't heared anything!
“Whom she killed? 
Women became alarmed and hurried quickly put the visitor out the door.
Iviva no longer wanted to be here too.
“You know, I have to go.”
“Yes, indeed,” the woman conducted her to the door, “And tells Jojo that she can return home.”
“Certainly,” Iviva pulled smile, “Have a nice day.”
"Well, this is too much! I'm tired of hearing about the death," she thought, "I'm surrounded by killers. Not enough to else Megan killed someone, it will be fun!"
Iviva returned home. Jojo was sitting in the living room and watched TV. Iviva sat near her. She did not know how to start a dialog.
“I talked with your mother.”
“Really?”
“Yes. She's upset.”
Jojo grinned.
“Don’t believe everything what my mother says.”
“She casually said one thing,” Iviva jammed.
“What?”
“She said that you killed someone and now would be in prison.”
Jojo's face changed. Never before it wasn’t expressed so much seriousness.
“It's true.”
“Oh, God!” horrified Iviva, “How did this happen?”
“I don't want to talk about it,” said Jojo. “So far, I can't forgive myself.”
Iviva hugged her shoulders.
“You could tell me - I'll keep this secret. I beg, or I'll never trust you.”
“Ok, but just about anyone. We lived in Chicago. We did have a happy family. Dad loved us until...until I was fifteen. Those who yesterday called me a beloved daughter today said that I'm dirty whore. He raped me. I was afraid to admit my mother. She didn't suspect anything. After I told her, but she didn't believe, until she convinced by herself.”
“Terrible!”
“That's right,” Jojo nodded, “I couldn't stand it. I hid the knife under my pillow, and when he came, I plunged it into his stomach. Then I struck several blows. Making sure that he is dead, I went downstairs. She said nothing. The police recognized him as missing. We moved to New York. Mom submerged at depression. And I must move on.”
Jojo burst into tears.
“I have long kept it to myself. I lived with that. Oh, God, how I wanted to speak with someone.”
“I understand, you were scared,” Iviva hugged her friend and stroke her head.
“I'm happy that I have you as friend. You have no idea how it became easy for me.”
“For this friends are exists,” affectionately said Iviva.
These people are around us when we feel sad, when life gets disappointment, or when support is needed. Friends know how to keep secrets, and know when to come to help. We can tell them about all our troubles, without condemnation, we can trust and rely on reciprocity.
And that's the main thing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 9. The battlefield - Fifth Avenue
 
Megan Steel didn't belong to those who surrender. She always winning and making every effort to achieve success. Megan went through life with the great strides and didn't pay attention to those whom are sickened by her principles.
One day, when she had met with Jonathan Crossman in the hallway, Megan suddenly dawned on that perhaps this is her man. The only obstacle in her way was Iviva Blake.
And Megan wasn't going to give him just because Iviva is her friend. After this bad dinner, she kept thinking how she can attract Jonathan's attention.
As usual, the solution came to her head spontaneously.
Megan came out of her apartment when stumbled upon Jonathan. A man greeted her with a smile.
And she smiled in reply.
It was a call to action.
“Hi, Jonathan.”
“Hey.”
“We didn't stay in private yet,” sadly said Megan.
“Yes, unfortunately.”
Megan bowed her head slightly. Her face portrayed a grief expression.
“Oh, Jonathan, do you understand something in cars?”
“Well, yes. I'm mechanic...In past.”
“Could you help me?”
Jonathan stiffened.
“Who?”
“Well, if it possible...”
“Sure.”
They proceeded to the parking lot.
“So what's the problem?” Jonathan asked, looking around Megan's "Porsche".
“When I start it, something taps. Like that: bam-bam-ra-bam-ra-bam-ra.”
Jonathan smiled.
“Open the bonnet.”
Megan disappeared in the car, not even suspecting that Iviva watching them. She went for a morning walk.
“Start the motor.”
Megan turned the key in the ignition. Motor worked like clocks and no knocking.
“Everything in order,” Jonathan shrugged, “You're pretty sure that you heard a knock?”
“Of course,” Megan nodded.
Jonathan pottered a little more and slammed the hood.
“Strange what could it be?” Megan stood behind him and played in his hair, “In any case, thanks.”
Of course, she did it just to get his attention. Her seductive neckline, sweet perfume and intriguing half-smile. So don't tell me that she going to the office. Rather, on a date. Or to a business dinner.
Jonathan well knows it.
But upbringing obliges.
If the girl is confused and doesn't know what to do... Why not?
After all, he is a gentleman!   
“You’re welcome,” Jonathan confused, “But I didn't do anything.”
“Doesn't matter. Do you want a cup of coffee? The best in Brazil - One very grateful customer recently presented.”
Jonathan was aware of what the outcome of a "friendly coffee" with Megan. But in other hand, he didn't want to injure her, so he agreed. 
Iviva followed them.
When they disappeared in Megan's flat, Iviva flew into her apartment, grabbed a glass and leaned against the wall, hoping to hear something.
“I'm sorry, there is a little mess – renovation,” explained Megan and seats the guest at a small chair in the kitchen, “How are you?”
“Nothing special: work, home, work and then again. Sometimes I meet with Iviva, but recently less frequently.”
“Lets not talk about her. How long you live here?”
“Just a few months,” a little sheepishly replied Jonathan.
“And neighbors? They're lovely?” Megan giggled.
“Quite nice, but not that old lady from the third floor, Amanda.”
“I haven't a time to get acquainted with all. However, for me it's the most important that people here aren't like in the suburbs,” Megan served coffee and sat down.
Too close. So much so that he could see the color of her underwear.
What kind of man would resist?
“Why?”
“They're not trying to impose you. Always when you come to a new home, all your neighbors rushing to congratulate new residents with new home, with a nasty smiles they dragged you baskets with cupcakes.”
“That's so bad?”
“No, but when you see ten same baskets you will automatically start to hate them. And this stupid habit of asking so many questions!”
“I have lived in such a place. It is simply an act of courtesy - no one is going to be your best friend, and baskets need to be returned.”
“Really?” asked surprised Megan, “By the end of my staying in the suburbs I had around twenty these "acts" in my basement.”
Jonathan grinned.
“And questions are mostly innocent – it’s interesting to know, with whom they will live on the same street,” man tried to justify the suburbanites. In the end, he was one of them.
“I wouldn't say so. In the suburb is very boring: all Topics are discussed and the arrival of a new person means new gossips,” instructive said Megan, “All of them are interested in your life, because their already bored. And the questions they ask with a catch only for hook out some juicy details, and then misquote them.”
“You're so good judge of character?” Jonathan winked.
“I'm a lawyer,” Megan smiled coyly.
Jonathan didn't know why, but he felt uneasy next to Megan. No, not that he didn't like her, just next to her, he felt helpless. Megan, knowing this, became more and more confident. She decided not to pull over and kissed him. And nothing stopped her.
“I'm in relations with Iviva - Jonathan stepped back a bit.”
“But she's not here,” said Megan and continued.
"Well, now I'm going to kill that bitch!" Furiously thought Iviva and threw the glass on the floor.
Megan and Jonathan heard the sound of breaking glass.
“What is that?” He asked warily.
“Not important,” Megan waved and kissed him again.
Iviva not endure. Out in the corridor she gently pulled the door of Megan's flat - it was open. Silently crept in, Iviva saw how Megan and Jonathan passionately kissed, moving to the sofa. The two miscreants are so carried away by the process that didn't notice her appearance.
“Meg, I can't,” Jonathan whispered, but his passion is talking reverse.
“I don't care.”
Iviva a little admired at this, and finally said:
“Are you ok?”
Jonathan and Megan jumped off the sofa, like a schoolmates which was caughted in the toilet.
“Iviva... I don't...damn...” Jonathan tried to find the words.
“Hell, it was necessary to make sure that the door is locked,” grumbled Megan, “It's unfortunate...”
“I expecting something like that,” Iviva sighed.
“Expecting?” asked Megan.
“Yes, you're still a university constantly repulsed my boys.”
“No!”
“You always want something mine and didn't even think about me. I thought that you've changed, but no! Megan Steel never will be happy if someone’s cases are better than her! I thought you're my friend.”
Iviva cried and ran away.
“Damn it!” Megan sat down on the sofa and smiling, “Do you know what is most disgusting? She's right.”
Jonathan sat next to her.
“She always got all the best: marks in college, professors' favor, guys, even her crisps in spices! And for me, so that will remain. My ex-husband was her admirer.”
“Are you tried to find someone else?”
Megan laughed.
“Do you think that simple? It's impossible to stand out against the background of the person to who focused everyone's attention, even if you are dress a costume with feathers and going to dance like a Thai transvestite. Of the two of us, in the glory will be only Iviva Blake... I will collect her flowers. Forever.”
At this moment, Megan realized that real she is deep down, forgotten, lost and almost destroyed by the military school and disappointment. Without regret she parted with people to whom she was interesting. She didn't believe that it can be.
Megan was a bitch when it needed.
Could be soft.
She's a strong confident woman but only in appearance.
She has a great career and good prospects in the future, but in private life she has always fail.
Charming, seductive and devilishly sexy. Men, of course, loved her but among them there wasn't one decent.
Or not? 
 
“Miss Green, are you ready?” Derek called mother in law.
“Yes, Derek. Everything is fine.”
The man picked up the heavy bag and pulled it down.
Stephanie Greene dressing in front of a mirror and combing her hairs and Courtney ran around the apartment in desperation: her mother, which covered her intrigue this two weeks returning home to complete the preparations for the wedding.
Actually, she came only for inform daughter and send invitations.
She didn't want to do it by mail.
Yes, and how Courtney will react to this?
“Mom, can you be late for another week? Please!”
“Honey, you know - I must return. Yes, and you need to sort out that situation. Derek is wonderful man. I don't know how I agree to cover this mess!
Courtney took a deep breath.
“It's gone too far,” continued Stephanie, “This is wrong. I have never betrayed your father, and we lived a happy life and this horrible death.”
“Mom, please, doesn’t start! Only dad blame for what happened. Don't reproach yourself.”
Stephanie postponed her comb.
“No, Courtney, I'm sure that it happened because of me.”
“You're getting married. Don't forget daddy, but don't live in past.”
“Oh, how you speak! You're exactly my daughter?” Stephanie hugged Courtney, “And by the way, do you remember Ziegelman?”
“Yes, a little bit...”
“So. Now he is a family psychologist. He has a private clinic. You and Derek may appeal to him.”
“I'll think about it,” replied Courtney evasively.
Stephanie reached into her handbag and pulled out a visiting card.
“Just in case. He taken by appointment only and, how Siegel man said me, queue planned for the next six months. Say him that you're from me. Old bean still owe me! Remind him and consider what the family's happy in your arms!”
“Well, you long for there yet?” Derek's voice was heard.
“Come on, let's go!”
 
Killer! Jojo thought about it the last twenty-four hours. Mother waiting her at home but she don't want come back. However, she couldn't live at Iviva's flat forever. Sooner or later, she must come back. The choice was difficult as never. Jojo sighed resignedly and walked toward the house.
“You're back?” Contemptuously asked mother when she saw the dejected daughter.
“I can't endure it anymore,” said Jojo.
“Then what's stopping you stay with your skinny friend?”
Jojo looked at mother with hate.
“She knows everything about me. Why did you tell her?”
 “I didn't want.”
“Oh, God!” Jojo rolled her eyes.
“I really didn't want. You know, Georgia, after she left, I realized - we must to discuss a lot.”
“You're right,” said Jojo and sat on the sofa littered with empty bottles and packs of crisps.
“You know, Jojo, I wanted to say that I'm sorry. I was blind and didn't want to believe what was happening. After this incident, the only thing I was thinking - this is protection for you. But then ... my heart was embraced by hate and despair.”
Big tears rolled down her cheeks.
“Protection? You broke my life! You reproached me all time and told me what I'm worthless, although every day you sitting at home and doing nothing! Do you know how difficult it was for me?”
“I'm sorry. I want to ask for your forgiveness. I don't know how we reached this. I firmly decided that tomorrow I'll start looking for a job. Everything will be good as before.”
“No, Mom, not as before, but together we can make an effort to change our life now.”
“I've changed and I want to be happy with you. Could you ever forgive me?”
“I'll try.”
“I love you, my darling.”
“I love you too, mom,” answered Jojo and they embraced.
 
Iviva watched TV and smoked when Megan guiltily called at her door.
“Meg, not now, Plankton tries to steal the Crabs’ formula,” Iviva tried to close the door, but Megan didn't let her do it, “Meg, I want to be alone!”
“Vivi, I came to apologize.”
“Maybe you leave me? I don't want talking with you. Damn, Plankton again failed. Idiots! I would have already stole it!”
“Iviva, I know that I'm blame. Can we talk? I have vodka and martini.”
“Come on,” said Iviva.
“I just wanted to say that isn't Jonathan's fault,” I seduced him.
“Oh, really?” Sarcastically remarked Iviva, “When did you start to recognize your mistakes?”
“What do you mean?”
“Whenever I start dating with someone, you're immediately available and destruct all. And now. Why are you doing it?”
“Because I envy you,” admitted Megan.
“You do?”
“Yes. You always get all the best. Even in the university all attention was riveted to you! Iviva Blake - the star, style icon, the most kind and cute, cheerleader and captain's of rugby team girl, queen of all the spring balls and parties and I? You know how they called me? "That girl, Iviva's friend! She quite nice, but Iviva is better."
“I never payed attention to it...”
“Well, of course, we're just mortals.”
“But look at you. You're elegant, rich, smart, all men dreams that you paid attention to them. Why now you trying to annoy me?”
“Maybe because I still thinking you're better...”
“Come on, Meg,” waved Iviva, “I'm not better than you. You know, when Anton was leaving, he said that I'm a "hysterical smoking alcoholic". And he was right. So don't say me that I'm better.”
“And I got divorced because the husband is always talking about you: "Iviva is", "Iviva did", and «do you remember her?" I broke down and said him that he is asshole.”
“He still remembers me?” Iviva grinned, “What a fool.”
“In general, the only thing I wanted to say - Jonathan not guilt in that what happened and he really loves you, I think. I'm sorry.”
“Oh, Meg, you know that I can't be mad at you a long.”
“So, we're friends?”
“Yes. Well, what about your findings. You've already told to Nile?”
“No! I don't want the problems.”
Iviva drank a cocktail of "Martini" with vodka and lit a cigarette.
“Are you not interested?”
Megan noticeably quickened.
“No. A little... well, interesting.”
“You should meeting with him.”
Be a snooper is not Megan's style, but now her curiosity erupted in earnest. She knew that this game will not finish good, but since Megan got involved in it, she must follow the rules.
 
Rest of the day Jonathan was afraid to seem at Iviva's eyes. He didn't want kiss Megan. He struggled, but couldn't resist.
Jonathan was guilty and perfectly understood that.
He came to her door.
Five minutes shifted from foot to foot and left.
Where is your character and vaunted resoluteness? He didn't call her too. They met at time when Jonathan once again gathered all his courage to talk with beloved.
“What are you doing here?” Iviva asked quietly. Her voice was gentle.
“I came to apologize.”
Iviva leaned on the door jamb.
“Today is the apologizing day? Meg came out recently. Maybe I don't want to forgive?”
“Maybe walking?” suggested Jonathan.
“Come on.”
Jonathan and Iviva walked through the Central Park. Yellowed leaves were ripped off from trees and fell down the alley. The whole earth was covered by autumn. While they were walking, Iviva gathered a bouquet of leaves.
“It's beautiful.”
“What?”
“The autumn. This is my favorite time of the year. The world dying. Nowhere will you see so bright and beautiful death, but the revival is sumptuously!”
“You're crazy!”
“I know...”
“But you're still amazing.”
The girl smiled.
“I've wanted to tell you,” Jonathan hesitated.
“What's that?”
“I love you.”
 
Inside Iviva exploded a happy bomb. She had almost ceased to believe in fairy tale. In any case, after the Anton's betrayal.
“And you really don't mind that I'm a "smoking hysterical alcoholic"?”
“No.”
“Say it again.”
“I love you.”
Iviva Blake sacrificed a lot for New York, and finally, the city answered her in reciprocity. She had thrown motley bunch of autumn leaves in the air, hugged Jonathan and they kissed passionately.
Love - the feeling that arises spontaneously and bring us a lot of beautiful moments. It's a war where the winner takes all and destiny of losers - to mourn a broken heart.
Love is beautiful in all its forms. But don't forget: no matter how much love is powerful, it may be very short-lived. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 10. Never give a hand to stranger
 
Megan Steel never aimed to help somebody. On the first aid training Megan preferred to be a victim. At the university, when someone asked to help with the project, she showed her middle finger. Even when she lived in the suburbs, no one thought to ask her for a blender.
Yes, Megan is a classic example of a man who did everything just for their own benefit.
Yes, Megan is a classic example of a human who doing everything just for her own benefit.
Neil Dampton arrived at Fifth Avenue at nine o'clock in the morning. He politely greeted with the shocked concierge and got into the elevator. Nobody knows what's happening in the Nile's silly head after Megan's unexpected calling. She wanted to meet with him and Neil's thoughts were entirely focused only on one question: why? He thought about all possible scenarios and was sure: Megan wants to talk about his aunt's death. Trembling with fear, he climbed to the fifth floor, in flat, which still kept their terrible secret. Before Megan's arrival, Neal rummaged in the Christine’s documents in the search for folder with photos of Monica Hart. But Christine was much smarter than her nephew and stashed everything in a safe place.
“Good morning,” said Neil with a trembling voice and came in unsteadily, “Do you want to talk to me?”
“Yes, Neal. Can I call you that?” asked Megan.
“Of course.”
Megan spent him to kitchen.

“Everything is changed here,” he said.
“Yeah I did a great work,” replied Megan, pouring coffee, “To live in a house where something left from previous owners is like to come for a visit. It seems as they're still here.”
“Aunt Christine thought so too. Before here lived an old woman, and the whole apartment was littered by porcelain dolls, clowns and other pretty-pretties...”
“Enough,” Megan interrupted him, “I want to talk about what happened here.”
Neil paled.
“Are you all right?”
“Yes, yes, of course,” Neal said and wiped the cold sweat from his forehead, “In what exactly are you interested? I don't understand...”
Megan went to cabinet and came back a minute later with a folder which she found in the safe. Megan threw it on the table. Neil nervously bit his lips.
“Who is it?” Megan demonstrated him the portfolio.
“This is photos, just photos. I don't know her. Christine was owner of a model agency and it's normal.”
“Neil, it's only your business, but it seemed to me that these photos related with her death.”
“Christine's? This can't be! Maybe she wasn't honest… sometimes, but her hands are clean...”
Megan stared at Neil's frightened eyes and was convinced - he's lying. Oh yes, years of advocacy bore their fruit.
“Who is Monica Hart?” She said firmly.
Neil's excitement became difficult to hide.
“She was our model. That's all I know.”
“Neal, what happened?” Megan literally crushed him.
“I... I don't know...”
“Iviva told me that after Christine's suicide, you're left with nothing.”
Neil calmed down.
“Yes, it's true. She didn't leave me anything.”
“Why?”
“Because someone blackmailed her.”
The case moved forward. All what Megan expected - a banal intimidation. Old as the world.
“Neil, as you know, I'm a lawyer and I can help.”
“But how? After all, her last will is already in force. Money and business went to Alex Hart. You can't help.”
Megan grinned.
“Why not? I always win.”
“Well,” Neil had agreed, “I'll tell you all what I know.”
“Why you didn't contest the bequest?”
“No, I haven’t the rights on agency - Christine controlled everything. And I did only auditions, selection of models, organizing shows and photo sessions. She didn't wanted make me her partner. She afraid losing control of the agency. In fact, she did only orders and business meetings, I and other managers did other work. If I became a partner, I certainly would hold all business in my hands.”
“You want it?”
“No, really. Without Christine agency will collapse. Now I don't want this business - too troublesome: agency must pay large fines - die now isn't profitable.”
“So you don't want get your inheritance? Or you're afraid?”
“Yes. I'm afraid.”
“Whom?”
“I'm afraid of Alex Hart.”
Megan looked thoughtfully at the checks.
“He blackmailed Taylor?”
“Yes,” said Neil.
“And Monica is reason?” 
“Unfortunately. May I trust you? Because all what I'll say now, should remain strictly between us?”
“Don't worry. Now I'm your lawyer,” assured him Megan.
“Excellent,” smiled Neil, “Money isn't a problem - I have some savings.”
Under "some savings", he meant three hundred million dollars, accumulated for many years of work on Christine.
“First, tell me about Monica.”
Neal collected his thoughts.
“Approximately one year ago I had visited Dallas. I am very often looking for models not in New - York, because here all girls aren't natural - too artificial. Our agency searched the girls which hadn't spoiled by plastic and money.
On casting we received a nice girl - just a doll! Sure, after a test shoot, I invited her to New York. She was a born model. Before her were opened a great prospects. But after two months work, Monica disappeared. Just vanished - didn't calling, didn't appear in the studio. We didn't know what to do. Maybe she returned home, but her relatives didn't know where she is. Christine, of course, immediately panicked. A month later, turned up her brother Alex. Then it all started. We didn't address to police - she will come back. But her family ... They immediately began searches, but it didn’t bring any results.”
“Why he began to blackmail you, if you aren't involved to the Monica's disappearance?”
“He blamed us. Christine was depressed - Alex threatened to tell all to press. Do you know which damage to our reputation? The whole business would come to hell! We couldn't let that happen. For the silence, he wanted a lot of money. Of course, we moved them without hesitation. It lasted for almost a year. One day he demanded amount - much more than we had ... but Alex wanted more. Christine said that she hasn't money, and he wanted her agency. She had no choice - Christine wrote a bequest in his favor. As she convinced Alex agreed with these terms, I don't know, but as soon as the bequest was done, he said that he will not be silent. It killed Christine.”
“So, she jumped out of the window because Alex wanted to tell?”
Neal nodded.
“Before she died, she called me and said that she has no other way but even stranger were her last words: "It's him! Alex is here!" I memorized.”
Megan listened carefully Neil's story. Something seemed very curious and strange. She concluded that even now Neal is lying. Finally, she gave him the note, written before Taylor's death.
“I'm sure it's about the Monica.”
Neal carefully read the message.
“She believed that Monica was killed. Christine is always exaggerated. Maybe so but our fault only that we have brought her to New York.”
“I'll try to help. Well, I need all what is connected with Monica and accounts where you transferred the money.”
“Sure,” said Neil and sighed with relief.
 
