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Maxwell Jones left out of his home office pissed. His day started with trying to train the executives’ privileged children for positions they would never be qualified for in the real world. Being an IT tech was his dream job but working for Google became a nightmare. He had planned to show his power point in the zoom meeting so that the trainees could understand how the new artificial intelligence app and Google worked together. He became frustrated repeating himself due to the trainee’s needing bathroom breaks or they wanted to take the time to FaceTime their friends. At 31, he could not understand how the new generation was going to survive considering how lazy they were.   

Raised in a small town in the Midwest, Maxwell learned the value of hard work and determination. His move to Huntsville, Alabama to attend the University of Alabama was the perfect plan to get his master’s in information technology. After graduating he refused to return home. His goal was to work for NASA but his future with the Google opportunity was more lucrative and moving to Homewood with a lower cost of living was the best thing for him at the time. His only challenge in life was to settle down.  His work schedule would not allow much dating. His enjoyment was staying busy doing whatever to kill time. His parents raised him not to have any idol time. It was always something to do on their land.  Not only was Maxwell book smart but he could run any heavy equipment on their property. 

To get his mind off the day he headed to the shower. Thinking the hot water would relieve him from the stress of the day, he threw a bath bomb at the bottom of the shower stall. He grabbed his favorite all in one body wash and began to lather it in his hair.  He moved his hands down his body with the soap on his hands washing his arms, chest, and stomach. Once he reached below his navel, he added more body wash to his love stick. Stroking slowly, he tried to enjoy his hand until he climaxed, but it did not work.   Getting even more frustrated, he turned to shower off. Realizing he did not have a towel in the bathroom, he walked around the house naked looking for something to dry off with. He made his way to the laundry room to realize he needed to wash clothes.   

Once Maxwell was finally about to relax, his buddy Joe called to see how his day was training the flunkies. They had decided to go out and take a breather at Iron City Billiards. Maxwell went into his closet to see what he had to fit the occasions. He decided to wear some basic Levis and a Kenneth Cole button down with a new pair of Airforce Ones. Most of his friends consider his wardrobe to be urban but Max preferred to wear what was comfortable no matter what people thought. Joe and Max walked into the smoke filled poolhall. Max felt a little out of place because he usually did not like being around a lot of preppy people. The crowd looked like a bunch of stuffy politicians from the area. He sat at the bar looking around the room watching the while people try to follow the Wobble dance with the black people. He loved his people, but they could never compare to what other cultures have in their DNA. After drinking a pitcher of angry orchard hard cider, he got up to tell Joe he was leaving. He found Joe sitting at a booth with a ginger haired woman with brown eyes and a brunette with green eyes. Max shook his head because he knew at least one was supposed to be for him. He sat at the booth and looked around the room uncomfortably. While staring at the door he saw a Goddess come in. She had the smoothest caramel skin. Her hair was in an afro tied back with a scarf that matched her outfit. She stood about 5’6 with a natural build. Her breast was about a B cup, but her peach was big enough to set a cup on. You can tell she was all natural. Max had only been attracted to white women all his life. It was something about her he could not put a finger on. He watched her sway her wide hips across the room to her friends. He just wanted to smell her. To hear her voice. He wanted to know what she enjoyed in her spare time. As he was in his thoughts, he saw her smile and he almost melted in his seat. Her smile was perfect. As a matter of fact, everything about her was perfection. He wanted to approach her, but his feet would not allow him to move. His fear of rejection would not allow him to at least buy her something to drink. 

“Max, are you okay?”

“Yeah, I am fine. Just was lost in thought. I am about to head out. I have to teach these kids in the morning.”

“Cool. I think I am going to be right behind you.”

