Four: The Beginning

by
Paloma Blanca

Copyright © 2013 Paloma Blanca. All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic,
or mechanical, including photocopying, recording,
taping, or by any information storage retrieval
system, without the permission, in writing, of the
publisher.
Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.
12620 FM 1960, Suite A4-507
Houston TX 77065
www.sbpra.com
ISBN: 978-1-63135-326-0

Dedication

I would like to dedicate this book to my mom and
little brother, who always believed in me.
Thanks mom for your love, support and for
always pushing me to end it.
And thank you, little brother for teaching me
patience.

v

Acknowledgments

Thank you to everyone that helped me transform this
manuscript into a book (physically), also thank you
to L.R for unwavering support and being the perfect
muse who always knew I had it in me, you have no
idea what it meant to me having you all these years.
Also thanks to Vanessa for being different from me
and showing me that.

vi

Chapter 1
A Surprise

“Maria, telephone!” her mother called the door of
her bedroom.
“But I’m busy!” Maria called back to her.
Maria was in her bedroom, writing in her second
new diary. She knew it was lame, but her mother had
bought it for her, so she had written:
Hello, Diary! My name is Maria, and I’m
15 years old. Actually, I’m almost 16. I’m in
year 9, but I am almost finished.
This is my second diary. I didn’t want it,
but my mom offered it to me with such love
that I just couldn’t say no.
By the way, my mom is Laura and my
father is Sebastian. They aren’t married, just
together. Like my mother I have dark brown
almost black hair, brown eyes, I have always
been thin looking but I blame dad for that
also the pale complexion since my dad looked
like he never caught the sun against his skin..
I don’t know why, but they are not in a
very good mood lately, especially my father.
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Anyway, this new diary will be good
because I have a feeling that I’m gonna need
it. Bye and see you later!
Maria closed the diary and hid it between her books on
the secretary desk she had for doing her homework.
“But Ricky is on the phone. Do you want me to
keep him on hold while you do whatever it is that
you’re doing?” her mother asked.
“No. I don’t mind picking up the phone,” Maria
almost shouted, coming out of her bedroom.
“Hi,” she said once she’d picked up the phone.
She mouthed to her mother to get out.
“Okay, I’m going. I’ve got things to do,” her
mother said quietly, leaving her daughter alone.
“Hi,” Ricky said on the other end of the line.
“How are you?” Maria asked.
“Fine. Hey, I called to see if you’re free Saturday
night. So are you? Free, I mean?” Ricky asked,
sounding a bit nervous.
“Just let me check for a moment,” she said, and
after a moment of silence, she said, “Yes, I’m free.”
“Can I pick you up at nine-thirty on Saturday
night?” Ricky asked, sounding just plain nervous
now.
“Alright, nine-thirty it is, and where are we
going?” Maria answered, not understanding what he
was so nervous about.
“Let me surprise you, alright? Ok, see you,”
Ricky said. He seemed to have relaxed a little.
Maria hung up the phone and entered her
bedroom again. She closed her door and went to her
diary’s hiding place. She picked it up and, after the
words “Bye, and see you later,” wrote:
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Saturday night, I have a date with Ricky, and
I feel something is going to happen. I feel it!
She closed the diary again and went to her mother.
“Mom, where’s Dad?”
“He’s not home, sweetie,” her mother said softly,
but her eyes told another story.
“Mom, are you upset about something?” Maria
asked, worried about her.
“No. Why? Should I be?” Her mother managed
to hide the sadness and put a suspicious look on her
face.
Maria let her mom change the subject. It’s obvious
she won’t tell me what’s going on, so I might as well,
Maria thought. “Mom, can I go out with Ricky on
Saturday night?”
“What time?” her mother asked.
“Nine-thirty,” Maria said innocently.
“Want you at home by eleven. That’s the only way
I’m going to let you go, okay?” her mother insisted.
“But…?” Maria hesitated.
“Maria!” her mother almost shouted, letting her
temper show.
“Oh, fine.” Maria answered, resigned.
***
It was Saturday night. Maria had been waiting for
this day ever since she had received Ricky’s phone
call.
She was in her bedroom looking in her mirror.
She had bought a new pair of jeans that really hugged
her waist and legs, and a new sweater also hugging
her figure perfectly to wear on the date. She was
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beautiful, but with a certain look that said clearly,
“Look, but don’t touch.” And it was all for him.
She heard the doorbell, and a few minutes later
she heard her father calling her name. Before she
went downstairs, she opened her makeup bag and put
on a little lipstick.
When she came downstairs, Ricky said, “Hi,
you’re really stunning.”
“Thanks,” she said to him, but to her dad she
added, “I didn’t know you were home, but I have to
go. Bye.”