For Courtney Dors every morning starts with a cup of coffee and shopping, in the evening she wallows on the bed, watches TV and waiting for her husband, and the day she spends with lover. She carefully kept her little secret from everyone, and there were only two persons who devoted to: Benny Hill and Amanda Henderson. Surprisingly, Benny kept that secret about Courtney's adventures, Amanda simply don't care. But the mystery isn't mystery, if there is no risk of unmasking.
Apart from the work, James Hartford, a native of England, had one very remarkable hobby: he met with the married ladies who wanted to feel the passion of love even for a few hours. Each had their unique feature: one likes when she is tied to the bed, the other excited by nasty words and only Courtney Dors produced on James the lasting impression. She wasn't like the rest of his clients: young, sexy and has a rich husband... What’s she want? James long puzzled over it. And what can he said about it, if Courtney sometimes didn't know what she wants?
Lovers had dinner at small restaurant near the Fifth Avenue. James noticed a drastic change in the companion's mood, but Courtney makes the look as if nothing happened. Unlike the other James's women, she didn't like discuss with him her private issues, thereby causing a genuine interest.
“What's wrong?” Asked James.
“Nothing,” said Courtney, continuing to eat a veal chop, “All right.”
“But...”
“I don't want to discuss it.”
“Strange, usually all married ladies like to scold their husbands. During the day I have to listen hundreds of such stories.”
“I don't have this habit,” cut off Courtney, “And it's not your business. I'm paying for sex, not for talking.”
“I think you want to discuss it.”
“Since when you become my psychologist?”
“Do you know why women come to me?”
“Because you fuck them good.”
James grinned.
“No, Courtney, they came to talk with me. For most - sex it just a symbol of trust. They're ready to reveal the secret and they want be sure that you save it. The reason isn’t in that.”
“And what?” Courtney chuckled and called the waiter to order dessert.
“In understanding. Imagine: you're - the usual housewife, for example, from New Jersey.”
“Not good example,” Courtney giggled, “Well.”
“And now imagine how you get up every day at six in the morning to stroke a shirt for your husband and make breakfast for children. See them off to school and to work. Then the whole day you doing laundry, cleaning, go for a shopping and cut out coupons from newspapers. You spend a lot of time to cook lunch, dinner, for meet kids from school, helping them with homework. In the evening husband returns, and you sit down to dinner together, watch TV, and at ten o'clock you go to bed to wake up the next morning and everything is repeated and so three hundred sixty-five days a year.”
“And understanding?” Courtney asked curiously.
“Husband and wife are so tired of the daily routine, here isn't out of the question about sex. Gradually, relations grow cold. The woman begins to get nervous and feel herself unloved. The man believes that his wife didn't share his interests, because communication is limited to a standard set of questions: "how at work", "how at home", "how at school", "Your mother will soon be coming to us". They stop to communicate heart to heart. Yes, a wife can say what his favorite food or what costume he often wears to work, but she doesn't know the name of his favorite books. It turns out that, sooner or later, the woman wants to love and passion, and man - the interest to him.  And lovers...they need to listen and help to once again feel loved.”
“Wow. Where did you learn to understand people's minds?”
“I've heard so many different stories which would be enough for a whole bunch of novels. But the theme is always the same: my husband doesn't understand me, and I want sex. Although there are also those ladies who just want to get revenge.”
Courtney thoughtfully poking in her dessert and thinking about something serious and very sad.
“But I'm not complaining to you,” quietly said Courtney, “What do you think, why I meets with you?”
“Because you're bored.”
Courtney looked at James in surprise. She expected that he say something about sexual dissatisfaction or misunderstanding, in the end, but bore?
“Bored?”
“Yes,” James nodded, “Your husband all day at work, you tired of shopping, gifts, you have no children, sex with you is just gorgeous - is boredom. You need to get more and more entertainments.”
It was true, but Courtney didn't want to admit it, at first, for herself. She only nodded slightly in agreement with James and smiled.
Tears streamed from her eyes.
“Do you think Derek still loves me?” Courtney sobbed.
“If not, he wouldn't have to tolerate your antics.”
They paid, came out of the restaurant and went in the direction of Fifth Avenue.
 
Iviva Blake often heard the love confessions. It could be done in the evening in expensive restaurant, in the morning over a cup of coffee or at night while walking under a full moon. New York gave her opportunity to establish the private life, but for some reason Iviva rejected all.
One day she was lucky enough to meet with a charming Jonathan Crossman in the laundry room and unapproachable beauty's heart thawed. At that time when he lent her a few cents for the laundry, Iviva revised her attitude towards to men. Even Anton not seemed such a goat. It helped her to cope with depression and once again believe in the possibility of happiness. She opened her heart to him in the hope that love will never end.
“Who, do you think, said that he loves me?” Iviva with shouts of joy burst to Megan, “Hey, where are you?”
Megan sat in the living room and did a manicure. Iviva plopped down beside her and clutched friend in the arms.
“Hey, I'm doing a manicure!” Megan muttered irritably, “Who confessed- in-what?”
“He said he loves me.”
“Really?” Megan said sarcastically, “Amazing. And who's this lucky guy?”
“Jonathan.”
“Hah, I was right. When?”
“Yesterday. We strolled through the park. It was so romantic!”
“Well, my congratulations,” Megan smiled, “But I'm looser...”
“Come on,” waved Iviva, “I'm sure - you find someone! New York City is full of single men. It could happen at the most unexpected moment.”
“I don't like surprises...”
“Try to meet someone, go on a date.”
“Wow, and where I can meet a normal guy?” Megan replied skeptically.
“Anywhere! In the store, for example.”
“Or in a cinema or at a cafeteria, and even better in the library - there's a lot of smart teenagers in a thick glasses. It's better to immediately hung myself.
“Be optimistic!” Iviva tried to cheer her.
“Vivi, please - all those who represent at least some interest, already occupied. We're misunderstood women, remains only with rich widowers under seventy years or with poor but promising students. At worst, I could become a lesbian - in bed they're better than men.”
Iviva decided to change the subject, as long as Megan just didn't fall into despair.
“I saw Neil today.”
“Yes, he came.”
“What did he say?”
Megan made a serious face.
“I cann't give you the secrets of my clients. Professional secrets, you know.”
“So he hired you?”
“Yeah,” Megan nodded, “However, I was hired by myself. Still regret that I reached into that problem.”
“And what's wrong?”
Megan gave her an incredulous look.
“I told you that I can not give out the secret.”
“Well, tell me,” Iviva tried to find out, “Please!”
“License, I may loose it.”
“Ok, I'll give you a dollar,” said Iviva and pulled out the banknote from her pocket, “I buy his secret - nobody canceled the corrupt lawyers.”
“Okay,” said Megan. Her mood improved markedly, “In short, I don't like it all. I'm sure he's lying. He says that Monica vanished - no news, no signs, nothing. Then appeared her brother Alex and began to blackmail them. In general, it's a murky business. There is something else... “
“That's all?” Surprised Iviva, “Why Christine and Neil are so afraid of, if they not involved in her disappearance?”
“I don't know. In general, all what I can do now - send a request to Chicago. I have enough connections.”
“And what about the note?”
“Christine thought that Monica was killed. Even before her death, she called to Neil and said that Alex is here.”
“In New York?”
“Yes.”
“She saw him and recognized,” guessed Iviva and her eyes are widened, “Maybe, he had access to our house!”
“I understand your thought, Vivi.”
“When Taylor was paying him a lot of money for silence, what stops him to buy a residence on Fifth Avenue?”
“Nothing,” Megan suddenly dawned on me, “You mean...”
“Alex may be closer than we think.”
 
After conversation, Megan wanted to unwind a little. Day brought her a lot of new experiences, and she decided to go shopping. Leaving the car in the parking lot, Megan went into a huge supermarket to buy her favorite cakes. It has improves her mood and helps to think.
However, later she must to dump off this few pounds in the fitness.
As for evil, one guy took the latest box! She had to come to terms with the eternal life's injustice.
 
Megan wandered back to the parking lot and noticed that her car was propped by silver "Chevrolet."
“Holy shit!”
She repeatedly struck on the hood.
“Hey!” the voice had heard behind, “What are you doing?”
Megan turned around. To "Chevrolet" ran the man of thirty. Tall with black curly hair and beautiful brown eyes. Megan immediately liked him, but the principles are principles and the results of neglect them may be very unpredictable.
“You propped me! What could I do?”
“Oh, sorry. These supermarkets... No place for parking absolutely.”
“Really? I see a lot of empty places here.”
The man visibly reddened.
“When I arrived, here wasn't.”
“All right, drive away your car,” condescendingly said Megan, “And please, hurry up.”
The man parked his "Chevrolet" on a nearby place with Megan.
“Sorry, but you are that girl who shouted, that I'm asshole?” asked stranger, lowering car glass.
“I did,” Megan replied irritably.
“Well it's for you,” a stranger handed her a box of pastries.
Megan suddenly remembered Iviva's words that anything may happen at the most unexpected moment. Why not to try a good luck?
Once home, she opened the box and inside was the phone number.
“Well, nice to meet you, Robert,” Megan smiled dreamily, enjoying the wonderful taste of her favorite treat.
 
Courtney was sitting on the bed, wrapped in a blanket, and smoked. She always does this ritual after sex. James dressed slowly.
“Where are my jeans?”
“Look under the bed,” stolidly said Courtney.
“I found.”
“ James, we shouldn't meet anymore.”
“It's your right. Why?” He asked, pulling on jeans.
“I realized that I love Derek and I want to keep my family.”
James opened the window and climbed out on fire escape. Courtney smiled and blew him a kiss.
“Bye, James,” she whispered.
“Bye, Courtney,” affectionately replied lover, and closed Dors's magical window.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 11. Inspire me on stupid
Family psychologist Abraham Siegel man was considered the most venerable in New York. A lot of people asked him for help and had successfully passed a course of therapy, laying out of their pockets a tidy sum.
Old, somewhere bald Jew caused only revulsion. But, nevertheless, in his business he was a professional. His voice always sounded quiet and monotonous and somehow soothingly. Every his word deeply etched in the memory, leaving a lightness and tranquility.
And he really understood the people.
Abraham also wrote a few of super-successful books on clinical psychology. As examples, he took the situation from his practice. All do it, but Siegel man treated exclusively celebrities: musicians, singers, producers and movie stars. Still businessmen.
Regulars of "Forbes".
And Abraham knew all about them.
Needless to say, that in his books he didn't use real names, but said "one superstar" or "celebrity". It certainly attracted a lot of readers.
Jennifer Aniston suffers by a personality disorder?
Maybe Dr. Siegel man reveals the true causes of Ashton Kutcher's infidelity?
Yes, he believed that there is no such case in the world that he couldn't make out.
And today, he had a meeting with the Dorses.
Strange couple and they want only one session.
“Hello,” said Courtney courtesy, coming into the office, “I'm glad that you agreed to accept us. Derek, come on.”
Derek reluctantly came after his wife. He wasn't terribly pleased that Courtney brought him to a family psychologist.
“How Stephanie?” - Asked Siegel man.
“Thank you, she's okay,” said Courtney, “She's getting married.”
Ziegelman tilted his head.
“I really thought that she will wear a black dress to the end of her life. Albert was a perfect man and friend. So what brings you to me?”
Derek frowned.
“We're experiencing difficulty in marriage,” replied Courtney and took husband's arm.
“I hope you know my rates?”
“Of course,” Courtney handed him an envelope that contained ten thousand dollars - only a deposit.  
“So, wonderful, wonderful. Well, expound. Let's start with you, Courtney.”
“My husband and I, we’re in a very unpleasant situation - he is forever on the job, and I'm sitting at home. When he returns, he is so tired to even talk with me. I don't say anything about sex. I think no more interested in me and he found me useless how wife too.” 
“No,” said Derek, “I love you, but you're doing all only for spite me. It's annoying.”
“I am? What about you? You know how much I dislike your stupid golf with partners! I don't want to go there, and you insist!”
“You don't want to sit at home, you said.”
Courtney rolled her eyes.
“I mean that you don't pay attention to me as your wife, Derek.”
“You have a lover, talk with him.”
“Who told you this nonsense?” Courtney offended.
“Do you think I'm such a foolish and not guess?”
“It's just your assumption - you have no reason.”
“I don't understand what she needs,” - Derek turned to psychologist, “I give her enough money - the whole house littered by her clothes, I give her jewelry and she has even the best cosmetologist in New York.”
“Your wife, in my opinion, clearly stated her claim - you don't paying attention to her. This is the essence of your conflict,” said Ziegelman, “Apparently, she needs lover only for talking and attention. Or out of boredom...”
“No,” cut off Courtney.
“Try to spend less time at work, and more with wife.”
“I can't - I have an obligation. If I cancel an appointment, I can lose a very lucrative contract.”
“So, for you money is more important than wife?”
This question put Derek to a standstill. He was afraid to ask it himself, because the answer could be very ambiguous.
On the one hand, for Courtney loneliness is really unbearable. He must be sometimes with her.
On the other hand business - it can be left never. Derek has invested a lot of effort into this case. And when it started to bring money, you need to give up everything for caprices of your wife?
“I don't know,” Derek said, “It's too hard - I can't burst.”
“That's what I thought,” Courtney said, “You want the truth? I had a lover, but yesterday we broke up. I don't want to lose you. Do you think I would have come here if I know that nothing could be saved?”
“I was right?”
“Yes, I lied, but what do I do? I bored.”
Derek glared at his wife.
“You think I don't need you?”
“Yes.”
“Well,” said Derek and leave the office, slamming the door.
“I rarely advise people to get a little rest from each other, but in your case it's the only medicine,” said Ziegelman.
“Thank you,” Courtney smiled sweetly and left the family therapist in belief that now her marriage will be much stronger.
Courtney was very happy, because if her husband didn't respond to recognition so emotional it would be prove that he doesn't care.
 
Megan Megan Steel never got acquainted in a public transport, in a store or cafeterias. She thought that it's vulgarity and always trying to maintain a hight bar in choice of men. But once she met a very attractive young man in the parking lot near the "Wal-Mart”. He kindly gave her a box of cakes. Megan happily accepted the gift. Her impressions only intensified when opening the box, she found a note with a phone number.
His name was Robert and he immediately found the way to Megan's heart: she loved when men act unconventionally.
Megan mused long time before dialing a number, but curiosity got the better.
Again.
Why not?
Sometimes it's necessary to break the rules. Moreover, Robert had seemed quite decent man.
“Hey.”
“Hello, who is it?” Heard a sweet voice from the phone.
“I'm Megan, remember a couple of days ago, you presented me a box of cakes? I was impressed.”
“Oh, yes, of course. I’m thinking that you don't call me.”
“It was in my head.”
“Tell me, Megan, have you ever been to a casino?”
Robert immediately decided to take the initiative. He wanted to show who's a man here. Well, Megan loved to experiment a little. Wants to be in charge?
Well, try!
“Yes. Two years ago in Vegas. My ex-husband loves Celine Dion. Fortunately I got rid of him. You want to invite me on a date?”
“If you want, Megan. I know a good place, I hope you make me company.”
“Why not? I'm free this Saturday,” she said, deleting a meeting in her day planner.
“Excellent. At seven p.m.”
“Okay but without delay.”
“Of course. Nice to heared you, Megan.”
 
Megan impatiently waited for a meeting.
She visited her personal cosmetologist, visagiste and hairdresser. After she bought a gorgeous cocktail dress by Alexander McQueen and shoes by Manola Blahnik. In general, Megan did all the best to look stunning that evening.
Unfortunately, only one fact had slipped away from her - if the date is held at casino, all men are passionate about other woman - a game.
Megan and Robert arrived to a small building on the outskirts of the city. This immediately caused a lack of confidence in Megan and foreboding had not deceived her - it was the underground casino. Near the large iron door crowded a few people. Robert calmly walked over and knocked. The door opened with creaked and big fat bouncer with a loud voice said:
“Password.”
“Gray tit,” said Robert and giant stepped aside, passing them.
A few more people tried to pass in together with them, but the bouncer gave them a couple of slaps and slammed the door.
“Gray tit?” Megan grinned, “Interesting.”
“That's my nickname,” Robert said.
“You're frequenter?”
“I always spend the first date here.”
“Curious,” Megan giggled coquettishly.
They went down stairs in the wet basement and found themselves in a huge half-lit room. Everywhere were tables for roulette, blackjack and poker. Along the walls were huddled ten slots. In the casino was half empty. Croupiers dealed the cards and announced bets. Winners smugly sipping whiskey and gave chips for waiters and croupiers.
Losers knocked on the table and shouted that they were cheated.
Young sexy girls in tight short skirts brought drinks to players. They smiled to Robert, but he wasn't paying attention to them.
“Let's start?” Man rubbed his hands in preparation for the upcoming game.
“I would like to play roulette,” Megan wasn't slowed with answer, “I dreaming to play very longtime.”
“You never played roulette?”
“Never! I'm not venturous, but the roulette is another.”
They sat at the table. The dealer offered to make a bet. Megan took two hundred dollars in chips and put them on random number.
Zero.
“Bets are made. No more bets,” said the dealer.
Megan watched with interest how the small ball spun around the wheel. Finally, the movement gradually slowed. Megan gasped. When the roulette stopped, the ball was in sector “zero”.
“Zero,” announced the dealer, “Congratulations, madam.”
“I won?” exclaimed Megan with surprise, “Wow.”
“You're lucky!” Robert praised her.
Megan couldn't believe in her luck. She grabbed chips, took a sip of whiskey and put two hundred on fourteen red.
“Bets are made, no more bets,” said the dealer and re-launched the ball, “Fourteen red won. Congratulations, madam.”
“It just can not be,” Megan cried, “Gosh, of course, it's my day!”
Robert sat there and watched the game thoughtfully.
“Do you want to make a bet?”
“Yes, later. Play,” Robert said, “I'll come back soon.”
“I'm waiting for you here. Come on, dear,” Megan turned to the croupier, “Put all on thirty-three black.”
Robert returned in a very good mood. Megan has already won near two hundreds thousands dollars, making the bets on random numbers.
And she invariably became the winner.
She was seized by real passion.
“It's definitely my day,” she said, making another bet and turn to Robert, “You want?”
“Sure,” he agreed, “At seventeen, please.”
“I would put it on the twenty-two,” Megan said and threw a couple of chips on the number.
“Thank you,” dealer started roulette.
Ball revolved in the wheel. Movement was slowed. Robert gasped. Is he losing? No, the ball was in the sector seventeen. Robert grabbed the win.
“Congratulations,” said Megan.
Robert made a bet once again and won. Megan decided to skip.
“Incredible,” glad Robert, “Usually I'm not so lucky. You're my luck.”
Megan blushed. Robert took her arm and threw chips on the table. He won. The dealer and everyone, who sitting at the table, looked incredulously at them. Megan noticed it and pushed Robert.
“I feel myself not good. Let's go away.”
“What's wrong?”
“Come on,” repeated Megan more forcefully, “The main thing - its stop in time.”
“If you want,” answered Robert, and put one hundred dollars in chip to croupier.
Exchanging money, a couple headed to exit. Huge, as a mountain, guard barred them pass.
Megan was seriously scared.
“Do you need a safeguard?” He suggested.
“No, thank you,” refused Megan, “We'll take a taxi.”
The bouncer stepped aside. Once behind the heavy iron door slammed behind them, Megan sighed with relief.
“I thought, that climb will never end.”
“Do you want to go somewhere else?”
“No, thanks. Let's find a taxi.”
 