The women looked disappointed as Max got up watching his caramel Goddess. Before he left out the poolhall he gave a waitress $200 and told her to give it to his new crush so she could order as many drinks as she wanted. He stood in the window to make sure she received her blessing. Just as the waitress pointed out the window, he saw her smile before he turned to leave. 
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Walking into the sauna after her early morning Yoga session, Summer Johnson was excited to start her day. It was her first day working under District attorney Danny Carr of Jefferson County Alabama.  She had earned the right to work under such a prestigious attorney. She graduated summa cum laude of the University of Alabama school of Law and Magna cum Laude of the University of Alabama at Birmingham. Coming from a family of crackheads she vowed to come out better than her parents and siblings. Not to help them get out of jail for stealing people’s shit but to stop the generational curse over her family. Out of her seven siblings, Summer was the only one accomplishing things in life. The twist of her family was she was a pastor’s kid. Her father ran a small congregation full of like-minded crackheads in the nineteen eighties. He would often preach about the Jezebel spirit and how the pastor that leads with intentions would have a congregation full of whatever downfalls the pastor was crippled with. She took pride in all her accomplishments even more because of this fact. She went against the grain and followed her own path in life. 

Her first day in the office was basically a meet and greet. During their morning meeting she was introduced to her colleagues. She could feel the side eyes by most of the black women in the office. She never understood why women would have a competition within themselves. It was enough money for everybody to eat. She knew then and there she could not depend on them for guidance. After the meeting she was briefed on her first case. It was a simple theft of property that she would gather witness statements for. During the trial she would sit third seat to the real prosecutors.

Instead of going to lunch, Summer decided to sit at her desk and look over notes while eating a turkey sandwich. Her best friend Mel texted her and asked what she was doing that night to celebrate her new job. She really did not have anything planned. Just the anxiety of working for the district attorney was celebration enough. She knew if she did not go out, she would never hear the last of it from Mel. Since it was a weekday Mel set up something simple at the pool hall for the night then they would do something bigger on the weekend. Mel was off Friday to Tuesday so taking the two-hour drive from Atlanta to Birmingham was not a problem.    

She logged off all of her systems and closed her laptop. Her first day was very stressful. It was so much to learn in a little amount of time. She had already prepared herself for long nights in the office. She saw Sharonda coming close as she walked towards the elevator. During the day Sharonda walked past her office a few times rolling her eyes. Sharonda was the youngest person in the office and thought she was the shit. Summer knew it was going to be an issue with her. Growing up she was never the type to back down from a fight whether fist to fist or verbal. As she entered the elevator Sharonda ran and jumped in as the door was about to close. Summer pulled out her phone and acted as if she was entertained by kids dancing on TikTok. As the door opened to the first-floor Sharonda bumped her with a smile on her face. Summer pulled the back of her tight-fitting blouse. “Listen bitch, you can try to play me if you want to. If you want to see me fold you would be better off catching me at the laundry mat. Now you can argue with my asshole and find out I don’t give a shit about you or none of these hoes in this office. Fuck around and find out what Airport Highlands women about.” Summer then smiled and walked off with not a care in the world. 

Later on, that evening Mel pulled up in front of Summer’s home honking the horn. “You know ain’t no hoes in here for you to be honking a horn at me.” Mel laughed as she pulled off. Summer had a taste for Blackmons Café, but they were closed on Mondays. Instead, they headed straight to the pool hall. As they approached the door, they heard the DJ playing all the line dances. Summer was not in the mood to see people falling all over each other, so they waited until the Boots on the Ground was over. As they went in, they were greeted by a waitress. Summer found it strange since it was a pool hall. They sat down at the bar with Raven and Chelse. They asked the bartender for a food and drink menu. Summer ordered a six piece of lemon pepper wings and a sex on the beach. Mel ordered fried mushrooms, a long island iced tea, and two rounds of pool. While waiting on their order the waitress approached Summer and gave her two one-hundred-dollar bills. She said it was from the guy standing at the window. Once she looked over, she saw the guy leaving. She shrugged it off thinking it was a mistaken identity.

Summer and the girls played four rounds of pool laughing at how she put her coworker in her place. She was really dreading the next day. She knew Sharonda did not take their encounter to HR. She did not want to lose her job before she got started on her first case. 
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