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Since Mr. Myers told me that | was having dinner i

with the property owner, | got a little apprehens
The team worked on his summer house using our

style, but following his specific instructions, so |
didn’t know him personally, but | already knew that
he was someone with a sophisticated taste. |
couldn’t stop wondering if | would be at his level
or if would he consider me too simple when we
met.

Of course, since nobody could keep a secret in
that firm, the whole office was boiling with the
news, and | wasn't even sure how they managed to
know that Mr. Rossi was coming to meet us, since
Myers told me when we were alone, but somehow,
they knew, and this was the theme of every
conversation for the rest of the afternoon at the
office, and the whole chat was about how lucky |
was for meeting him.




‘we were ready, even thoug idn't
vant to go to a business dinner with the pla
clothes that | was wearing. A luxury car parke /7o
our firm little parking lot and a man with polished
shoes and a well-tailored suit got out of the
driver's seat.

He was tall and slender, but at the same time he
was muscular. He had an elegant presence and
would fit perfectly among the executives at Brown
or any other rich firm from the city. | started to
wonder what a figure like him was doing at the
shores where he would be considered too rich and
too sophisticated to belong. But it wasn't my
business to judge people like that, so | didn't
wonder about that for longer.

Mr. Myers went to the front door to welcome our
distinguished guest. “Welcome, Mr. Rossi! It's
good to see you!" He exclaimed when Mr. Rossi
crossed the doors.

“Well, thank you for having me here on such short
notice.” Mr. Rossi told him while he shookMr.
Myers’ hand.

“Absolutely!” boomed Mr. Myers
the scene, but | couldn'tig
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le, so | overlooked his behavior for r
tried to look my best when he turned to m
introduced us: “This is Miss Hannah, my associate :.
in this project.” =

“Nice to meet you, sir,” | told Mr. Rossi while |
shook his hand.

Mr. Rossi opened a megawatt smile to me and
said: “The pleasure is all mine, Miss Hannah. I'm
honored to finally meet the responsible for the
whole project,” he said, and | blushed.

“Well. | had a lot of help,” | told him out of
modesty.

“Yes, but | heard that the main ideas were all
yours, so, | offer my congratulations. The house is
exactly what | had in my mind from the beginning,’
he said to me.

| blushed even more, but there was no point in

refusing his congratulations, so | said: “Very well,
thanks then.” 1

Mr. Rossi then turned his focus from
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"about you, Hannar

~ Ismiled quietly at him and said: “I've beer

. once, and | loved the place, but | think I'm too
underdressed to have dinner there, sir. | apolog
about that” | mumbled a little embarrassed. $

“Nonsense! You look great!” Mr. Rossi said tome.
He had something in his eyes that did not sound |
that innocent, but at the same time, it wasn't
completely out of place. “So, shall we?" he asked,

and we both nodded.

After a quick discussion about which car we
should use, we decided to go each with their car,
so at the end of the evening, it would be easier to
go home. The Bright Prairie Restaurant was
decorated in detail as always, but today it didn'
have that romantic vibe like when Ethan and | had
dinner here. Or maybe | was comparing a romantic
experience to a business experience, but
something was different today.
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M. Rossi smiled at me and said: “'m the G Eo,féf?! o

an oil and gas company. You certainly heard about

Rhinoil,” he asked me. ;

“Oh, certainly!” | exclaimed. “It's the largest oil
company in the country!” | said astonished. So..
all this time he kept his name in secret because he
was the CEO of a huge company. Well, if anybody
thought that Ethan was rich, Ethan was poor
compared to this guy.

Mr. Rossi smiled and blinked his eye at me. “So,
that's what | do. And | decided to build this house
as a refugee from my chaotic life. | intend to work
from this place for a few months to get away from
the rumors of the end of my engagement, and |
was looking for a quiet place that could be my
new home for a long season, and you
accomplished more than what | had in mind. The
house is fantastic. Congratulations, Hannah!"

Now, everything make sense. This was a relevan
piece of information and probably the re
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client. Was | that misinform
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about this kind of story anymore? “Thank you, sir,"
was the best answer that | could produce.

“We are elated that you like your project, sir. But
please, if you have any other demands for this
project or any other project to request us, we are
just one call away, and we can fix anything that
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you might need” Mr. Myers told him like the

sycophant he was incarnating. What was wrong
with him tonight? He was 100 eager, too nervous. |
have never seen him like this with any other client.

Right at that moment, Mr. Rossi’s phone started to
ring. He looked perplexed at the screen and
mumbled: “If you excuse me, | have 1o take this




| couldn't resist asking why Mr. Myers was ac
like that. “Excuse me, sir, but | have to ask. Wha
going on with you tonight?” | asked Mr. Myers.

“What do you mean what's going on with me,
Hannah?" Mr. Myers asked me confused.

“You're acting a little strange, sir. Are you okay?” |
asked him. | didn't want to say to his face that he
was trying too much to please a client, even
though this was an important one.

“Oh, Hannah, I'm fine. Don't worry about me. It's
just that | never worked with such a high-profile
client. | can only imagine where this could take us.
If he gives us just a few recommendations, we
would be good for the next years!" Mr. Myers
exclaimed to me.

Well, at least that was what came from his mouth,
but his eyes were telling me otherwise. This
wasn't the real reason why he was acting so
strange tonight. | wondered what he was h

But | didn't have the time (or the co

further questions because soon

 back from his phone call
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were saying goodbye to Mr. Myers, who recewe d

his car first and while we were waiting for our cars i
to arrive, Mr. Rossi said to me: "You know, Hannah,
I'm new in town, and | don't know anything or

anyone. | was wondering if | could eventually call

you to hang out’

My face was unreadable, but inside | had my
eyebrows raised. Is this important man wanting to
befriend me? "Of course, sir, whenever you need," |
told him. It wasn't my interest, but | knew that if |
didn't offer him that and Mr. Myers knew about
this conversation, | would never hear the end of
that conversation.

“Good!” Mr. Rossi said to me and once again, he
opened a wide smile. “I guess | see you around,
then.” he told me when my car arrived. And even
though this place had drivers, he insisted on
opening the car door for me.

“Sure! And Thanks!” | exclaimed to him
good night, sir” | added. 1!