They arrived on the Fifth Avenue very fast - the road was almost empty. Getting out, Megan suddenly suggested:
“Would you like a cup of coffee?”
Robert despaired to hear the invitation to continue the evening in a more intimate setting. He agreed with pleasure. They passed by smiling Benny and climbed to flat.
“Come on,” said Megan and noticing admiring Roberts’ sight, she added, “Do you like it?”
“Great.”
“You haven't seen my bedroom...”
“I hope I could appreciate it.”
“Why wait?” Megan said softly and leaded Robert in bedroom.
A man passionately kissed her, piled on the bed and ripped her dress. He caressed her body, kissing and said how much he loved her. That night, Megan Steel has experienced the highest pleasure.
 
“When did you become interested in that crap?” Asked Jonathan when they came into a huge exhibition hall, “I hope I mustn't pretend that I understand it?”
“No,” said Iviva, “I came here only for meeting with Anton.”
“Why?”
Iviva straightened Jonathan's tie.
“To boast.”
“Before your ex?”
“Yeah,” nodded Iviva, “He, of course, thinks I still can't forget him. And here I am with a new handsome boyfriend. You look great.”
“Thanks. Well, I didn't know that you like the modern art.”
“Never, but Anton loves it. When we were married, he dragged me to all exhibitions and bought a lot of paintings. They were awful; still I can't forget that one with a finger in ass. Well, he took it with him.”
“Yeah, that sounds disgusting.”
Iviva and Jonathan went from one painting to another, looking carefully and trying to understand what the artist wants to say. Surprisingly, they didn't find that "hidden meaning", which consisted in the painting simply because it wasn't here.
“Boring,” concluded Iviva, looking at next creation, “I never understood these freaks. It seems that Anton isn't here.”
“You think it's tasteless?”Asked the man who standing nearby, “Look at that expression. This guy is really talented.”
Anton Korsakov. He certainly had all the qualities which inherent to Russian man: beauty, charm and breadth of soul.
Anton's family moved from the most closed country in the world and for them it was difficult. Nevertheless, they had adapted to American life. Anton somehow graduated from the university, though his parents haven't enough funds for education. Then he married on Iviva and started his own business, which brought him good money.
Iviva's mother was categorically opposed to their marriage. She called Anton "kolkhoz man" and always repeated that the former communists don't exist. But Iviva, as usual, didn't pay attention to it - she really loved him and believed that the marriage will be happy.
Family idyll wasn't long - money can destroy all. Anton got a mistress and left his wife. Alas, but Iviva was a woman who, contrary to all the canons and traditions of Russian life, refused to give birth a child.
Anton really wanted children. Not surprisingly, he chose another woman.
All the same he is a real asshole!
“I thought you didn't come. You still buy this scribble?”
“It isn't scribble, this is art.”
“And what about your new girlfriend? She loves it?”
“You don't believe - she shared my little hobby,” said Anton.
“That's right - only idiot may collect red dices with boobs. By the way, where is she? I wanted to meet her.”
“She's not here.”
Iviva sigh with disappointment.
“Oh, what a pity. Is she better than me?”
“Don't start.”
“I'm just asking,” shrugged Iviva, “When you left her I'll not accept you back.”  
“You still alone?” Asked Anton.
“No,” Iviva said sarcastically and took Jonathan's arm. It's that she was waiting for, “Oh, I'm sorry, this is Jonathan.”
Men shook hands. They did it without desire. Anton's mood noticeably has worsened, what very pleased his ex-wife.
“Jonathan, brings me a drink?”
“Of course, my dear,” he said and kissed her.
“Why are you doing this?” Anton asked, as soon as Jonathan disappeared into the crowd.
“I want you to understand what you lost.”
“Really, maybe I wasn't right...”
“Interestingly, a few months ago you said something quite different,” Iviva said, “Enlightenment?”
“Iviva, I left you because I want normal family.”
“I'm not normal?” She snapped.
“I'm talking about the baby. In my concept family it's dad, mom, their children.”
Iviva laughed.
“Factory, Lenin, Komsomol! Mom was right - the former communists didn't exist.”
“Don't be sarcastic. You and I have very different ideas about happiness.”
“What about me,” said Iviva, “I'm also glad that we divorced. The only thing that brings which makes me crazy - all the year you fucked that bitch on my bed.”
“I've been thinking how to leave you with minimal losses.”
“Why not just say, "I want divorce"?”
“It wouldn't be so interesting. I would like to play with you before it.”
“Ah, you're sneaky bastard!” Iviva was in furious.
Her scream caught everyone's attention. In the crowd was heard disgruntled whispering. Extra-impressionable ladies theatrically fell down to their cavalier's hands.
“Don't disgrace yourself,” Anton tried to calm her.
Jonathan, who came with a martini, preferred to stay on the sidelines - get involved in a dispute between the former lovers - very bad idea. Especially, if they were married.
“No, everybody must know!”
Anton crossed his arms, tranquilly leaned on the column and grinned. It seemed like behavior of his ex-wife didn't disturb him, but rather amused.
“Bravo, Iviva. But your words are for nobody - I'm indifferent to your opinion a long time.”
Iviva didn't hear him. For all she said:
“This man is real asshole!”
Someone in the crowd grinned.
“Didn't anyone ever tell you that you're so sexy when become angry?” Anton laughed.
Iviva' eyes flashed angrily. Then she looked at the painting, hanging right here - another tasteless daub. On eyes of astonished public, she pulled it from the stand and tried to hit Anton. The man hurried retreat. Iviva chased to him, despite on long evening dress.
“Come here! I'll catch you - you know me!” She screamed in fury.
“There is a lawyer in the hall? She threatened me. Somebody call to the police!”
Jonathan hurried to stop her and ran across the path. Vigilant security ran following crazy woman too. Painter was in hysterics and arguing that it's his best work. When the third time they ran around the gallery, Anton accidentally tripped and fell on the cold marble floor. Iviva triumphantly walked up to him with a painture.
“Your last word.”
“Turn around!” Anton’s eyes bulged.
Iviva turned. Behind her were Jonathan and several security guards. They haven't time to slow down and splashed on Anton all together.
Iviva only yelped.
However, the painting was there where it should - on Anton's neck. To them ran a few people. With them was painter. Now on his face was a true delight - he is one of the first who captured on camera this funny moment.
Jonathan helped to Iviva get up.
To them ran angry curator of the exhibition.
“What do you allow yourself? What the hell? You have how much that painting costs?”
“Jonathan, give him hundred bucks and let him shut up,” snapped Iviva, “You brought me martini?”
“Iviva, we must go away.”
After their leaving, the door of one of the most prestigious showroom in New York closed behind them forever. Iviva laughed and tried to portray the Anton's before the falling.
“After all, he really could apply to the court,” said Jonathan, cathing the taxi.
“He wouldn't do it.”
“You're sure?”
“Of course,” waved Iviva, “Besides, I finally did something about what I dream last six months.”
“What's that?”
“I took revenge,” Iviva smiled contentedly. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 12. Nobody knows what's going on in my head
 
For ten years of working in the police Andrew Slater has learned three things: how to catch offenders, how to collect the evidences and how to live on a beggarly salary. However, Andrew wasn't worried about the financial side of life, because he sincerely believed that he cleanses the world from unworthy men.
Maybe small, but nevertheless, it's the compensation.
One day on his table with the morning mail has laid down a murder case in a criminal quarter of New York City.
“And what does it mean?” Andrew asked his chief, “You think she killed that guy?”
“I don't know,” shrugged the chief, “It's your case.”
“Damn! I'll go on vacation tomorrow!”
“Complete that investigation and go where you want.”
“But it isn't fair!” lamented Andrew, “That fool Bob takes his second two-week vacation.”
“He just delivers the mail. Look, Andrew, without you, this case will remain unresolved or even worse - the poor girl will be convicted.”
Chief knew that Andrew hates when the innocents suffer and always ably manipulated his sense of justice.
“Well,” Andrew agreed, “But after it - two months of paid vacation.”
“Sure,” chief smiled slyly.
On the Fifth Avenue Andrew appeared rarely. For him, this street was like the sea for the inhabitants of coast - he is proud of it, but never appears here. In the hall he met as always smiling konserge.  
“Can I help you?” Benny Kindly greeted him.
“I want to talk with Iviva Blake.”
“What question?”
Andrew pulled out his badge.
“I'm from the police.”
“Oh,” Benny scared, “And you don't accidentally over the fact that she made on Saturday's exhibition?”
“What happened?”
Benny smiled mischievously.
“She had a fight with her ex-husband.”
“Really? She not seemed like hot-tempered person.”
“Not much,” Benny chuckled, “Iviva is pretty calm, but sometimes she become…”
“Well, I'll be careful. So can I climb up to her?”
“Of course. Fifth floor, apartment five hundred and two.”
 
Andrew came along at the wrong time - Iviva just came out of the shower and started drying hair. Insistent doorbell caused her to postpone the procedure, and she reluctantly trudged to open.
“Iviva Blake?” Asked the man who was standing outside the door.
He is quite nice. However, like Anton - handsome and cute. He made a good impression.
“Yes.”
“I'm Andrew Slater, New York City police.”
Iviva looked at him incredulously.
“If you want to talk about the Saturday accident, it's Anton's blame.”
“No,” smiled detective, “May I come in?”
“Sure.”
“I have some questions for you,” Andrew said, and showed her fotos of the gun, “You know it?”
Iviva’s eyes widened surprisly. Well, of course, how could she have forgotten? The gun was in the glove compartment of her car when it was stolen. Iviva ceased to think about it a long time ago.
“Yes, it's mine. Where did you find it?”
“From this gun was murdered one guy.”
“Oh my God!”
“It was found at the crime place, near the body and only your fingerprints on it, Miss Blake.”
“Of course mine - it's my gun and the killer could be in gloves,” said Iviva, “Why you not guessed, mister policeman?”
“How it appeared here?” Andrew ignored her sarcasm.
“It's a long story, detective.”
“I'm not hurry.”
“On one evening, you know, where all the rich people show their money, with me happened a nasty story. I brought my car and went home. When I drove the Bronx it broke. I closed it and left for the night. The next morning I came back, and my car was stolen.”
Andrew laughed.
“Which model?”
“Ferrari California and it isn't funny.”
“Oh,” Andrew whistled, “And you left the car which costs several hundreds thousands dollars unattended in the Bronx? You're brave. You did a great gift to someone. I believe you - you not look like a killer.”
“You think I can't commit a crime?”
“Each can do it, but not everyone can stay so confident. Still, Miss Blake, you're hiding something.”
Iviva grinned.
“Detective - it's The Fifth Avenue - here we all have secrets. Do you have a lighter?”
“I don't smoke,” said detective, “And not advise to you.”
“Why?”
“It, finally, will kill you.”
Iviva shrugged and lit a cigarette.
“In any case, it will kill me earlier than I'll become old and wrinkled like Amanda.”
“With a cigarette in your mouth it will happen much faster, Miss Blake.”
“I have a great beautician.”
“And what about cancer?”
“I’m a fatalist, detective.”
“It's noticeably,” he said with a reproachfully tone, “Well I must go.”
“So soon?”
Andrew scratched his head.
“Yes, but promise me that we will continue our conversation.”
“No doubt.”
“If you remember something, here's my number?” Andrew scribbled his phone number on a sheet and gave to Iviva.
“I spend you.”
“No, thanks.”
So Iviva Blake met Andrew Slater, who will enter in her life. However, then she dismissed this variant because she didn't represented herself near the policeman.
 
Megan Steel couldn't understand why in her are interested only bad men? Each of her admirers had their own vice: predilection to alcohol, passion to lewd women or petty theft.
And no one thought it was a problem.
Megan is almost despaired of finding the perfect man, until one day she met Robert. He seemed quite nice and even charming.
Megan lost her head.
Oh, how she was wrong.
This morning, weren't signs of anything bad. Megan was sitting in her office waiting for a client. It was quite wealthy businessman who wants to divorce with his hateful second wife, of course, with a minimal disruption for his purse. There was only problem - he was accused of murdering his mother in law. Although Megan was against such radical methods, she finally agreed to conduct this case. After all, the client promised one hundred and fourteen thousand dollars.
For such money Megan can prove that the polar bears live in Antarctica.
“So you don't know who killed Miss Everett?” Megan asked again.
“No,” said the fat man, “That bitch, I'm sorry, lady ruined the lives of all our neighbors - she upset a four weddings, has arranged a scandal at the funeral, and generally behaved indecently. Everyone on our street has a motive for murder!”
The businessman seemed terribly worried.
“Well, I'll try to find out,” assured him Megan, “If you didn't kill her then you have nothing for fear.”
“Thank you,” said businessman and left the office.
Megan admired by the view out the window, sitting in a leather chair. How much she did to achieve such success! She worked even at night and now Megan enjoyed the fruits of many years of labor.
She has everything could want: money, career, expensive car and flat on Fifth Avenue. But only one lacked: a loving person nearby.
Megan leaned back and contacted to secretary.
“Douglas, what we have planned for today?”
“Lunch with Mr. Humphrey, meeting with Mrs. Bunton at five p.m.” Said the young man, “It seems to be.”
“Cancel it all - Today I want to relax.”
“And what I must to tell them?” Douglas asked with bewilderment.
“Tell, I'm busy in a jury trial. Imagine something, not the first time.”
“Okay, Miss Steel.”
Megan poured whiskey and opened the Neil Dampton's case - all what she could find. Well, it should be noted, he was clean before the law.
Her thoughts were interrupted by a call from the reception.
“What's happened, Douglas?”
“Here the man... With flowers..”.
“Who? I'm canceled all.”
“His name is Robert Phelps.”
“Let him come in,” happily said Megan and quickly hid Neil's dossier.
Robert entered the room with a huge armful of red roses. What a surprise! Megan hugged him tightly and kissed.
“Your secretary the man?” He laughed.
“Yeah, you know, I love to command you,” Megan replied languidly, taking bouquet, “I don't expect it, I'm impressed!”
“I know.”
“How did you know about roses?”
“Your neighbor said.”
Megan stiffened when men acquainted with Iviva - they immediately forgets about everything and thinking only about her.
“You have time to get acquainted with Iviva? And how you find her?”
“Quite a nice girl, beautiful, but you're much better,” Robert said, looking around the office, “I wondered! How much it costs?”
“About a hundred thousand,” Megan shrugged, “Not so much.”
“For me it's a lot of money.”
“Where you work?”
“I'm manager in a small club. Pays a little, but for life is enough.”
“And do you like your job?”
“Yes, I'm satisfied,” Robert said, and smiled, “Of course, in comparison with you I'm nobody.”
“Come on! It's absolutely no matter how much I earn, the main thing that we love each other.”
“Indeed, It's the most important thing,” Robert agreed.
Megan noticed that Robert is very distressed. Though he carefully tried to hide it, his eyes betrayed.
“What's wrong?”
“Nothing.”
“Tell me,” insisted blonde.
“In general, I owed a lot of money,” Robert blurted out.
Megan shook her head understandingly.
“How much?”
“Two hundreds and fifty thousands.
“Just a little.
“This is a fortune for me,” Robert chuckled, “The bank don't give me credit, my flat is already remortgaged.”
“So, I understand you,” Megan went to the picture, where was hidden the safe. Taking out a few packs of dollars, she handed them to Robert. “Take it. That should be enough and a little more.”
“I can't!”
“I know what it is being in debt. Take.”
Robert with the theatrical meekness took the money. Actually, this is what he wanted.
“Thank you. I'll return.”
“Don't worry,” said Megan and they kissed passionately.
Megan Still do not understand why she attracting only the bad guys. They lied to her, used, and then thrown her. Megan didn't like it. But she belonged to that breed of women who are step on the same rake hundred times.
And do it again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 13. Those damned Christmas surprises!
 
In a small town in Wisconsin, so small that it had no place on the map, an accident occurred, which completely changed the people's thoughts about life. And it happened exactly twenty-seven years ago. Until now, everybody remembers that Christmas Eve: large snow flakes fells on the ground, the Christmas lights everywhere, children sculpted snowmen and adults does the final preparations for the holiday.
One pregnant lady, finishing decorating the house, sat comfortably in a chair with a cup of tea. Her husband fumbling on the roof with a garland and through the dream, she heard curses, addresses to producers of Christmas decoration. She looked at the clock - at any moment must arrive McFersons - today the children's choir sings in the church.
Oh, how she didn't like this nasty family!
Mrs. McFerson, a tall, thin blonde, always cranky and hysterical. And her "cute" twins Polly and Dolly, who fighting all time. Mr. McPherson, the doctor, looked like Lamb of God.
The lady was afraid that one day her family will become the same.
The snow creaked under the wheels of the minivan.
They arrived.
Devil's lovely family.
Even McFerson often told over a beer:
“I will be happy only when I die.”
The lady leaned out of the window and called out to husband:
“Get off! It's time to go in the church! Don't make us wait for you.”
The man came down from the roof. He kissed wife and together they sat in the minivan, in which already played out the battle between McFerson's twins.
“Stop it!” Commanded Mrs. McFerson.
Cerberus!
“Mom! Tell Polly! Let her returns my candle!” Dolly whimpered.
“Polly, doesn’t hurt your sister,” Mrs. McPherson turned to her neighbor, “Oh, Sessy, when you became mother, you will understand how it difficult.”
“I'm afraid already.”
“By the way, when child will be born?”
“Very soon, the doctor said that weekend,” said Sessil and stroked her tummy. In response, the kid pulled a leg, “Well, calm down, dear.”
“Have you chosen a name?”
“Sure. But it's a secret.”
“Yes, the first child,” said Mrs. McFerson, “It's very difficult, all will be good.”
“Well, now I focus on one thing: I don't want to be one of the eternally pregnant moms,” Sessil grinned.
“Children are our happiness, Sessy.”
“Yes, happiness...”
In the church came all the inhabitants. Parents sat on the oak pews closer to the altar; the children took their places and prepared to sing. Sessil Blake motioned to organist to begin. The music was souded. The whole church was filled by the magical sounds of the organ - a real bliss. In the middle of the song "Silent Night", Sessil clutched her stomach. Legs buckled and she leaned on the organ. No one noticed that waters broke. Someone in the crowd shouted: "Doctor!" To woman ran up few people, and helped her stand up.
“Oh, no! Not today! Not now! I give a birth!” cried Mrs. Blake, “Holy shit!”
The children ran away in panic.
“We haven't a time to take her to the hospital!” The doctor said.
A crowd of onlookers surrounded Sessil.
“What should we do?” Exclaimed the pastor, looking around, “She couldn't give a birth on the altar!”
“I'm sorry,” said the midwife, “It's so late.”
“Oh, God!” Priest grasped his head. “It can not be!”
“Bring the clean towels, padre.”
Five hours later happy mother held the newborn baby. Sessil tightly clutched the baby to her breast - it was the happiest day in her life.
“Congratulations, it's a girl.”
That's how Iviva Blake appeared in the world. Her birth brought to the quiet town a lot of new experiences. And what is the most interesting: she lived like she born - making a stir in everyone's life, which surrounded her. 
 