“Have a great night, kids!” Maria’s father called
after them as they left.
They drove in silence but constantly looking
at each other, both thinking the same thing: I can’t
believe you’re here.
Once they were inside the bar, they looked for a
table and, still looking at each other, sat down.
She ordered a pineapple juice, and he asked the
waiter for a cola.
“This is the Riverside. I always wanted to come
here.” Maria said looking at Ricky, waiting for the
smile she knew would grace his face.
“Yeah, surprised?” Ricky asked looking around
and then focusing his attention on her.
Maria just nodded and smiled.
When he noticed the music, he asked, “Want to
dance?” and stretched his hand to her.
Giving a smile, she nodded, taking his hand.
They danced to the rhythm of the music, and
when the song ended they sat down again.
“I’m going to the restroom, alright? I’ll be
back in a minute,” Maria said, smiling at him in
embarrassment.
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Once she was inside the restroom stall, she
almost cried with happiness because she’d had a
crush on Ricky for a few days. This was the first time
she had been on a date with him, and she was afraid
something would go wrong, not everything was a sea
of roses in her life so when something good happened
she was cautious.
She finished pulling herself together after saying
several times to herself, Nothing bad is going to
happen, so stop being so paranoid.
When returned to the table, she saw Ricky
dancing with another girl. He had his arms around
her, and they were laughing. She gasped softly at
the image almost daring him to see her before she
thought of leaving. Daring him to see the emotions
that he had provoked in her because of his actions.
After picking up her purse and paying, she left
the bar, it was too much just seeing him that happy
with someone when moments ago he was in her
arms and smiling at her. She thought of how happy
they had been, after seeing them she didn’t wait for
an explanation specially with how cozy they looked
together.
On her way home, she cursed—not just herself,
but him, too. She walked home deciding to take the
long walk to clear her head, feeling like such an idiot
for finally taking the chance to go out with him. By
the time she got to her house, she was close to
crying, she didn’t know weather to be sad or
angry with the situation, she had wanted him and to
see the evening finishing like this hurt but to know
he was dancing with someone else and smiling at her
like he had smiled at her again it hurt but she was
angry she had taken the risk of going with him. Too
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sad to talk to her mother, she went up to her bedroom
and picked up her diary. She wrote:
Dear Diary,
Remember when I wrote that I had a bad feeling
about Saturday’s date? Well, it came true.
I saw Ricky dancing with another girl. I
didn’t say anything, I just left. I didn’t want to
embarrass myself even more but I feel so mad
with it, I mean I liked him and he did this to
me. I wanted this date to go well to see him
nervous about kissing me when he dropped
me off, I wanted that. I wanted to see his
expression after our first kiss.
She closed her diary and, for the first time in years,
she cried. She knew her friends would be calling
her the next day about today’s date, but today didn’t
matter to her anymore.
***
A week later, she still couldn’t deal with the pain and
went to her father to get a man’s perspective.
She went to his office after it closed because her
mother said that he was going to work late that night,
and she saw him on his sofa with the radio turned on.
And the light dimmed but that wasn’t what made the
scene so abnormal, so like a bad show on tv.
It was the woman naked beneath him on the
couch,.
She looked dazed when she saw Maria standing
there.
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“Maria,” her father whispered, finally looking at
her seeing the horror and disgust on her face.
“I think I’m going to be sick,” Maria said not
waiting for any explanations she left.
***
Back in her bedroom a short while later, Maria picked
up her diary again.
Dear Diary,
Today I went to my father’s office so he
could answer some questions about Ricky’s
behavior on Saturday night, and I found him
cheating on my mother with the secretary.
But worst of all, I think my mom knew. She
was different everytime I mentioned dad,
suspicious and cautious, I think.
I’m afraid of what they’re going to do now,
it’s almost impossible to think they’ll work it
out seeing that both were so always against
cheating. So I don’t know about forgiving.
Would I forgive Ricky for the possibility of
cheating after that dance at Riverside? If I’m
doubtful about that, how much would it take
to actually forgive the action of cheating?
See ya later, Diary.
She closed the diary, her mind racing with questions
such as: What will happen to my mother and father?
What will happen to me and Ricky?
And with those questions, she fell asleep, not
knowing what would happen to any of them.
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