“So, you're the blessed child,” Megan laughed, “Why did you never tell me?”
“This fact that I was born in the church?”
“Unbelievable,” said Jogo, “It would be interesting to look at their faces.”
“Yes, my mother says it was worth the nine months of torment.”
“Oh, the cake,” happily clapped Megan, “Wow, it's huge! You decided to feed all New York?”
Cake was impressive: six feet tall, decorated with white chocolate doves.
“Imagine how many people will be here. Last year Amanda ate a half cake.”
“You called all your neighbors?” Jojo winced.
“Yes, it's become our tradition. My birthday on Christmas Eve and I invite all because no one wants to do it tomorrow. In addition, I'll have a lot of gifts!”
“About gifts,” Megan said of her purse and pulled out a small package, “It's for you. Happy birthday!”
“Thanks,” Iviva with childish glee ripped colorful wrapper, “What is it?”
“The gold cigarette case by "Tiffany". I hope you like it.”
Iviva smiled kindly. In fact she least expected to get the cigarette case on birthday, considering it's a gift for men. In her head flashed a conversation with Andrew. Iviva suddenly imagined herself as ancient feeble old woman. No, not like Amanda, but worse and older, haggard by chronic illnesses and with the cancer.
"Perhaps it's time to really throw this harmful habit?" Thought Iviva, "No, later. When I lose this gift, sure, I'll lose. "
But she liked new cigarette case - on the upper lid were sparkling crystals laid out in her name.
“Oh, nice. I know you want me dead,” joked Iviva, “You will not wait!”
“Admit that you like it.”
“So much.”
“Well,” Megan opened the second bottle of champagne, “Today I will drink as if it's my own birthday!”
“Who is that guy, who came to me two days ago and asked about your favorite flowers? Benny says that he had spent one night with you.”
“This is... my new friend,” Megan replied shyly. Her cheeks flushed. She is in love. Again, “His name is Robert.”
“And where did you meet?” Jojo asked.
“In the parking lot outside the store.”
“Really?” Surprised Iviva, “I thought you didn't have meetings in such places.”
“I wanted to buy cakes, turn on the old films and watch them all night! But some guy took the last box right under my nose. Then, on the parking lot, Robert returned me my cakes. Cool, yeah?”
“Incredible story,” said Iviva sarcastically. Jojo decided to say nothing because the place where she met her guys are very far from those that prefer ladies from high society.
“And then, when I opened it, I found inside his telephone number,” Megan continued.
“I think he just wanted you in bed,” Jojo caught Megan's nasty look, “It's just my opinion.  Sorry, but men has only one instinct.”
Perhaps, but for Megan the man meant a little more. He isn't just "someone who can give me something." No, man - it's "one who can make me happy." Megan never shared her vision of happiness - for her it was career, money and beloved man. And not necessary that she love him, the main thing that he love her. And his love must be showed in some little things: a box of cakes, a light kiss or embrace. He should agree with her opinion, but be able to have his own.
For her man isn't only body in the bed, but also a reliable ally.
“Meg! Where are you?”
“I’m a little bit dreamed.”
“All right,” said Iviva, “Get up your ass - soon guests will come! We must to do so much!” 
“Derek, faster, I don't want to be late!” Courtney cried, seeing her husband pacing around the apartment in underwear.
“I'm looking cufflinks,” said Derek, “And I don't want to go there.”
“First of all, it's Iviva's birthday and along the Christmas party. And we must show that all right between us, even in spite of what happened.”
Derek took a deep breath, as if he was waiting for the death penalty. Deep down, he knew how it's important to maintain the appearance of happy marriage, but all have gone so far and it's impossible to hide their problems. 
“What we will give to Iviva as gift?” Derek asked. He tried get away from his thoughts, “I had no time to buy presents.”
“Don't worry,” Courtney said, “I've already cared. Look - she pulled a heavy book and handed it to husband.”
“Tolstoy collection edition. Is it too expensive gift?”
“I think she loves Russian literature.”
“Iviva? No, I didn't notice books in her flat.”
“Of course,” Courtney smiled slyly, “Anton took them all after divorce. Interesting, he will come today?”
Derek shrugged.
“I think no, after all what happened; I think Iviva don't want to see him.”
Courtney dressed new red costume by "Versace", shoes "Manola Blahnik" and favorite jewelry by "Tiffany".
“Did you hear what she did at the exhibition of contemporary art a week ago?”
“What?” Derek asked indifferently.
“She had fight with Anton.”
“It can't be,” surprised Derek.
“Yeah, just imagine. When Benny told me, I was surprised.”
Derek laughed:
“Do you still believe him?”
“Oh, dear, nobody knows what's going here except Benny.”
“Maybe,” Derek replied thoughtfully, “I'm ready.”
“Excellent. Oh, damn, I almost forgot! Take that vase which Carsons gave us last Christmas.”
 
Crystal vase which Courtney neatly wrapped in a gift wrap has one very amusing feature: at someone it never lingered more than year. Five years ago, Amanda decided to save a little, bought it at the garage sale and gave to Howards. A year later, also on Christmas, the vase went to Christine Taylor, then traveled to Carson's apartment, migrated to Korsakovs and finally got to Dorses. Courtney, of course, doesn't like it, and then she decided present it again.
Selecting fell on Megan Steel.
“Merry Christmas,” Courtney gave her a gift, “Excuse me, what's your name?”
“Megan Steel,” kindly replied happy owner of unnecessary junk.
“Sorry, but we hadn't time to meet,” Courtney held out her hand, “My name is Courtney Dors.”
“I'm glad. Really, I don't know a lot of guests here.”
“No problem - you will have that possibility.”
The guests, little by little, came to Iviva and each brought two gifts: first for Iviva, second for someone from neighbors. A two month before the Christmas party all residents met together and drew lots to see to whom they will make a surprise. Iviva also participated in the event and she pulled out "Jonathan". Mentally thanking all the saints, she immediately ran to the store and bought a "Rolex" - the best gift for beloved. Maybe she didn't love him so much to buy "Rolex", but she get used.
“This year, I had to make a gift to Christine,” sadly said Lydia, “So far, I can't believe that she committed suicide...”
“I understand you,” said Iviva, “Well, now she's in a better place.”
“Christine?” Lydia smiled, “That bitch is in a hell pot now - you may believe me!”
Iviva took a big gulp of champagne. Lydia, as if nothing happened, smiled charming. She was extremely pleased that she should present for the one gift less.
 
Next Amanda Henderson came to congratulate. The old woman, as usual, wiping tears of happiness by handkerchief dipped with liquid ammonia. She gave the gift and said the kind words and after Amanda went to the table with snacks. Finding the canapés charming, she sat into a chair in the corner and observed what's going on.
Finally arrived Kimberley. She carried a bottle of expensive French wine worth several hundred thousand dollars. It was impossible to persuade the collector to sell it. He didn't want, but Kimberly had insisted. 
Now she was carrying a bottle as a gift for a woman whose husband she had stole. Kimberly's tummy noticeably rounded.
Iviva, looking at her, suddenly remembered Jojo's words. Maybe she is right! Iviva threw back her dark thoughts.
Nobody will spoil this day!
Or almost nobody.
“Are you all right?” Later in the kitchen Kimberly asked Iviva and gave her a glass of water.
“What's going on?”
“Hmm?”
“Kim, who is the father?” She asked quietly.
Kimberly was seriously scared. How could she know? It's just impossible!
“Excuse me?”
“Anton? His father is Anton?”
“No, Iviva.  Who said you? That black bitch Jojo?”
“Don't call her that!” Iviva said menacingly.
“What happened? It isn’t you.”
“I don't know, Kim. I don't know,” sigh Iviva.
“You've changed. Strongly. Started to communicate with the rabble, had forgotten about your best friend...”
“Jojo isn't rabble. I can trust her and Megan. But not you, Kim.”
Iviva left her alone. Kim considered Iviva's behavior as a betrayal. She was furious, and dialed the simple number.
“Kim? What happened?”
“Anton, it's time to reveal our little secret...” Kimberly smiled wickedly. 
“Jonathan,” called him Iviva.
He turned around. The woman, who had just turned twenty-seven, happily smiling to him like a child. Glowing eyes. He will never forget that look. Before his death her face would stand in front of him.
“Hey,” he said and embraced her.
“Merry Christmas, dear,” Iviva gave him the watches.
“Today is your day, Iviva - you shouldn't give the presents!”
She laughed.
“Tomorrow is Christmas... In any case, I want to present you something. Why today? Until tomorrow, I wouldn't endure.”
“Thank you. And this is for you.”
Jonathan handed her a velvet box. Her breath stopped.
Yes!
Yes!
Yes!
The ring!
The ring with a big sparkling diamond. Iviva's joy has no bounds. She immediately put it on and ran bragging. Iviva jumped with joy and rejoicing, as if she won a lot of money in lottery. 
And she won.
In the pursuit to happiness, Iviva finally felled the jackpot. However, the prize wasn't so enviable and...
“Excellent!” Megan gasped in admiration, “Vivi, he made an offer to you?”
“Not yet,” said Iviva, “But I hope that very soon.”
“Man who makes such gifts is really serious,” said Jojo.
“Yeah,” confirmed Megan.
“I don't know. I think I'm not ready to get married a second time... in any case, not soon. Only six months passed.”
“Oh, God!” Megan waved, “If you love him why not?”
“Well,” Iviva sighed and looked on the ring, “But what if?”
Sounded a clink of glasses. All drank for the health of Iviva and congratulated each other with Christmas Eve. Amanda Henderson sedately sat in her chair and smiled at the audience.
“I also have a toast,” Kimberly raised her glass. All guests turned their eyes on the heiress Walsh, “Yes, yes. Iviva, as you know, I'm your best friend for several years. Every day which I spent with you, was like small celebration for me and I'm very glad that you came into my life. Unfortunately, we're drawn away from each other...”
“What she doing?” Megan asked. Jojo only shrugged.
“You have new friends and I really hurt that it happened,” continued Kimberley, “However, I forgive you, because if not you, I would never have met with the love of my life. I'm right, Anton?”
Iviva turned. Behind was her ex-husband who smiled guilty. All around gasped. They were in anticipation of the looming scandal. Iviva froze, looking intently into the Anton's shameless eyes.
Megan broke silence:
“Hey!”
“Megan? Megan Steel?” Anton grinned, “You're here?”
Iviva slowly went to the table on which lay gifts. Among them, she found present from Kimberly. "Romanee - Conti" harvest of 78's. Great wine. She tore the wrapper and took a heavy bottle. Kimberly went to Anton, kissed him and took his arm. They headed to the exit. Kimberly smiled, enjoying the humiliation of her ex-friend, but Iviva never give up! She squeezed the bottle in hand. At the same moment she abruptly threw it aside of Kim and Anton. Three hundred thousand dollars flying over their heads and, with a crash, hit in the door. 
“Oh, you're going away?” She asked menacingly.
“Yes,” Kimberly snapped.
Iviva walked in their direction. Her way led past the cake, but Iviva raced, not noticing anything in its path. Only one moment and masterpiece of confectionary art with a crash flew down from the pedestal. Ladies and gentlemen in elegant gowns jumped to the side.
“You're crazy!” Kimberly shouted angrily, “You will regret about it!”
“Come here, freak!” Iviva rushed on bitch and grabbed her hair.
“Iviva!” Anton swore and turned to a stunned audience, “Help me to separate them!”
“A-a-a-ah! Take away this bitch from me!” Kimberley screamed and tried to protect.
“You're fucking slut!” Iviva strongly grabbed her hairs. Girl screamed, and tried to break from the tenacious grip.
“Iviva, stop!” Courtney shouted.
“Enough!” said Alvin, “Stop it!”
Megan, Jojo and Jonathan tried to separate them.
“Give her to me!” Iviva not appeased, “I'm not finished!”
“Let's go away! Anton, quickly!” squealed Kimberly and came out with the held hight head, slamming the door.  
“Run, bitch, run!” Shouted Iviva, “When he send you to hell, don't come to me!”
“Quite nice Christmas!” Lydia exclaimed, “I can say nothing!”
“Yes,” agreed other guests, “So, holiday is over. It's time to go home.”
The guests had left. They were a little depressed, but now there is a new topic for discussion.
“Maybe champagne?” Proposed Jojo.
“Oh, yes,” Iviva replied, and held out her glass. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 14. Never mind the dead
 
Macy Gibbons always tried to keep herself in a good form: she regularly visited the gym, eat only healthy food and every morning jogged in Central Park. On this day, she again had quarreled with her boyfriend. The reason: lack of understanding. Not that, he didn't like her lifestyle; he condemned her obsession by that idea. Once again, saying she doesn't want to die in forty years by cancer, Macy went for a jog.
At the same time her complete opposite - Iviva Blake was going to walk. This young lady absolutely don't care about Macy, running around the smooth tracks in the middle of February, and even more about celery stalks - Macy eats them on the run instead of breakfast.
Iviva walking in the Central Park, because she wants to retreat from the bustle of the megapolis and enjoy of silence.
But the city always reminds about itself. 
She was walking down the alley when dark-skinned girl in a tracksuit and celery suddenly pounced on her. They barely stay on feet.
- Fuck! - Iviva cursed through clenched teeth.
- Oh, excuse me, please! - She justified. - I don't see you!
- You should be more careful. - Aggrieved Iviva irritably muttered and added: - You doing jog in the park in February?
- Well, yes, - said Macey, if it is normal.
Oh, for her it's perfectly normal.
- But it's cold!
The coat not saves her. It would be good to wear furs, but out the window, it always seems that there is warmer than it actually is.
- I'm perfectly seasoned. Especially it's your health, - Macey said with an instructive tone. - By the way, I never get sick.
  - Really? - Iviva lit a cigarette and Macey's eyes, at first, expressed the revulsion, then the reprobation and finally the pity. Iviva noticed it. - What's wrong?
- How can you do it? It's terribly bad! The cancer can develop! Do you know how your body suffers? Why you’re not refused?
- I can't throw in one day habit which formed over the years - said Iviva and made puff.
- You can break the habit gradually.
- I don't want.
- Why?
- Because I haven't anything else to do.
Iviva finally recognized the true cause of all her bad habits: from smoking and to irrepressible passion to alcohol - she has no hobby.
In Macey's head sounded only notorious: "The first stage was successful." She was determined to appeal her in the spinach faith.
- And you didn't try?
- Never, - said Iviva and extinguished cigarette. 
- That's really sad, - Macey said sympathetically. - I have a suggestion: do you want jogging with me?
- I don't know, - jammed Iviva.
- Come on! Do it! Trust me - your life will change abruptly.
However, why not? Iviva would like experience something new. Be the athlete. It sounds good.
- Do you think so? Although, come on!
- Well-well-well, - Macy happily clapped her hands. - Tomorrow at the same place at nine. And get dressed in something sporty.
- What is your name? - Iviva tried to be friendly. For some reason she liked Macey.
- Macey Gibbons and you?
- Iviva Blake.
- Nice to meet you.
- Me too.
Macey Gibbons led a really healthy way of life and was very surprised when people didn't want to follow her example. Since childhood, she joined to the pursuit of the health, and felt it her duty to help everyone to do this. And now Macey sincerely believed that she lead her new ward to happiness. Even with the celery for breakfast.
 
Megan Steel had a free minute and she spent this time throwing crumpled paper into the dustbin. But before it, Megan carefully read what is written on them, only to once again remember the old cases.
In her hands was the case. It was six years ago when she was unknown and inexperienced lawyer. She had tried to solve the murder of Josephine Cox. The poor girl felt the victim of jealousy of two men: they are with love cared for her, presented armfuls of roses and led to expensive restaurants but once they knew about each other. In an attempt to win her heart, boy were ready to kill each other, but the Josephine wasn't longer interested in them. She preferred the other: wealthier, more handsome and gentler.
And they killed her.
Unpleasant story.
She crumpled the sheet and threw it in a trash basket.
Douglas, her secretary, brought a freshly brewed coffee with brandy - Megan loves this drink.
- Thanks, Douglas, - she cooed. - Today you may be free.
- Wonderful, - he smiled sweetly. - See you tomorrow.
- Yeah, - Megan nodded, savoring coffee.
Douglas is handsome, why she never noticed it? Not so tall but not shorty, always in ironed shirt and with expensive watches. Interesting, who ironed his shorts? And who presented this watch?
"Where it was?" - Megan thought, drawing from next folder. - "Oh yes, in Dallas ... I remember that sexual assistant Johnny. By the way, Monica Hart also from there..."
Megan picked up the phone and dialed Johnny. She knew this number by heart. This is not surprising - he was her first official lover. Johnny never talked about Iviva. He simply didn't know her, so Megan felt herself good with him. However, their romance lasted only four months and she returned to Chicago. But every night Megan remembered his gentle touches.
- Johnny, hi, - languidly she said  into the phone.
- Hello, -  man said, slightly embarrassed - for six years he forgot her voice.
- Do you remember me? It's Megan Steel.
- Meg? Wow! I thought ... How are you?
- I'm fine. I'm calling you from my own office on Wall Street.
- What you doing in New York?
- I'm divorced, - Megan laughed. - I decided to move to New York. Now I have my own office.
- Big Boss.
- Very big! And you? Still assistant of old sycophants Stevenson?
- He died last year and I took his place.
- So now you're the district attorney? My congratulations Johnny.
- Yes, good place, - he smiled. - But you didn't call only for congratulation.
Megan smiled.
- You're great detective. Could you do me a favor?
- Which?
- I need to know all about the Hart family. I know that they live in Dallas. Two children: Alex and Monica.
- No problems, - Johnny said. - For what? New case?
- Yes. Thank you. Maybe sometime I'll arrive to Dallas to thank you.
Johnny coughed.
- I got married six months ago.
- Oh, - Megan tried to turn the conversation. - Do you remember our case?
- Of course. I still wonder how you did it...
- You know what happens when the prosecution side making love with the protection side? - She asked playfully.
- What?
- The acquittal.
Megan left her coordinates and Johnny has promised that certainly find all that relates to the family Hart. As soon as he hung up the phone, at the threshold of Megan's office appeared Robert. He looks frustrated and guilty.
- If you come to ask me for money, - she said firmly. - I'll not give you a cent!
- You don't understand, - Robert said plaintively. - If I don't give them money, they'll kill me!
- Who cares?
-  You don't love me?
Megan laughed heartily.
- Maybe I liked you, but it's gone. Do you think, my dear, you're the first who wanted to fool me? No, it isn't so! I was ready to help you when you came the first time, but the fifth...
- Meg, please, gives me a chance.
- No.
- But...
- Get out, - she said softly, and pointed him at the door. - I was wrong. Again.
 
Iviva with breathlessness came back to the Fifth Avenue. She met quite surprised Benny Hill, for who it was strange to see her doing sports.
- You don't stop to amaze me, baby, - Benny said, not looking up from February’s "Vogue."
- I'm surprised too, - Iviva said, heading for the elevator.
- It's broken. You'll have to go on foot.
What the hell? She is so tired even to press the call button! With the hard swearing, Iviva went up the stairs.
It is like to conquer the Everest.
Climbing slowly, Iviva thought only how to quickly jump into a warm bed. The first jog with Macey didn't bring her a charge forces - she was absolutely exhausted. And this breathlessness... Iviva with great force embarked on the next flight of stairs.
A terrible picture opened front of her: Amanda Henderson, panting, by one hand holding on her heart, pulled the other hand to Iviva. Apparently, she had a heart attack.
Iviva in a panic ran to Amanda.
- What happened? - She asked excitedly, helping her to climb up.
- Heart...
- It's necessary to deliver you to the hospital!
- Bravo, Captain Obvious, - said Amanda.
- What always amazed me, - groaned Iviva holding her neighbor down the stairs. - You never stops be sarcastic.
Her tiredness vanished. Iviva not feel aching pain in the muscles, shortness of breath was gone too, and she suddenly felt an unprecedented burst of energy. Finally, they stepped to lobby. Frightened Benny call for an ambulance. The car came surprisingly quickly, although traffic on Manhattan was as usual. It's clearly some unknown force wished to save Amanda's life, even for a short time.
Iviva wished to go along with her - after all, she also had some of the responsibility. The doctors didn't refuse. All the way to the hospital Iviva tightly holding her neighbor's hand. Frankly, in everyday life, she didn't like Amanda, this old woman had a very obstinate character, but now Iviva doesn't care.
Three hours later, Amanda was transferred to the ward. She has the acute heart failure. Fortunately, Iviva was close. The old woman lay in bed and stared at the ceiling.
- Thank you, that didn't leave me, - quietly said Amanda.
- You’re welcome.
- I'm sorry I called you "crazy alcoholic".
- You called me that? - Iviva grinned.
- Forget it...
- And I'm sorry I called you "old bag".
- Oh, youth, - Amanda dreamily rolled her eyes. - The great time. I remember myself at your age... I was beautiful. How much opportunities I had! Remember, girl, If life gives you a chance, you must take it. And you know, Iviva, I'm glad that of all the people in the world you're my neighbor.
Iviva took her hand and smiled.
Neighbors. Those, whom we often ignore. They come and go, but each affects on our lives, again lifting the veil of mystery of the human soul.
So about what the dead can tell us? About bright eventful life and absurd death, or about innermost secrets which were being lost in the grave. Dead may tell you very much, but sometimes we don't want to listen them. Because we're afraid. Afraid that they can reveal mysteries which we so carefully protect from prying eyes... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Head 15. You know my lonely soul
 
Iviva was really surprised when one morning a red "Ferrari" California" barred her way. The driver was Andrew Slater with friendly smile. Iviva immediately recognized him. And she also recognized her car. Iviva didn't believe that she will see it again. However, the car wasn't in original form in which Iviva had left it: the wheels were removed, also lacked a headlamp, but it is fixable.
“My baby!” Iviva joyfully ran to the car, “I missed you!”
“I have good news for you, Miss Blake,” said Andrew and reluctantly got out from the leather interior, “First - I found your car. It wasn't difficult. Second - we also caught the killer. He immediately admits it. And that he had stole your car. Imagine, during the six months it was standing in the garage near the place where you left it.”
“Do you work even in Christmas?” Surprised Iviva.
“Unfortunately, crime hasn't holidays.”
“How can I thank you?..”
“Agree to have a lunch with me today,” confusedly offered Andrew and threw her the keys.
“Sure,” she agreed, “I haven't been in the "McDonald's" a longtime.”
“I thought you'd prefer more expensive places.”
“Yes,” smiled Iviva, “But sometimes I want some variety. I'm already tired of all these restaurants, the friendly staff and gourmet dishes.”
In fact Iviva didn't want Andrew to feel poor. She is accustomed to expensive places. Andrew - no.
“Okay. I'll pick you at two.”
 
Andrew was prepared to spend all the time in the awkward silence. But Iviva, if didn't ate, chatted incessantly, talking about her life. He listened to her with interest. Imagination draws in his head a colorful picture of happy old age.
Iviva Blake enjoyed "Big Mac." The sauce dripping down her chin, and she had no time to wipe it. Sometimes Iviva postponed burger, but only to enjoy a hot French fries and cola.
“Marvelous!” She repeated, munching, “Incredible!”
“I'm glad you like it,” said Andrew, “Oh, I'm sorry! Do you not to object if I turn on "you"?”
Iviva gestured that is all right.
“How much can you eat?” Andrew laughed as soon as Iviva sent in her mouth cherry pie and after looked at the "Big Tasty", “Do you know how much calories?”
“Two days I have for a breakfast only celery stalks and wheat germ.”
“Can propose you another pie?” Sympathetically offered man.
What a care!
“No, thanks, I'm protect my figure, - said Iviva proudly. - Really, I'm jogging in the Central Park. And I decided to refuse of smoking.
“Why so radical change?”
“I don't know,” she shrugged her shoulders, “I want to forget everything and start a new life.”
“I understand,” Andrew nodded.
“Really?” Surprised Iviva.
“Yes. I'm also had problems in my life. Then I just threw everything and restarted all. Thus, from a philologist I became a cop.”
“Unbelievable!” Iviva exclaimed delightedly, “But why the cop?”
“Because one day I realized how many crimes in society and decided to help to get rid.”
“And how is your wife?”
“I'm not married. No, I was. Twice.”
Iviva grinned and without regret, said:
“My husband left me, saying that I'm alcoholic and, moreover, psychopath. Isn't me?”
“Of course, not. He is a fool. How could he get away from such a beautiful woman,” Andrew in bewilderment threw up his hands and it was very flattering for his companion.
“Are you trying to flatter on me, detective?” She said with the coquettish smile.
“Maybe...” Andrew replied evasively.
“Sorry, but I'm in relations now.”
“Who's that lucky guy?” Policeman answered with disappointment.
Iviva looked at the ring, given to her by Jonathan, and whispered softly:
“One good man. My neighbor. Imagine, he appeared at that moment when it was really bad. He conquered me,” She said to Andrew. He just nodded affirmatively, “After Anton I thought that I would never trust anyone. In my opinion, this is the true love. And why I tell you this? You know me only two days…”
Andrew doesn't expect that Iviva will be so frank.
“Nothing,” he said, “You need to tell it, and I can keep a secret. Although, frankly, I think you don't love him.”
“Why you say that?”
“I see it in your eyes. When you talk about him, they lose their luster. Maybe you got used to him, you feel affection or appreciation, but you don't. Yes, he helped you when you was so alone. I'm right?”
“You know so much about people?” Asked Iviva and discreetly wiped away a tear.
“I've seen a lot in my life. And besides, I'm cop - I just need to understand people - It's my profession,” Andrew tried to comfort her.
“Yeah, I guess... I should go,” Iviva hurried say goodbye and left the table. - Thanks for lunch and good company.
Before leaving, Iviva embraced Andrew. On the exit she bought a couple of burgers takeaway. Making sure that nobody of her neighbors saw her, she returned on the Fifth Avenue.
But somebody, nevertheless, followed her like a shadow, and nothing was left in secret. 
 
A lot of girls dream at heart be a world famous model. And for each the happiness is differently.
Do you want to be in the sea of male attention and have sexy forms? Welcome to the "Maxim" or "Playboy."
You are skinny and can't imagine your life without glam and fashion? You should try to get in to the "Vogue". Some girls stop on a couple covers of "Harper's Bazaar".
But only a few of the millions has a chance to climb above others and, finally, to quench the thirst excruciating of vanity.
For all at once.
Such opportunities fate periodically gave to Iviva Blake. When she first stepped on the runway as the leading model, she immediately was overwhelmed by a barrage of calls with offers from agents and the most famous fashion houses in the world. Everybody wants to obtain her, all admired of her grace, all were conquered by her cute facial features. To Iviva promised a million dollar contracts, travel around the world and, of course, wardrobes filled with expensive designer clothes. But Iviva flatly refused, citing the fact that she isn't vainglorious and she has more than enough money. So, gradually the calls gradually subsided, and then the fashion world completely forgot about Iviva. But not all. Two weeks before Christmas there was another call. Soft female voice asked is she really Iviva Blake - her invited to participate in the show "I'm a top model." Iviva thought it was a joke, but then agreed.
"And yet," quite thought Iviva, "I must to enjoy my popularity".
After lunch with Andrew, Iviva slowly went home. Now it is necessary to plunge in a hot bath, then an hour luxuriate in a soft bed, and then the evening become... But reminder in her IPhone said: "I'm a top model!" today at 15:30 ". Iviva looked at her watch - a quarter to two. She has the time.
When she arrived on the Fifth Avenue, all staff and participants of the show were on the roof and making final preparations. Nobody didn't pay her attention, only models, who stood nearby and carefully studied her. Iviva wanted to go to them, but on halfway her grabbed in her arms Sarah Franz - the host of this show. It was a tall, slender woman about fifty with long red curly hair and a thin voice. Her botox face looked a little swollen, but after two hours of professional make-up, she became very, very pretty. Almost how in her youth when Sarah just beginning her career.
“You're this elusive star from last year's fashion week!” She said and snapped her fingers. Immediately appeared a swarm of visagists, “So nice. I love your face.”
“Why I'm elusive?” Asked Iviva.
“After that moment you vanished. But why you refused from such profitable contracts? You could be a star! All year fashion world talked about you. Millions girls dreams about it!”
“I never wanted to be a model,” smiled Iviva, “I just rescued my neighbor - one of her models broke a leg right before the show and she asked me to replace her. And I'm old for model - I'm twenty-six.”
“Ugh!” Sarah rolled her eyes, “I have seen fifty years fashion models. It was your golden chance. You shouldn't miss it.”
“I don't regret.”
“Then why you accepted my invitation?”
“Just for fun. I always wanted to be in a backstage of TV show. And I need to enjoy the last echoes of past glory.”
“That's right,” Sarah replied and pulled out a cigarette, “Cigarette?”
“If only one,” agreed Iviva and lit it with pleasure, “Oh, how much I dreamed about it!”
“You throw?” Sarah perked up, “That's right. I'm also trying for a long time, but after all, I have no husband or children, for what I should live longer?”
“Do you think live is only your husband and kids?”
“Of course, darling! And in what, do you think, is the "woman's great mission"? Just to give birth two of three kids, educate them, and then being to them a perfect grandma.”
“I didn't think so,” cut Iviva.
“Me too. Until then I was forty-five. Trust me, you will not always be so young and beautiful - sooner or later you must to terms with the fact that you become old. Men aren't interested in us anymore. It's our destiny - Sarah shook her head and looked in the mirror. Unfortunately, she would never see in it this beautiful blonde, who had just arrived to conquer New York. She has achieved a lot. And many sacrificed. But for what?”
Iviva don't like think about old age, and even more about the death. She decided to steer the conversation in another direction:
“Sarah, what's the point of this show?”
“Well, there are fifteen girls selected in the preliminary audition,” she explained, “Now there are seven, but it doesn't matter... In general, all fifteen are fighting for the title of top model. Every week we chose the worse photo and best photo. The winner received the cover in "Vogue Italy" and a contract for one hundred thousand dollars with famous French fashion house. That's all.”
“And what happens with those who were retired?”
“It's up of them. We're only helping them find themselves in life.”
“That's noble,” Iviva said.
“Why,” Sarah grinned, “If you ever watched the show, you can notice that sometimes we're kicked out girls, whose photos obviously better. And now, she tearfully left the project and in most cases wasn't going home, but in Europe or Japan.”
“You kick out those who offered a job?” Iviva guessed.
“Yes,” Sarah nodded, “For this purpose we organize competitions with the designers - they could find interesting job. It happened that after the first day of show we received an invitation to casting from the agency or the fashion gallery. In addition, our models have the most important thing - portfolio with the best photos. It, of course, remains with them.”
“How do you choose the best?”
“Sometimes the weakest is the winner, but usually in the best pair are one strong and one weak girl.”
“I wonder,” Iviva said.
“Miss Franz, it's time to start,” interrupted the operator.
“Sure,” Sarah replied and turned to Iviva, “Come on, sweetie.”
Two women stood where the operator. Young assistant announced the first take, and shooting began. When all seven girls stood in a row, Sarah started:
“As you know, New York City is the city of dreams and, of course, the Fifth Avenue is its integral part. Not many people could boast that live on this street. Here are all the most luxurious boutiques and trendy shops. Living here means to be rich, successful and powerful. Today you will be responsible photo session in the style of Fifth Avenue, so let me introduce our guest Iviva Blake.”
“Hi, girls,” she said friendly.
“Hello, Iviva.”
“She's beautiful, rich and knows all about the high society. She will help you to do the most accurately convey of character of a modern woman living on Fifth Avenue and remember what you have learned today - bright and expressive eyes.”
“Stop!” Declared the director, “Sarah, you're gorgeous as always!”
The girls went to do the makeup. Iviva remained to watch the process. As soon as they were ready, the photo session began. Every girl coming to the photographer and assumes a position. For Iviva it was a surprise what all the action proved extremely lengthy, it's not the same how it appears on TV.
“Sometimes photo sessions are during all week,” said her one of the girls, “My name is Mikkey.”
“I'm glad.”
“I saw you at the show last year. Even before Christine's death.”
“You know Taylor?” Surprised Iviva.
“Yes, I worked in her agency. It's me; I was that model who broke the leg. And then she died... As a result, I stayed without the job.”
“I'm sorry. I didn't want, but Christine insisted,” Iviva said sympathetically, “Still, she was good.”
“But only for neighbors,” timidly said Mickey, “To be honest, I'm glad that she died.”
“Why?”
“Because she forced me to does something wrong, I don't want remember it.”
“What's that?” asked Iviva.
“I'm ashamed.”
“Tell me, you can trust me.”
Iviva's kind smile gave the confidence. Mikkey never tell about her secret, but Iviva ... For some reason she wanted to tell her everything.
“But all what I'll say must stay between us,” agreed Mickey.
“I'll keep your secret,” assured her Iviva.
Mickey sat down on a folding chair, took a deep breath and began:
“Three years ago I was approached by a man on the street and he offered me become a model. He assured that I have all for this. Of course, he promised a lot of money and I gladly accepted. This is my dream since childhood. We came to New York, where I met Christine and other girls. At the beginning that woman seemed pretty nice, but later I learned her evil side. However, it appeared only in work. Then I signed my first contract.”
“Yes, Christine was a pretty bitch,” Iviva grinned.
“Later, when I become successful Christine suddenly wanted to have a serious talk. I don't remember all our conversation; I remember just something about the future, talent and money. In the end, she gave me the address and said that I must be there tomorrow at two o'clock. Oh, I was so stupid. That place was an abandoned warehouse, but then I didn't attach any special significance. It was a big studio.”
Mickey made a last effort to not cry and Iviva hastened to reassure her. Mickey only casual smiled.
“Thank you, Iviva. But it isn't the end,” she sobbed, “It was the porn studio. I immediately realized what happened, but I couldn't believe that Christine has substituted me. Of course, I immediately called her, but in response I heard that if I don't agree she will wipe me into a dust, and I couldn't dream about a modeling career anymore.”
“This is terrible!” Iviva exclaimed indignantly, “Bitch! I know that her business isn't pure, but not so much! Why you didn't leave?”
“I couldn't,” said Mickey, “My family isn't rich, and in the case of leaving, I'll never pay off the forfeits. Yes, had no choice. In the studio I saw a lot of girls like me.” 
“It's so vile!”
“Yes, but it's better than being dead,” sadly said Mickey.
“What do you mean?”
“Not all survived. I knew a girl. She came to studio with me, her name was...”
“Monica Hart.”
“Do you know her?”
“No, but my friend now lives in Taylor's flat. She found the safe in the wall with Monica's photos and checks with big money for her brother,” a sneak Iviva said.
Mickey grinned.
“Oh, Alex,” she said scornfully, “One more son of a bitch.”
 
“He is right,” objected Iviva, “He wants revenge.”
“Probably, but his methods are very cruel. He treated to me very bad,” Mickey frowned.
“Bad?”
“Monica was killed. An accident. The body is vanished. Where is it? Nobody knows. For all she just disappeared. Nobody knows what happened with her. A few weeks later her brother Alex arrived in the New York. He liked him: strong, courageous and gentle. I also made an impression on him. Two weeks later, he settled in New York and we started dating. With him, I felt myself the luckiest girl in the world. It's true, he often disappeared, but it wasn't a big problem. Later he said that he knows who killed his sister how his sister and asked for a small favor... I should go back to the studio and steal the record. I did it. I was a fool!”
“He left you?”
“Worse. Just disappeared as if he never existed,” Mickey sobbed, “He didn't answer on my callings, he wasn't at home. How many tears I shed! I loved him.”
Tears ran down her pretty face, colored with a dirty - beige tone cream and mascara.
“Mikkey!” Sarah called out to her, “Where are you? It’s your time, baby.”
“I'm coming!” shouted Mickey, wiping away the tears.
Iviva sincerely regretted this girl. Although compared to many others, her life is more bearable.
Sarah Franz quickly looked around the crying Mikkey and sent her to visagists.
“What happened here?” She asked Iviva irritably.
“You know these models - one more kilo and they are immediately crying.”
After the show Iviva returned home, took a relaxing bubble bath, ordered Chinese food and all the night watched old movies. Rest of the night she thought how life can be cruel, why always affected those who least deserve it? Iviva took her phone and dialed the message for Andrew:
"You believe that learned me?"
No. She erased it and wrote another:
  "You know my lonely soul." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 16. Where is naivety leads
 
If you meet on the street an elegantly dressed man and he propose you good money for a simple job, what you'll say? So, Monica Hart couldn't say "no" too. Like a lot of girls, Monica got into a cunning trap. And she had pay so much for this little mistake. Monica didn't want to do harm to anyone or those things, which she will remember with feeling of shame or regret. But fate decided otherwise - Monica felt another victim of greed. Although, her death was avenged, but Monica took with her a lot more innocent lives.
“You will never believe what I found!” Iviva, out of breath, rushed in the Megan's office.
“You know who killed Kennedy?” Sarcastically she said, not looking up from the documents.
“No! Better!”
“Faster, Viv - I have a lot of work.”
“Look at this!” Triumphantly exclaimed Iviva and gave to Megan sheet with the address.
“What is it?” She asked, puzzled.
“This is the address of porn studio which Christine sponsored.”
“Where did you get it?”
“Yesterday I met the girl. She worked in her agency,” said Iviva.
“How do you do it?” Megan surprised.
“I don't know. That's not all. Monica also was in the studio, and then she disappeared.”
“Well, It's clarifies the situation,” Megan mused, studying the address, “But why Christine sponsored this studio?”
“Do you know how much money it is? The studio is underground and all incomes she took herself.”
“Are you sure?”
“Of course! Look at the address. This is an abandoned factory. With Anton, we're once tried to buy it, but someone offered a great price. I know! It was Christine!”
“Monica was killed,” Megan stated.
“Or her death was an accident,” suggested Iviva, “The answer to this question can give us only record.”
“The record?”
“Yes. Mikkey stole it for Alex - that girl from Christine's agency. They dated two or three months. Before his disappeared, Alex asked her to do it for him. He said that he knows how Monica died and who is guilty.”
“Well, it's time to visit this studio. I hope I can get the original video.”
Iviva smiled.
“Yes, but you shall not pass inside.”
“Oh, Vivi, you don't know me!”  Confidently said Megan.
 
The old textile factory looked so sad: a dilapidated gray building with broken windows and fence like in prison. Across the wasteland, over which it towered ominously, were piled mountains of debris. The road to the building was almost destroyed. However, here started to put in order, but without a great enthusiasm. Before underground adult movie studio, it was a popular place for New York's homeless, drug addicts and young people who escape from home. Often here found the corpses and the local inhabitants gradually created their own folklore. Later, they began to notice more and more young girls and thought that here settled the pimp.
Megan stopped right near the major entrance. Looking around, she saw no one, except a drunkard, who was sitting under the fence. He looks peacefully. He threw at her a disdainful look and muttered something. Apparently, something bad.
“Hey! Anybody here?”
“Oh, one more bitch!” Grinned the drunkard, “And even nobody gives me a dollar for beer!”
“Do you often be here?” Curiously asked Megan.
Drunkard nodded.
“I'll give you ten bucks if you tell me everything you know,” Megan pulled from her handbag the banknote, “You're sitting here often?
“All the time.”
“Do you see that girl?” She asked, and handed him a Monica's photo.
“Oh-oh-oh-oh, this beauty given me a dollar!” Drunkard said quite, and pointed to the iron door, “She came in and I never saw her again.”
“How?”
“She was so beautiful, but too skinny - I love more big ladies, gave me a dollar, and then she disappeared behind the door. That's all!”
“What else you saw?”
“Nothing.”
“And for five bucks?” Megan pulled out another banknote.
“I saw how the body under the tarpaulin was handed down,” said the drunkard, “In the same day.”
“The body?”
“Maybe not. The God knows! But I exactly remember the blonde hair - they dangled under the tarpaulin.”
“Go away!” The bouncer suddenly appeared and shouted, “And you?” He turned to Megan, “What do you want here?”
“Neil sent me,” she lied.
The man looked at her indifferent and disappeared behind the iron door. A minute later he came back, opened the gate and, grabbing her hand, abruptly dragged inside.
“Hey! Are you crazy?” She tried to free herself, “Let me go!”
“You, women, talk too much. Shut up!” The rude man said.
“But I'm hurt,” Megan protested, “How dare you?”
“Okay,” the bouncer unclenched his hand and Megan finally felt her wrist - so strong was his grip.
“Much better.”
“Here,” he announced, “Stay here and wait.”
Megan looked around. She thought that inside the factory is the same as outside, but what she saw made to her a great impression. Once big workshops had turned to the movie sets, separated by partitions, and small storerooms had been converted to the dressing rooms. Basements also became the place for shooting, but here weren’t any changes. 
The work was in full swing: stuff preparing the decorations, operators setting up the cameras, actors darting around the studio in the light white named gowns. For a moment Megan thought she is in Hollywood and she almost lost her mind when a completely naked guy approached to her. He looked at her and grinned:
“What is your name?”
“M-Megan,” she said, looking at his crotch, “Wow.”
“You like it?” He asked.
"Control yourself, I’m arrived here not to stare at the men!"
“I'm sorry,” Megan replied sheepishly.
“Don't worry, I'm used to it. Well, I hope we will meet again. On the movie set...”
“Yeah,” she said.
The guy smiled again and went to the basement. Megan was a little shocked. No, she isn't a bigot and not afraid the naked men, but see them naked without any shame... It's too much for Megan.
“Neil sent you here?” Asked a low fat man about forty years, appearing along with two bonebreakers.
“Yes,” calmly replied Megan.
“Why he didn't come?” 
“I'm not his wife. I don't know. He gave the address and told me to come today.”
“You're lying. We're not working with him, baby. Two month. “
“I'm not your babe,” Megan snorted, “And I'm not actress.’
“Why you here?” Man asked warily, “I think your legs are designed to move apart, do you think so?”
“No,” she snapped, “I have a proposal for you.”
“Proposal?” The pornographer became interested.
“I'm not going to discuss it here!”
The man nodded and beckoned her followed him. They came in the cramped stuffy little room, which served as a repository for movies. Everywhere on the shelves were meters of film stocks, the same stored in DVD. Megan noticed that there were all twenty parties of "Hot pussies", very popular in Mexico, as well as "Happy village vacation", which number of sequels have long exceeded all limits.
“Are you impressed?” Grinned pornographer.
“Yes,” said Megan, “How much fools who wants to participate in these films?”
“A lot. Much more than your cute head could submit.”
“But why so much?”
“Every day, people are need something new: with the other girls, scenes or stories. It's like the action movie - you watched it and threw out. The tabloid porn,” said the man, “So, why you come to me?”
“Days of your studio are ended,” Megan said with business tone, “After Christine's death you under the blow every day, and I want to propose you my professional help.”
“Under the blow?” The pornographer laughed, “With the law we have our own agreement. Nobody touches us!”
“Really? But the district attorney has other opinion, and you can't bribe him.”
“Ha-ha-ha. In the world isn’t the prosecutor or judge, who declined from five hundred thousand cash!”
“He will refuse,” Megan assured him.
“Well, and which help you want to propose?”
“In the event of litigation, you will be a witness and not a suspect - I have all necessary connections to help you to avoid the jail.”
“Okay, what do you want?”
“I need only record with Monica Hart's death.”
Pornographer was seriously scared. He sat on the chair in the corner and excitedly asked:
“You know about Monica? Who are you?”
“My name is Megan Steel,” she proudly presented herself, “I’m a lawyer and I represent the family Hart.”
“So, they are still not satisfied? Fuck!”
“Don't worry, I will keep my word, they want blood, but only Neil's.”
“Record was stolen,” the man said.
“What?” Megan acted out the surprise.
“One girl, but you're lucky - she stole only the copy and the original is in an archive in the basement,” said pornographer and shouted to the assistant, who was standing behind the door, “Hey, son of a bitch, I know you're eavesdropping! Bring me "Justine" from the archive! Now!”
“Wonderful,” shined satisfying by the result Megan. For the justice, Megan has been forced to lie. Ten minutes later the assistant came back and gave Megan that damned disc.
In the car, she finally was able to breathe a sigh of relief. Of course, incorruptible prosecutor didn't exist, as well as the threat of exposing to the illegal porn studio, but only Megan knows about it. She started the car, squeezed out pedal to the stop and, in spite of the broken road, she run away from this damned place.
 
It's foolish to believe you can hide in New York, because you always in someone’s sight. 
Each step becomes a topic of discussion.
Each reckless action may someone hurt.
Each careless word can unleash a real war.
And if your life becomes a theater of the absurd, sooner or later the entire world will be interested in it. 
The same thing happened on Fifth Avenue. After Christine's suicide every day skuzzy reporters searched new gossips. And everyone was bothered by this - from the concierge to Amanda Henderson. However, she gave two or three interviews only to share with a big audience that all around her suffer by a complete lack of taste. Of course, because of age, she was able to compose only the instructive speeches. Finally, all were tired by her and attacked Iviva Blake. She regretted that she agreed to participate in the show. Again.
And today, when she returned home after a morning jogging, her met Eddie Norton.
“Oh, Miss Blake! Which unexpected meeting,” familiarly said Eddie.
“You're not tired yet?”
“Well, you know, Miss Blake - in our case the perseverance is the main quality.”
“I realized this when you spying on me! At the fire escape, do you remember? I wanted call to the police, but I didn't it!”
Reporter winced.
“Police! Ugh! How disgusting!”
“I can call them right now!” Iviva pretended that she fumbles in her pocket in search of the phone. The reporter noticeable embarrassed.
“Don't Miss Blake! Give me only one interview.”
“Amanda said you all,” Iviva replied with a grin.
“Not all! Who are interested in granny's grievances?” 
“Hey,” she threatened him, “I can tell her!
“Okay, Miss Henderson. But you're the star!”
“Your flattery is so disgusting.”
“But it's true. You know, newspapers were full of yours photos. «The X - Model»! Who else if not you?”
“It was a year ago! You trying in vain,” Iviva replied indifferently. 
“Only one interview and I'll leave you forever!”
“No!” She got mad.
“And you'll never see me again,” Eddie insisted, “Please, Miss Blake, or I'm going to pester you every day.”
“She said "no",” the reporter heard a familiar voice behind him, “I advise you to go away.”
Annoying Eddie immediately disappeared, reminding to think about his proposal. In the answer he heard a categorical "never". Such is the hard journalist work! And besides, the ingrate.
Iviva tightly clenched Jonathan in her arms and kissed him. She didn't see him so long, because he was in a business trip. Somewhere in Mexico, where, of course, are no phones. So say all the men who want to taking a break from wives or looking for an excuse, why can't go to the mother-in-law's birthday. Anyway, she was finally could thought about all carefully. All two weeks of his absence Iviva replayed in her head all the variants of development of their relationship. She didn't come to a definite conclusion.
“I missed you,” she whispered softly, “Why you didn't call?”
“I'm sorry, but there wasn't the mobile communication,” apologetically Jonathan said.
“Doesn't matter. Now we will talk. Tell me you missed me.”
“Yes, that's right,” Jonathan agreed, “Every night I think about you.”
Iviva only slightly smirked, because she knew that he lying. And he lied always. But isn't it the essence of the relationship, if we knew that we were deceived, but struggling to pretend that believe in? Maybe, because people like to be deceived. Although even more pleasure we get of when it becomes possible to heal the hurt pride and playing an innocent victim.
“You right from airport?” Asked Iviva.
“Yeah,” Jonathan nodded, “And I'm terribly hungry. Do you want to eat somewhere?”
“Sure, but I just take a shower.”
They met in the elevator after an hour.
“Where we go?”
“How you want,” said Iviva, “I trust your choice.”
“You know,” suddenly suggested Jonathan, “I have not been in the "McDonald's" too long. Do you want to eat some fast food?”
“Why "McDonald's"?”
“I want some variety. All these expensive restaurants... I'm bored.”
“Well, if you want,” evasively answered Iviva and they got in a taxi.
They arrived in the same restaurant in which Iviva had lunch with Andrew. She was a little surprised by that choice, because it was pretty far away from the Fifth Avenue but Jonathan explained that here the most delicious burgers in New York City.
“A great difference?” Asked Iviva, dipping French fries in a cheese sauce.
“Of course! Although the recipe is the same but taste is different - in every city its own way.”
“You're often eating in fast food?”
“Sometimes,” Jonathan said, “When I need a quick meal.”
“I thought you eat at work.”
“Not often.”
“Well,” Iviva did a jaded deep breath, looking for the burgers, “I'll be fat like that girl at the table near the window.”
Jonathan looked at girl and laughed - she really looks like a huge giant, devouring the small laity in the form of French fries.
“In my opinion, if you become like she, you will stay sexy,” Jonathan whispered in her ear, “But today you eat more then yesterday.”
“No, really,” grinned Iviva, “Wait, you know that I was here yesterday?”
“I do.”
“Hey!” misbehaved Iviva, “Are you chased me?”
“Not me- my friend.”
“For what?”
“I'm worried about you. On the Fifth Avenue isn't safely.” 
Iviva doesn't pay attention on many things: on the petty lie, on the gossips, from which you can't escape, even on the moral speeches from strangers but when someone invading in her personal space, Iviva became more dangerous than anger fury. However, she restrained herself and now calmly finishing her big basket of French fries.
“It is not necessary to chase me - I can care about myself.”
“I noticed,” Jonathan said, expecting a somewhat different reaction, “You're not even angry?”
“Honestly? I want to drown you in a glass of cola.”
“So what is preventing you?”
“I don't want teach my cellmates how to do makeup.”
“I've always admired by your humor.”
“Oh, Jonathan,” Iviva shook her head, “Why you're such idiot?”
“Ask something easy.”
“But why? It was really necessary?”
“I worried about you,” repeated Jonathan.
“Stop, please! I want to hear the truth.”
“It's true.”
“Don't lie to me.”
“Okay. I want to know with whom you met here yesterday.”
“You returned not today?” Iviva guessed.
“No.”
“When?”
“Two days ago.”
“Why you not come to me?”
“I wanted, but I saw you with him together. Who is it?”
“You really want to know?”
Jonathan nodded.
“He's just a cop. He found my car and invited to lunch. Satisfied?”
“Yes.”
“Are you jealous?”
“No,” Jonathan looked at her with a hurt.
“I see you jealous. Your eyes can't lie.”
“It's really so obvious?”
Iviva pursed her lips and went to the exit. Jonathan didn't stop her. Maybe their views on life are different, but with the one thing they both were agreed - jealousy is treated only by loneliness.
Now Iviva want to some rest.
The woman returned at home and turned on the TV. Iviva lit a cigarette. For some reason, it was the first thought which came in her head, though, along with Macey they learned a thousands way to decide the problem without cigarettes and alcohol. She took a phone and dialed. She knew this number by heart.
“Iviva?” She heard mother's voice from the other end, “What happened?”
“I don't know what to do,” quietly replied Iviva, “I wanna talk with Charlie.”
 
All the day Megan spent in court, but her thoughts and fly far away. She thought about Monica Hart. The judge noticed her strange behavior and decided to postpone the meeting. She almost failed the case which could do student who hasn't any experience. Remained alone in her office, Megan took the disc. Here it is, in her hands. The last key to the mystery of Monica's death. She really wants to know the truth?
"Damn, of course, I already got into this shit!" - thought Megan and inserted the disc in laptop.
On the screen appeared naked people. They smiled, joked and flirted with each other. Megan's attention immediately attracted to embarrassment girl, standing in the corner and trying to hide her nakedness with light silk peignoir. A voice-over trying to calm her and said that all is well, there is nothing ashamed, because all what happens here is quite naturally. Monica didn't want and shaking with excitement. To her approached the same guy, with whom Megan talked. He said something, and Monica put her robe aside. The actors settled on large scarlet mattresses. The room in which it happened was the basement. Almost all was unchanged, but here had some cosmetic work and on the ceiling were mounted small metal hooks. At the hooks they hung a special swing, but that day the director decided to hang four chains with leather straps which tightened on the wrists. Another same chain designed for neck. They brought Monica. Her heart clenched with fear, her eyes are glazed over. Strong guys gently hoisted her and tightened belts. She was hanged a meter above the ground. All other participants lying on the mattresses under occasionally stroked her delicate fragile body. Monica had calmed and started to enjoy the process. She tried to move and wriggled like a snake. One guy held out his hand and grabbed her waist. He tried to pull her to him. The hooks aren't sustained. At this time all four chains had broken with a clang and hung on delicate Monica's hands. She was hanging under the ceiling in the death throes. Her neck was broken - the fifth hook remained in its place. Someone screamed and ran away, someone tried to help but she was dead... The operator held the camera, repeating "Oh my God!"
At this moment the video had stopped.
The tear of regret rolled down Megan's cheek.
She turned off the computer and poured whiskey. Turning in chair to the window, she spent the whole night in a reverie.
Do not trust to people, who promise you easy happiness. They could lie, that for this you mustn't apply any effort. They could entice you in a trap from which you never get out. They say that will help, although they first who betray you in case of failure.
Everybody wants to find the fabulous fortune, but it never given so simple. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 17. Today I choose life
 Due to successful law career, Megan Steel perfectly featured lie from truth. She began to notice how the client nervously biting his lips when he declares about innocence. How wipes his forehead from sweat when he claims that not involved in the robbery. Or constantly scratches his head, assuring her at the respectable way of life. Megan Steel knew that any involuntary movement can tell more truth than the man himself.
Especially, if he so carefully trying to hide it.
Neil fidgets in the leather chair, not knowing where to hide from Megan's scrutiny. Of course, once the truth will come up, but at the moment when it will be found, Neil will be somewhere very far from New York. Somewhere in France. He already bought a small house on the azure coast. But now, sitting in a chair, Neil fearfully realized that the dream becoming more and more elusive.
“Where you found this recording?” He was horrified when Megan has demonstrated the video.
“I know all about your studio. You thought, I'll never find it?”
“Yeah, I mean, no... not so soon.”
“I would like to report in FBI. I think they will be very interested.”
“No, please! Don't do it!” Neil pleaded, “It will ruin my life!”
“And what about Monica? You did it with her!” Megan replied coldly, “You killed her!”
“It was an accident! You saw it! We didn't kill her!”
“No, Neil, now you don't wriggle out - you tell me all.”
“And if I refuse?” He grew bolder.
“I don't think so, but you have a choice - tell me all or go in jail for a long time.”
Neil weighs the "pros" and "cons."  Ten minutes he sat, staring into space. And it would last for a long time, if Megan didn't say:
“I'm waiting!”
“I haven't something to tell,” Neil said resignedly, “You know all about Christine's death, about Alex's blackmail and about Monica... What else?”
“Where is her body?”
“I don't know. Christine called me - that day I wasn't in town. When I returned, she said that's all settled. I don't care... For me she just had gone.”
“You're so cynical saying about it,” Megan didn't hide disgust, “How you can?” She inserted CD into the player and on the plasma screen, which hung in her office, reappeared the terrible frames. Megan stopped recording at the moment when on the Monica's face frozen horror and despair, “Look at her carefully.”
Neil has lowered his head.
“Look!” Commanded Megan, “It's your fault. Yes, It's really an accident, but if it didn't happen? How many lives you will break?”
“You don't know how much money we had. Ten millions per year.”
“So why you want this inheritance?”
“Ha-ha-ha,” Neil laughed ominously, “Because nobody will suspect anything!”
Megan noticed that in his eyes flashed the same devilish psychopathic twinkle. Yes, it's definitely so. Megan recognized it. She drew back. Neil continued to laugh. He almost lost his mind. Suddenly, without a word, Neil ran out from the office, leaving the door open. Megan didn't stop him.
“Douglas,” she called her secretary.
“Yes, Miss Steel.”
“Cancel all meetings for today.”
“Are you okay?” He asked with excitement in voice.
“Yeah, I'm fine,” said Megan and tumbled on the sofa, “I want be alone. I must to go in the court today?”
“No,” Douglas checked his notes in a diary, “Sure, no.”
“Excellent.”
“You so often cancel the meeting. Why?”
“Because I can't think about something else, other than that...”
“I understand,” Douglas said sympathetically.
“You often have to cancel the meeting. Why?”
“Because I can not think of anything else, other than that...”
“You know, any business, if it's really yours, become the art. It's like a painter who paints a picture and doesn't stop until the end. He knows what it should be. For him the world ceases to exist. Like me, only my canvas - it's people's lives, paints - my mind and hands - it's the law. Do you see that girl?” Megan pointed to Monica's face.
“Yes.”
“She had a terrible fate. Betrayed, humiliated and, at the end, murdered. An accident.”
“It's really sad,” said Douglas.
“So now I go to the end. And if I can save from such fate at least one girl, Monica's death wasn't vain,” Megan looked at the secretary and smiled, “I guess you're already tired?”
“No, really.”
“By the way, you may go home earlier today.”
“I'm not done the paperwork.”
“You work too hard. Your girlfriend is probably very displeased...”
“I haven't girlfriend,” shrugged Douglas, “That's why I'm going home after all - I don' want back in my empty bachelor flat.”
“Well, I'll order the dinner for us, and you make coffee. You know how much I love it.”
“That's perfect, Miss Steel,” he happily agreed.
Sometimes people notice that Megan could be frankly rude, arrogant or overly cynical. But only a few knew that, among other things, she had such a rare quality as the ability to compassionate.
 
Courtney and Derek returned from "Mesis" when caught in a several kilometers long traffic jam. She, of course, gets him out of the home. Derek was against the ride - only one weekend and Courtney drags him for a shopping! Of course, all the day Courtney will aimless wander around the mall, trying on silly outfits and, in the end, perhaps will buy only new shoes.
And so it happened.
This two had in perspective all the evening to sit in the same car. As is usually happens, at first all goes quite friendly, next flared up the dispute, which gradually developing into a conflict and, in the end, comes down to unreasonable anger. The Dorses were not an exception. Derek nervously looking at the clock. Courtney corrected her makeup. Step by step they are slowly moving toward the end of traffic jam.
“Derek, stops!” Courtney protested, “Enough, I say!”
Derek went on monotonously tapping on the steering wheel by his knuckles.
“Annoying?”
“Yeas!”
“You makes your makeup the second hour. Are you not tired? Why you smear on your face so much tone cream?”
“You want to see the beautiful wife, not a beggar from Queens.”
“Everything has a limit. You spend a lot of money on cosmetics.”
“This is a reproach? You said: "spent how much you want, I'll earn much more".” 
“This is absurdity.”
“Don't start!” Courtney shouted, “Damn! The eye arrow is bad!”
Derek turned on the radio. Played «Funky Town». He flipped through the channels. Another list of the richest people in the world. The same names. Derek and his three hundred million have no place in that list. He pushed with all his might on the honk.
There was a deafening alarm.
“Stop it!” Courtney cried, “You want me myocardial?”
“Nonsense.”
Courtney took a nail polish. She knew that Derek hated when she make manicure in the car.
“Courtney, you know how it infuriates me!”
“You see, I need to paint my nail,” Courtney said.
“And what? You could do this at home.”
“If they will see?”
“Who? We're in tinted car! We will be at home at eleven.”
“That taxi driver may see,” Courtney opened the window and stuck her finger, showing her nail to the driver in the next car.
“Close the window!”
“You see? That's why every day I must to look amazing!”
“I don't care how you look like.”
“So, you don't care about me? Well, yes, of course, you don't love your wife. I'm for you like the perfect application to money. You take me in that damn golf club, restaurants in the meetings or I just sit at home! You spent whole days in the office, and then bought off with money and gifts. By the way, I didn't marry on money!”
“You don't have enough communication?”
“I miss you. We stopped talking, going for a walk, going to restaurants, even making love!”
“You can communicate with our neighbors, to go to the restaurant with friends and sex ... I think, for it you not need me,” calmly said Derek.
“You don't love me anymore?” Courtney snapped.
“Who said that?”
“You mustn't say it. I see. And why we didn't stay in Washington?”
“It's you! You insisted on moving to New York.”
“And you listened to me!”
It's true, Courtney had always wanted to leave the cozy Washington and plunge into the life of a truly giant city. In New York Dorses arrived how tourists and eventually stayed here.
It was their biggest mistake.
Maybe it's time to go home?
“As soon as I'm done here all cases we will move back to Washington,” Derek said firmly.
And what about business? Hell with the business - their cannery will not fall apart, even if they will live in Nicaragua.
“Are you ready to do this for me?”
“Yes,” Derek nodded, “I betrayed you, you betrayed me - we're even. And I still love you.”
“I love you too,” Courtney said and a tear ran down her cheek. 
 
“Jojo!” Iviva happily embraced her friend that she almost lost her balance, “Where you gone? Why you didn't call me?”
“I'm sorry, dear,” Jojo said and smiled, “I'm so occupied now: work, study...”
“You back to school?” Iviva exclaimed delightedly, seating the guest on the sofa. 
“No, it's courses. For ten years I've already forgotten all school programs.”
“You want to go to university?”
“Yes,” Jojo sighed dreamily, “In high school I read a lot of books and wrote quite good essays. So I choose the foreign literature.”
“And your mother? How is she? All right? Which university you had chosen?” Iviva asking questions as fast as machine gun.
“She got a job, imagine, she found her old resume. Recently we moved to a new flat and our relationships finally adjusted.”
“I'm glad.”
“Well,” smiled Jojo. ‘Enough about me. How are you?”
“Jonathan began to lie to me,” said Iviva. 
“Finally, I beginning to think that you're in relations with the robot. Everybody lies.”
“Yes,” nodded Iviva, “But not everybody starts following you.”
“Oh,” Jojo took aback, “What is the reason?”
“At the Fifth Avenue had happens so many deaths! He cares about me,” shrugged Iviva.
“Is that so bad?” Jojo surprised.
“No, but anyway this isn’t normal. I don't like when people put their nose in my business,” outraged Iviva.
“But it seems that the reason in other,” said Jogo, “Andrew?”
“How did you know?”
“He will not tell me the truth,” concluded Iviva, “Therefore, the only way - I should leave him.”
“This is only your decision, my friend, but I believe that you shouldn't haste with conclusions. Let things go on as usual.”
“Since when did you become a psychologist?” Iviva grinned.
“Mom loves Oprah,” explained Jojo and looked at the clock, “Damn! I must to go.”
“Sure. Don't forget, if you haven't enough money to study, you can always ask help to your rich friend,” Iviva winked, closing the door behind Jojo.
Life always puts obstacles: whether it is a test of true friendship, love, or the choice between conscience and greed. Due to these trials people learn to appreciate what life has given us. And everyone who chose life would never want to part with it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 18. Everybody knows my secret
 
Once on the Fifth Avenue the death came. Christine Taylor suddenly decided to commit suicide and not without success.
So she tried to avoid the terrible disclosure and deserved punishment. And who said that death isn't an exit? For Christine it was the salvation from the ubiquitous Alex Hart.
He wants revenge.
Revenge for his sister Monica.
Now they're both dead. Some people feel themselves better? No. On the contrary, Alex always was thinking about these two women. How he loved one and hated another! Destruction, suicide. Is it not sufficient payment for your sins? But for Alex it isn't enough. He wants to see Christine suffered after death. What a pity that it isn't in his power. But still, it was only one thought warmed his heart: even if Christine died too easily, in any case the revenge was complete.
Yes, Alex enjoyed the fruits of sweet revenge, but he didn't take in attention that in this game always a little more participants than two.
 
One woman, who plays not the last role in this story, was going up the stairs to the floor above for return a shirt to ex-lover. Jonathan forgot it a few weeks ago. Iviva wouldn't even remember about it, if she not found the shirt in a basket with dirty laundry. She was delighted, because she needs any excuse to pay a visit to Jonathan. Halfway she stopped and nuzzled in the shirt. Iviva felt the smell of his cologne and deodorant. She loved this flavor. Before Iviva’s eyes flashed the best moments of their relationships. 
The first meeting. Jonathan could make out her beauty under the terrible hair and blue circles under her eyes. Even after that evening when they had sex and were caught by all the neighbors, he didn't leave her. The promenade in the Central Park and the beautiful recognition. Just "I love you". For Iviva these three words have been much more beautiful and eloquent than long tirade about the depth of her eyes.
However, the decision is made and Iviva will not change it. 
Jonathan lied and Iviva asked herself: maybe he lied in something else? What if all his words and actions are just a fraud?
"If so, this is the most beautiful lie," she thought.
Partly it really is. Jonathan Crossman has a mystery.
And he makes every effort to hide it.
Iviva rang in the doorbell. The door was opened by spectacular brunette in red short dress and patent leather shoes on a high platform in the same style. She really was quite charming. Slightly careless hairstyle gave her more charm. Though the brunette was beautiful, but still she was a little vulgar.
“Can I help you?” She smiled kindly.
“Yes,” jammed Iviva, “I would like to talk with John...”
Suddenly she noticed that she standing on her boyfriend's doorstep of and talking with an unknown woman! Of course, in Iviva's mind immediately appeared the most logical explanation. But she didn't belong to those people, who go in attack, not exploring all previously.
“Who are you?” She frowned.
“I? Well, I'm his wife,” brunette replied sarcastically.
At this moment for Iviva everything turned upside down. She couldn't believe that Jonathan has someone else. Especially, wife. Couldn't and wouldn't. Iviva was ready to fail under the ground, only to not to feel herself so terrible awkward. She is disgraced again. 
Brunette continued to smile, but now her eyes expressed not a curiosity, but ridicule.
“This is impossible!”
“No, it's true,” said the stranger more rough, “Do you think such man like Jonathan is free?”
“It can not be,” Iviva denied the obvious, “Just can not. Why he never told me?”
“I don't know, ask him,” laughed "Jonathan's wife", “Well, and you?”
“I'm Iviva Blake,” she introduced herself, “I'm just a neighbor.”
“Really? And why "just a neighbor" brings to my husband a shirt that I presented him on anniversary?” Arrogantly said the "wife".
How it always happens with Iviva, her shame gradually started to turn to the indomitable anger. She was angry.
“He forgot it in my flat when we fucked,” Iviva parried, holding out the shirt.
“Curious. How long?”
“Something about a year and he never once thought about you.”
“All right,” said brunette calmly, “Oh, I know how sex important for men.” 
Iviva didn't expect such reaction. She expected a terrible scandal, but "Jonathan's wife" stayed unflappable. She doesn't need the scandal. Rather, she wanted quickly get rid from the uninvited guest.
“You're not angry?” Surprised Iviva.
“Why I should be angry?”
 
“I spent a year with your husband in my bed and you don't want even to punch me? Or cling in my hair? Maybe break my nose?”
It's more preferred for stranger to kick her downstairs. She just slightly smiled, teasing Iviva, which almost lost her composure.
“All right. I know about it and I forgive all his infidelity, because I have a lot of lovers. We're in free relations,” she explained.
“What? He said he loves me!”
“Not only you, my dear,” assured "Jonathan's wife."
“Asshole! So, what is your name?”
“Keira.”
“Well, Keira, I came here to break all relationships...”
“Which weren't,” she finished the sentence.
Iviva looked at her with hatred and contempt.
“May be,” she agreed, “Or just return it.”
“Yes, thank you.”
Iviva held out her the shirt. As soon as she moved her hand forward, Iviva dropped the shirt on the floor. "Jonathan's wife" didn't expect such arrogance towards her. But it's Iviva Blake and she always does what nobody expects. For Keira it's terribly unpleasant, but Iviva totally doesn't care - she pointedly turned her back.
“What's going on?” Jonathan arrived in time - one more second and Keira would grab Iviva's throat.
“Who is that woman, my dear?”
“Iviva. She is my neighbor...”
“What you say?” Iviva murmured softly, “Now I'm just your neighbor?”
“Iviva, please, it isn't what you think!” Jonathan tried to justify.
But Iviva didn't hear him. Feelings of resentment and despair filled her heart. She spun around and gave to Jonathan resounding slap. In this blow Iviva invested all her hatred. He wanted to stop her, but she had already disappeared in the stairwell.
“It hurts?” Keira asked sympathetically, looking at his cheek, where burned red handprint, “It's necessary to put some ice.”
“What did you said her?” Jonathan had pulled back.
“Nothing important...”
“What did you said?” He yelled so hard that the glass in the living room began to shake.
“Never yell at me, asshole!” Keira said, and disappeared in the kitchen.
Jonathan ran to her.
Keira stood at the window and saw the water directly from a carafe.
“Answer me! Maybe you forgotten, from where I had pulled you, bitch?”
“Without me, you couldn't do anything,” brunette grinned, “How I without you. We're in one boat, darling, admit it.”
Keira embraced him, but Jonathan remained indifferent to it.
“You don't love me?” She whined, “Well, a little?”
He looked at her shameless eyes and pushed her away.
“Calm down, Keira! Don't forget about our case.”
The girl had seated her sweet ass on a chair and splashed some whiskey.
“Jonathan, dear, everything is got out of control. You're becoming sentimental.”
Man took a sip of whiskey from the bottleneck.
“Fu, it isn't culturally! You're a rich man - you should to observe etiquette,” Keira winced, but Jonathan didn't pay attention to it, “I said her that we're married.”
Jonathan choked.
“What?” He croaked, coughing.
“Well, it was necessary to discourage her.”
“You're a nasty bitch. Why I got in touch with you?”
“Because I'm smart my dear Jonathan, and you know it.”
It’s true. Keira had really unsurpassed intellect, but recently she started to use it isn't for good purposes.
Jonathan jumped up from the chair and rushed to Iviva - he couldn't let her go. Let he become sentimental, let he jeopardize their case! Now he doesn't care about it! Iviva must stay with him! He loved her and didn't want to lose.
“Idiot,” Keira muttered irritably.
 
Iviva returned in her flat, took a bottle of wine and a pack of cigarettes, which lying in a nightstand, wrapped in a blanket and began to cry. Today she hates the whole world.
Why the people, whom she trusts, sooner or later, stab a knife in the back?
Why the beauty is always becoming a victim of lucre?
 
Megan is also very "lucky" to get stuck in this shit. And everything started so perfect: a luxury apartment on the Fifth Avenue, favorite work, attention of men, and, of course, money. A lot of money. However, Megan never chased the high income, but also didn't refuse. She arrived in the luxury house with hope that now she, finally, could execute all her cherished dreams.
Iviva Blake was her first problem. Her return in Megan's life was as usual unexpected. Oh, in the world isn't stronger friendship than that which built on competition. For some reasons, Iviva always was luckier and attracted the boundless attention. That's why Megan became such woman: charming and rich with perfect manicure and chic hairstyle. Thanks to Iviva. In attempt to outdo her friend, Megan grew and evolved, becoming tougher and achieved her goals. In the end, it played in her hands. What about Iviva, she remained the infantile beauty.
Next some strange finds were followed.
In the kitchen drawer Megan found a note. Buying flat, she asked about the fate of past owners. The realtor reluctantly spoke about the Christine's death and Megan demanded to reduce the price. Actually she didn't like to be in a place where someone died, but the desire to live on the Fifth Avenue was stronger.
For Megan it didn't seem strange, because every suicide wants to confess in something. However, she didn't throw it out because she knew that such things could be helpful. And as always, her attorney's instinct didn't fail: after the note she found a safe in her office, hidden behind wooden panels. Here were a folder with photos of Monica Hart and checks for a large sum.
Of course, there was a connection between them.
But which connection?
This sunny spring Saturday Megan Steel, in good spirits, had crossed the threshold of elite house on the Fifth Avenue. She graciously greeted concierge with a smile, threw the keys came to the parking attendant, and went up to her.
Oh, yes, now she will try on new clothes! Her first weekend in the last month Megan decided to spend in shops.
She unlocked the door and turned off the alarm. Next she removed the sunglasses and with horror looked around - her flat looks like the battlefield. Her defensive reaction was immediate: Megan moved her sunglasses from the forehead to the nose, in hope she will not see this nightmare. And so it happened. Then she went downstairs and resolutely went to Benny.
“Can I help you, Miss Steel?”
“Benny, tell me please, what the concierge must do?” She asked quietly.
“Observe the cleanliness in lobby and on floors, don't let in strangers and sometimes do small requests of residents, why you ask?” Puzzled Benny said.
“So what the hell,” Megan's voice turned in shout, “My flat, in which recently made the repair, looks like Lady Gaga's thoughts?”
Benny, to confess, chickened out a little, because it could be a great reason to fire him. And how he will belong to the rich men’s world?
“What I should do?” Blurted Benny.
“What? Call the cops! And quick!” Megan commanded.
"Thank God she isn't threatened with dismissal," Benny thought, dialing "911".
“Benny, hurry up! Or you will get the push out of here!”
Never before Benny wasn't so fast. Usually he needed, at least, an hour to do for what him asked. Sluggish and lazy, Benny always dreamed about the inheritance, because in this case he will never worry about anything, except on what he will spend it. But he hasn't got rich relatives and therefore Benny had only one way in the luxury world - to be a service staff.
The policemen carefully examined the mess and took the fingerprints. Megan was in the kitchen and drank the third glass of wine.
“Miss Steel,” asked her policeman, “Something been stolen?”
“Yes,” she said resignedly, “Twenty thousands dollars in cash and the five thousands in jewels.”
“Can you describe them?”
“Sure.”
“Do you suspect someone?” Asked policeman as soon as inventory was finished.
“I don't suspect. I know,” Megan murmured, “Robert Phelps did it.”
“Do you know him well?”
Megan sighed sadly, finally realizing what a mistake she made, neglecting their principles. Megan never got acquainted in public transport, stores or parking lots. Only once and hastily. And this has led to very bad consequences.
“He was my lover.”
“How often you meet with him?”
“I left him. He was a gigolo: he interested only my money. And I gave him. He needed large sums.”
“How much?”
“Three hundreds thousand dollars.”
“Well,” agreed to the officer, “Do you know where he is now?”
“No. He didn't appear for a long time.”
“He knew where is your safe?”
“I don't think so,” said Megan, looking at mess.
“Thank you, Miss Steel. We will keep you informed.”
“Have a nice day, officer,” Megan muttered, pouring another glass, “You know where the exit is.”
Among other things, she had one more feature: a pathological inability to grieve alone. With her always must be a blanket or a friend. And with such scrupulous request she couldn't go to someone except Iviva. After police's leaving, Megan immediately rushed to her friend. Of course, she didn't forget about wine. It was a surprise when she found drunken Jonathan with a bottle of whiskey on the doorstep. He knocked on the door and shouted:
“Iviva! Please, open the door! I need to talk!”
Megan tried to quietly go back to herself, but Jonathan noticed her.
“Oh, Maggie, honey, come here,” he called.
“Oh, no, dear, you're drunk! It is better for you to go home!” Megan said and slammed the door.
“Why not, what is your problem?” Jonathan asked slurred, “Meg? Fuck you!”
Now Megan wanted to go to Iviva not to complain, but of curiosity. Oh yes, when woman feeling this she is ready to move mountains. At home Megan immediately began looking for ways to avoid drunken Jonathan. And she found. The fire escape, which helps the residents to hide their little secrets. She opened the window and climbed out. After two minutes, Megan vengeance banged on the Iviva's window. 
“What are you doing here?” Tearful Iviva not immediately able to open the window.
“I was robbed by ex-lover. And what happened with you?”
“Jonathan is married. Everything he said - a lie.”
“So, we're two divorced losers?” Megan smiled, showing a bottle.
“Jojo?” Exclaimed Iviva, when grunting and cursing, at the window appeared how always colorful Jojo's head immediately after Megan.
“I just thinking you feel bad, and I'm not wrong,” she smiled, “We're going to stay here?”
One year ago Iviva Blake was all alone. The husband left her, the most native people for many miles from New York and everybody waits, when she stumbles.
Hypocrisy, lies, jealousy ... There's no escape.
But they're here - real friends. Isn't it the happiness?
What about Megan, she just wanted this day over. She wanted to believe that this is just a bad dream. She wanted to know everything will be fine. She wanted to cry, but so that nobody saw.
But they still didn't know that the next day a courier will bring for Megan Steel a heavy thick folder named "Alex Hart"... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 19. Death isn’t an excuse
 
Jonathan Crossman loves his mirrored ceiling. In it he could watch himself waking up in the morning, making love or just relaxing after a hard day. Jonathan could a long time lie on the bed in a gloomy pensiveness. Often spoke with his reflection. And in these moments in his head came a lot of ideas how to realize all his plans.
Yes, Jonathan loved his ceiling and, but one day it collapsed on him. This trouble has occurred in the morning after the quarrel with Iviva. Jonathan had drunk so much that didn't even remember how got to bed and in a fit of anger hit Keira, saying that she can go away to hell. Offended, she left the Fifth Avenue, cursing the day when she first met this man.
It's strange that a prudent Keira decided to get in touch with Jonathan. After all, for person who is willing to do anything to achieve his goal, deceit and treachery aren't so disgusting things. Though Keira isn't particularly trust her partner, preferring to act as she wants. Often she deviated from the plan and preferred to stay as long as possible in the shade. But after a quarrel with Jonathan, Keira decided to do all alone.
She disappeared in New York to return once again and finally implement her revenge.
 
Iviva woke up with a terrible headache. Megan slept nearby. She looked, of course, not pretty good: waterproof mascara, unable to bear so many tears, smeared on face; her cheeks adorned with traces of Iviva's pink lipstick and Jojo's red. Iviva slipped out of bed and almost tripped over Jojo, lying on the floor. She clutched to the unfinished bottle of wine. Her pillow was a leather jacket.
Iviva snuck in the kitchen and poured a glass of cold water. At least for a time, she will forget about torturous thirst.
Iviva almost didn't remember anything what happened yesterday. She only knew that the day was terrible. Here is a blonde named Keira. She is Jonathan's wife, she said. Then Megan at the window... Jojo on the fire escape… Five bottles of wine and disgusting beer. Drunken Jonathan behind the door.
“Jonathan!” Iviva exclaimed and all the fragments become one full picture.
Iviva wanted to find Jonathan, peacefully sleeping on the doorstep. But he wasn't there. Iviva close the door and went in the bathroom. After a shower, she returned to the room to wake her friends. Megan woke up almost immediately and asked:
“Which hour?”
“I don't know,” she shrugged, “Maybe one or two p.m.”
“Damn, I feel myself terrible,” Megan croaked, “Do you make me a coffee, huh?”
With Jojo Iviva had some work to do. Her dream was so strong that if the herd of elephant ran next to her and beating drums, she wouldn't hear them.
“Where I’m?” Jojo finally opened her eyes, “I was enough drunken yesterday.”
“It's true,” Iviva nodded and helped her friend stand up.
“Iviva, where is coffee?” Heard Megan's voice from the kitchen and next a terrible roar - she dropped the pan from shelf. Of course, here wasn't the coffee.
“What's going on?” Iviva asked irritably, collecting dishes.
“I'm sorry,” Megan smiled apologetically.
“Here,” Iviva picked out a bank from the locker.
“Thank you. Do you remember something?”
“Vaguely...”
“Me to...” Jojo said.
They tried to remember. Iviva attached ice to the head, Megan washed down aspirin with coffee and Jojo opened the last bottle of beer, preferring get rid of a hangover by more familiar way. In the end, they reestablished the sequence of events of the day. Megan remembered that she was robbed and hurried to her; Jojo went to prepare for exams. 
Iviva wanted to see Jonathan. She wanted to discuss all in a more calmly atmosphere, but at the same time to return the ring. Rather, it was just another excuse.
Iviva slowly climbed up to Jonathan. On the doorstep of his flat, she found that she had forgotten the ring. But Jonathan isn't hurry to open. She pulled the door handle. The door wasn't locked. Iviva decided to come in, not knowing what to expect. If he is here, she will apologize for yesterday's behavior.
After passing the living room, she went in the corridor leading to the bedroom. Behind the half-open door, she saw her reflection. She not remembers that mirror stood beside the bed. No, instead the bed. Carefully, she came in the room and froze in horror: Jonathan lying on the bed, and in his chest stuck out a large mirror shard. The bed sheets were red with blood. Iviva's knees buckled. She slid down the wall.
So she sat for a few hours. Iviva barely found the strength to climb. She returned to the living room and plopped down on the sofa. This horrible deathly silence. In the next room man's body. And she, perhaps, still loved him. Even if he was a villain.
And if he tried to talk with her, standing at the door, is it really doesn't mean anything? Maybe he loved her too?
Iviva wanted to leave this place, but something kept her here by force. She got up from the sofa and walked around the room. Her view fell on shelve with books. Here lay the photo frame. She took it and felt horror and despair. Frame fell down from her hands and had split with a crash.
“No! No! No! No!”  
 
Megan looked around the mess. She had terribly ached in back and head and she should to sort out this chaos! Her clothes were strewn everywhere. Person, who did it, not disdained even rummage in the basket with dirty laundry. In search of money and jewelry he pulled out everything from the drawers. Megan sighed resignedly and began cleaning. Well, at least now she could understand what she needs, and what she could easy throw out. In the midst of cleaning a knock at the door heared. Megan went to open.
“You're Megan Steel” asked the tall pimply teenager.
“Yes.”
“It's for you,” he gave her a package, “Sign here, please.”
She put the sign and tore the beige wrapper. Inside was a weighty folder named "Alex Hart." Along with it inside was a letter from Johnny - everywhere Megan recognized this neat handwriting. Ah, she remembered all. And why she didn't stay with him and returned to Chicago? Probably it's scared change something in life so radically. If she knew how fast her husband will agree to divorce!
Megan read the message.
"Dear Megan. Your call was a complete surprise. I'm glad you're all right. How is your job? I heard you recently won a very bad case. My congratulations.
I sent you all that I was able to find about Alex Hart and his family. I'm sorry that so long: I scoured in archives and sent some requests... When you told about Alex, I remembered I heard that name before and was right: one year ago, this family alarmed the whole Dallas. Especially mother. At the police station she appeared every day and demanded to find her daughter. And we were searching, but all our efforts were in vain - Monica Hart just disappeared. And she was left in the list of missing. We closed that case, but Alex went to New York and changed his name. You will understand.
P. S. Once again, sorry for the long wait.
Johnny"
Megan put the letter and opened the folder. Her eyes froze on the photo. Although the quality left much to be desired, she could see the familiar features in man's face. In her head flashed only:
"I know him!"
 
Iviva took a photo from of the broken frame. On her looked Monica with eyes full of life. She was smiling. Nobody smiles so beautiful like she. Iviva had the mixed feeling. On the one hand she hated Jonathan, on the other she knew that he had no other choice. She turned the photo.
“For my brother,” she read aloud.
Somewhere in the corridor a door slammed. Iviva flinched in surprise, realizing that she is alone in Jonathan's flat with the corpse of her ex-lover. She quickly put the photo in her pocket, picked up all the pieces of frame and folded it in a small package. Then she carefully wiped all the knobs and hurriedly left. When Iviva came home, she, finally, was able to breathe a sigh of relief. Only now to her comes the realization that she helped her dead boyfriend conceal the crime. Iviva laughed.
“Something funny?” asked Megan.
Iviva didn't notice that she was behind her back.
“I closed the door,” she wondered.
“No.”
“You're going to make cleaning,” said Iviva, “Oh, hell with it! Do you know where I was? In Jonathan's flat.”
“Iviva, he isn't Jonathan,” Megan said carefully. She expected any sort of reaction, but t Iviva was calm. It wasn't the great news for her. 
“I know.”
“What?” Megan was taken aback.
“Jonathan or Alex is dead. He lies on bed with a huge mirror splinter in the chest,” said Iviva, trying to show the size by hands.
“And you left him? Why you didn't call to the police?”
“For what? Sooner or later someone will find him. I am fed,” Iviva gave Megan Monica's photo, “I don't want explain how I found it.”
“Well,” agreed Megan, “I always suspected that Jonathan hid something. Now, when I have his dossier, I am convinced to the end.”
“Dossier?”
“I should help Neil, but before I decided to do some inquiries,” she showed her a folder.
“Wow. So much information?”
“That's all about him. Alex changed his name as soon as he moved to New York.”
“Why?” Surprised Iviva.
“Because Neil and Christine could immediately hide all, if they would recognize that Alex is in the city. But strange Jonathan Crossman...”
“He began follow them and found their porno studio and one model helped him,” Iviva guessed.
“Alex wasn't a fool - he immediately realized that he must search the answers here. If Monica was killed in the studio and I still wonder how he had found that video!”
“Girl helped him, Mikkey, one from the Christine's models. She knew Monica, they were friends. But Monica was unlucky - she was killed at the first day,” explained Iviva, “Do you want a cup of coffee?”
“Yeah,” Megan agreed.
Iviva handed her the cup.
“Because Mikkey exactly knew how Alex's sister died. She was supposed to participate in the film.”
“From where you know it, Vivi?”
“And how would she realized, which video she should steal? Only if Monica told or Mickey must be with her that day.”
“Well, now the video in Alex's arms,” Megan said, sipping coffee, “Then he starts blackmailing Christine. He want a lot of money, threatening tell everything to the police. Of course, they don't want to put at risk, but they had no choice - within a few months Christine sends him the checks.”
“But how can he cash them?” asked Iviva.
“It's as simple - he found someone with the same name, who gets the money, of course, for a small percent. Everybody is happy. But then happened something wrong: Christine committed the suicide. For Alex it was a surprise!”
“Yes, I remember John...” Iviva could no longer call him by that name, but as Alex she didn't know him, “Jonathan was stunned at her funeral. That evening in "Diana", Christine learned him. She welcomed him in her speech.”
“Neil told me that Christine had called him before her death and said that Alex is here. God, how I could be so stupid!” Critically noticed Megan.
“No, we both,” smiled Iviva.
“But I also have another surprise for you.”
Megan pulled out the wedding photos from folder and gave her. The man on the photo was Jonathan and he dancing with an unknown woman in a wedding dress. And she isn't Keira. Not extraordinary, but, nevertheless, she also has a special charm. And if Keira looks a little vulgar, this bride is a real lady. Like Alex, who, despite his negative qualities, was quite courteous man.
“Who is it?”
“Jonathan's wife. Her name is Sylvia Anders. And they're divorced after his arrival in New York.”
“When we met,” Iviva whispered, realizing that Jonathan would be alive, if she had talked with him yesterday, but everything happened exactly how it should: Jonathan dead, he lying on the blood-soaked bed.
“I don't know what I can say,” Megan tried to comfort her friend, “This is not fair.”
“Thank you, Meg.”
They were interrupted by an insistent knocking at the door. Iviva went to open it, Megan look through the dossier again.
Courtney stood outside the door, dressed for traveling. Almost without make-up and with a big bag on her shoulder.
“Hi, Courtney.”
“I want to say goodbye,” she said, “We decided to return in Washington.”
“Why?”
“We can't be here longer. Fifth Avenue makes me crazy. I just want to thank you.”
Iviva not expect to hear such words from Courtney.
“For what?” Surprised Iviva.
“You never hated me. Life changes people. I've changed. I hope you'll remember only good?”
“Of course, Courtney. You really made a big impression on me,” Iviva said, hugging her.
“Bye,” said Courtney and came down to Derek. He was already a little nervous because his wife says "goodbye" for all the residents.
“You didn't say her?” Megan asked, watching from the window how Dorses leave the Fifth Avenue.
“For what? They will be fine. This information is completely useless for them. And I want all remember Jonathan as me. All he did wasn't for him but for sister. He really loved her, I understand it. I think Jonathan deserves the forgiveness.”
Later, an unidentified woman called to the police and said that she found the corpse in the neighbor’s flat. After two hours, all on the Fifth Avenue have seen how from house take out their neighbor Jonathan Crossman, under a white sheet. For some, it was a complete surprise, for others - a punishment. Also here were those who believed that accidents never happen.
Only two women vowed to always keep this little secret.
So can we live with the knowledge that a loved person may someday become a complete stranger? Do we deserve being forgotten? And can we count on forgiveness if we doing revenge for those who was loved? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 20. New York is the dream
 
Recently, the Central Park became for Iviva Blake a special place. Here she could enjoy the peace and calmness, walking through the shady alleys, could feed the pigeons, sitting on the bench or ducks in the pond. Once met Macy Gibbons, Iviva beginning to combine healthy with pleasure: the usual walking and some exercise. She began notice that jogging had a good affect on her body. Also Iviva finally began to feel the burst of energy and in general felt herself much better.
But the beauty of the natural oasis in one of the most populated cities in the world marred by painful memories. Every place here keeps a little story and sometimes not very pleasant.
Macy ran away far ahead, Iviva jogged slowly and steadily. She stopped at place where Jonathan confessed his love. Kind and sympathetic, he will never be criminal. Anyway, in her head.
“Iviva?” She heard a familiar voice behind, “Hi.”
She flinched in surprise. Turning around, she saw Andrew. He stood three feet behind her. Andrew was simple and without frills: in the old coat and faded jeans. Iviva like it. Perhaps, after the bitter experience her heart looking for a middle man who hasn't got a lot of money, connections and power. It messes people: making them arrogant and ambitious. 
“Hi, Andrew. What do you do here?”
“I just want to relax a little. I need something new,” he said and looked around, “Never noticed how beautiful here in the springtime.”
“You are a great lover of nature?” Iviva giggled.
“No, but I promise I will pay more attention to the world,” Andrew promised.
“Admit, you didn't come here for this?” Iviva squinted slyly.
“You must be detective,” Andrew laughed, hiding the awkwardness.
Iviva immediately understood what he means.
“How did you know I'm here?”
“You always go for a walk at the same time.”
“Are you following me?” Asked Iviva, not hiding disturbances.
“No. You have yours certain habits. Returning your car, I looked at what time you usually go home. I know people, remember?”
“You think I'm predictable?”
“A little bit.”
“Trust me, you don't know me,” said Iviva, “Nobody knows me.”
“Maybe it's because you don't want?”
Iviva didn't know what to say. She looked into his eyes. For a moment he seemed native. Andrew looked in the soul, twisting it inside out. She wanted to hide, run away, but at the same time to remain.
“You're in love?” She asked quietly, coming very close to Andrew.
“What?”
“Do you love me?” She asked.
“Yes. How much I can,” at last he admitted.
Iviva slowly ran her hand through his hair.
“Do you see that footpath?” She asked, pointing to the turn, “Here Jonathan admitted in love. He was a blackmailer and murderer. A little further you could see a tent with hot dogs. Here I and Anton ate when we were almost destitute.”
Andrew pondered.
“I don't understand you,” finally, he said.
“This place is full of memories: happy and sad moments of my life. I need time to stop and think. Now I can not love someone else.”
“This is rejection?” Andrew concluded sadly.
“No, it means I need a time. You're a good man, but just give me what I ask for.”
“I will wait as long as necessary.”
“Thank you,” Iviva lightly kissed him in cheek, “See you, Andrew.”
He will never forget this light kiss. Kiss of confidence. And she will never forget the gentle touch of his hand.
 
Megan Steel knew that if she didn't make an effort to find ex-lover Robert, she may forget about her diamond necklace. Megan spat on the money, because she always can earn them. But not her necklace which she bought on first fifty thousand dollars. For Megan it's meant more than just decoration - it's a symbol of the crossing from the middle class to the elite. Something what distinguishes her from others mortals. Something what the most people can not afford. Nobody dares to deprive her of that right.
The day after the robbery, Megan alarmed all New York from very grateful banker and ending with the district attorney. In addition, by the description, Robert looked like a marriage swindler who is wanted in ten states. After two hours the phone rang. It’s Mr. Evernet, the best snoop in New York, calling. Robert was found. He was in the same illegal casino, in which they had a date. Megan ran to the address, taking with her a police and pair bonebreaker for personal security.
The explosives had been laid. The iron door crumbled with a crash on the concrete stair, kicking up dust. It was immediately removed from the entrance. Megan came in first closed by bodyguard in front. The policemen followed her. They turned up in the hall of casino, half-empty: in such places always have the back entrances in the event of unexpected raids.
“Where is Robert?” Megan was in furious.
All who remained here were silent. 
“I repeat. Where is Robert?”
“Who is it?” Shouted one from the crowd, “There's no Robert!”
“I know he's here, or he was.”
From the back door appeared people, those who were detained by police, which standing around the building. Among them was also a petty thief.
Megan looked at him. His eyes expressed the unimaginable horror. Megan slowly went to him and punched him. Trying to dodge, Robert lost his balance and almost fell. Anyway, Megan's fist hit the target.
“Get him!” She commanded.
Robert has been immediately twisted by police.
“Ouch, it hurts! Let me! You haven't rights?” Robert screamed and tried to free himself, but in vain.
“Oh, shut up, please!” Megan rolled her eyes, “Where's my necklace?”
“Your necklace?”
“Yes! You stole it! Or you don't remember?”
“I didn't steal anything! The day before yesterday I wasn't in town!” Robert tried to justify himself.
“Search it!” Megan ordered.
Two guys started rummaging through his pockets. They found only five thousand dollars, car keys and driver's license.
“That's all?” She asked, “Well, look in the hall. If necessary, turn everything here, but find it!”
Immediately began the search of the casino. Searched everywhere: under the chairs, in dealer's pockets, opened safes and slots. They took off even the roulette wheel. Necklace was found under the poker table.
Yes, this is it!
Megan everywhere recognizes the glitter of favorite diamonds. Who else, except Megan, knows every stone, inlaid into her favorite decoration? However, like any woman.
“This is property of casino!” The croupier tried to protest when Megan took necklace under the table.
“Oh, really?” She smiled sarcastically and turned to Robert, “You have the right to keep a silence and right to lawyer. If you don't have money for lawyer, and I'm sure you haven't, for you will be provided governmental. Anything you say can be used against you in a court. And remember, Robert, never mess with Megan Steel.”
“We'll meet again, baby,” he shouted goodbye before he had been led away.
So Megan Steel returned back what belonged to her, and punished the offender - her ex-lover. She knew how to defend herself. To this are capable only strong people, and them, as it well known, are opened all doors.
 
Iviva Blake terribly hated the hospitals.
Firstly, because of terrible smell of medical alcohol, sterile bandages and medicines. Since childhood Iviva couldn't stand this. When mother first led her to the hospital, Iviva had almost puked. Since then, she appeared here very rarely. For her, every visit was like a travel in parallel, or how Iviva called it, "sterile" world. For many it has become commonplace, but for Iviva it was something completely new and unknown.
Secondly, she didn't want to look at old or just sick people, especially at the people with disabilities. Near them she felt herself bad. Iviva wanted to help but couldn't. So she tried to ignore them, because she didn't want to think about these accidents.
When started Amanda's health problems, Iviva gradually began to get used to this place: the white robes no longer seemed to her something from another world and the smell wasn't such disgusting - all around has become a drab and monotonous.
“I see, I had missed a lot of interesting,” Amanda said, slightly getting up from the bed.
“Oh, yes,” Iviva agreed.
Iviva told everything that happened on Fifth Avenue and Amanda listened to her attentively. Of course, she knew it, and if she didn't know, certainly guessed. Iviva stopped at that moment when she found dead Jonathan in his apartment. Amanda looked at Iviva sympathetically.
“Don't worry,” she said, “The world full of other men. Maybe, someone who is intended you, now looking for the meeting. Trust me.”
“Probably, but not Jonathan,” sadly murmured Iviva.
“Better! You will remember my words, darling,” cheerfully answered Amanda, “I've never told the story of my life. Believed, that it isn't so important. Now it's time to confess a little.”
“To me?!” Exclaimed Iviva.
“Don't be silly. Everybody knows that I'll die soon.”
“Come on, you're still quite strong!”
Amanda smiled.
“No, I'm not immortal... I haven't always been rich as now. Contrary to popular belief, to sixty years, I dragged out a miserable existence - I worked in the school cafeteria,” she noticed Iviva's amazement, “Yes, it's true. I retired. I was twice married... One day everything changed. In a social center I met the man. He was sixty five and he also had a big fortune, and, how me, was suffering from loneliness. He immediately invited me to spend with him the old age...”
“And you agreed?” Iviva smiled.
“Sure! We got married and moved to New York. I was happy - what else I need? Children grew up, the work was left behind. It was the time to think about myself! I lived with him, I confess, with pleasure: expensive clothes, luxury cars and, of course, my passion - diamonds. A lot of diamonds! I could afford me all what I want! It's intoxicating, spoils, you know.”
Iviva nodded.
“But all good things comes ending: my husband began to complain on health and not in vain. He died three month later. Until now, I thank God, because his last will wasn't in his family, but in my hands. This old miser didn't leave me anything! Maybe, he had no time. There was a risk to lose all the benefits to which I had accustomed. I wasn't ready...”
“You forged a will?”
“No, Iviva, I just destroyed it - I bribed the notary. His family hasn't received anything. Sorry, I didn't see other way! There were a lot of litigations and I won them all. Do you think I'm bad? But what would you do in my place?”
“I don't know,” admitted Iviva.
“I didn't want to come back again to the life from which I ran away. No one has the right to condemn me.”
“I don't blame you...”
“Thank you,” said Amanda, “This is my little secrets. I kept them for a long time and now I could die in peace. Remember, Iviva, nobody knows what you're can do, but only you! Live today and believe in tomorrow, because tomorrow your life can change forever. Be strong and don't care what the others say.”
Amanda felt a burst of energy - the first omen of death. She was scared. For the first time in her life she felt a strong uncontrollable fear.
“Honey, be a good girl, bring me some water,” Amanda tried to get rid from Iviva. She didn't want anyone to see her helplessness.
Iviva took the bottle and went to draw water. When she returned, she had seen the doctors bustling around Amanda. They tried to save her life, but their efforts were in vain.
Amanda Henderson gave her soul for God, taking her little secrets. She died easily, without the suffering.
Sooner or later everyone will go to another world.
But what we will leave behind? 
Good memory? 
The great deeds? 
Or a huge legacy?
Some - yes. But many leave their sins, and it doesn't matter how insignificant they are, always be someone who will remember about them.
Iviva dialed Benny.
“Yes, Iviva,” he lazily said in the tube.
“Hey, Benny. Tell to all... Amanda is dead.”
 
This funeral promises to be a symbolic. For the year on the Fifth Avenue died too many people. Christine, Jonathan now Amanda joined them. No one denied that this year there was a great change. Who knows, maybe for the better?
Farewell with Amanda was appointed next Sunday.
Iviva finished her make-up, holding a small mirror. For some reason she didn't want to go to the funeral - she's too used to this old lady and still don't believe she's dead.
“You're so beautiful today,” said the incomer.
Iviva dropped her lipstick. She looked at the stranger through the mirror.
“Neil!” She exclaimed, “What are you doing here?”
“You don't want to say hello, Iviva?” He asked. His voice sounded ominous.
Iviva turned to him. If she didn't recognize these stupid eyes and smile, she would decide that it isn't him. Neal looks just awful: sunken eyes, haggard face, pale skin and unhealthy leanness. And this crazies glance.
“How did you get here?” Iviva was seriously scared.
“This fire escape is wonderful invention,” he said and laughed, “You thought I’ll just disappear? You all must pay!”
“Why, Neil?”
“You ruined my life. Why you didn't tell me that Jonathan is Alex? We could avoid it. This absurd death! My dear aunt! Do you know who's guilty?”
“Who?” Iviva asked warily.
“You, Megan, Courtney, Derek, Lydia, Elvin ... All of you! You could help me, but didn't want!” Neil pulled out a gun and pointed in the Iviva's direction.
She shuddered. A mixture of fear, dread, panic and despair. Iviva snuggled to the wall.
“Stay here!” He shouted menacingly and twitched. Iviva had been ready to say goodbye to life.
“Neil, please,” Iviva whispered pleadingly, “I can help you.”
“It's too late,” Neil said. 
A shot rang out.
Iviva slumped to the floor, covering her head with hands. Someone ran to her. There are Megan and a stranger. Iviva didn't realize what happens. Is she alive or dead? She felt how Megan lightly hit her on the cheek. 
“Hey, what are you doing?” Outraged Iviva, making sure that she still alive.
“I bring you in mind, darling!”
“Where is Neil?” She said, standing up from the floor.
“Here,” said the stranger, “I shot him in arm. Are you okay, Iviva?” 
Luckless avenger writhed on the floor in agony. He already forgot about revenge.
Iviva finally could to see his savior. It's Andrew.
“You?” She asked.
“I just had been nearby.” 
Iviva threw a complete of misunderstanding look at Megan.
“What? I waited you in the car and saw how this cretin climbed up the fire escape to you. Then he came and said that he is the policeman.” 
Andrew went to Neil, read out the rights and handcuffed him.
“Oh, Andrew, I have some proofs of his guilt in other crimes.”
“Thank you,” he said and winked to Megan. She nodded by head and smiled. 
Megan pinched Iviva.
“Hey!” She exclaimed.
“Where's my "thank you"? By the way, I saved your life.”
“Thank you,” said Iviva. 
“You're welcome. Well, we're late on the Amanda's funeral. Funny day...” 
 
Farewell was in the same hall where a year ago Christine Taylor was conducted in the last journey. Well, it's worth noting, Amanda's desire was fulfilled in the best possible way: in the oak coffin with white silk upholstery, she looked twenty years younger. 
All in turns went to her to say the kind words.
However, Amanda doesn't care and would never believe. 
Then those who have already given the honors for lifeless body of the former neighbor went to the table with snacks or on the street. The majority preferred to stay inside: where more living than dead, because the farewell hall situated in the cemetery.
“Attention, please,” the priest tapped the microphone, collecting all neighbors, “I would like to invite here Miss Blake, the neighbor of deceased Amanda Henderson.” 
Iviva stood behind a tribune. She didn't prepare her speech, but the words were found, as soon as she opened her mouth: 
“During that time that we were neighbors, many people could become truly native. Unfortunately, Amanda became my friend just before her death. I will not say that I always wanted to be her friend, no. For me, Amanda was just a neighbor in trouble. It so happened that I was the only one who could help her. I called the ambulance. From that moment, I began to discover Amanda. Yes, sometimes she was frankly rude...” 
“Always,” someone chuckled.
“Well, always,” continued Iviva, “Nevertheless, she had that right. Amanda has taught me to be strong and believe in myself, because nobody knows, except us, what we really can do. Rest in peace, Amanda, and know that we will never forget you, at least I am.”
To the applause Iviva descended back.
“Good speech,” praised Megan. 
“You know, how it's difficult, especially because one year ago, we're hated each other.” 
“But then you became closer.”
“Yes, and she even told me the story of her life. Believe me, Meg, she was inimitable.” 
It's surprising, but nobody payed attention to strange woman in black silk scarf and dark glasses. Along with all she condoled to family, applauded and threw a handful of soil, when the coffin was lowered into the grave. 
Now, nobody stops her.
And revenge should be served.
To the end.
 
Thanks for all, who believe in me. 


images/calibre_cover.jpg
WITCH FROM THE FIFTH AVENUE






