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“Nice,” Troy says as his eyes glance over my body when he sets the large container down next to me. Lifting my chin, I give the man a cursory nod. He has nice teeth, a bright smile that looks like it belongs on a toothpaste ad. He’s been following me around like a puppy the past two weeks when the Community Center hired him as a pool maintenance boy.

I visibly sigh. I’m wearing a backless sundress, the flippy skirt dancing close to the top of my thighs. Normally I’m in lifeguard garb with a whistle around my neck, ready to jump into the pool to save a drowning person at a moment’s notice. “Thanks, Troy.”

“Why the dress? Not that you’re not packing heat in it,” Troy says.

“I’m not on duty. Today I’m assigned to direct the upcoming event for the Mayor’s daughter.” I smirk as I turn, for I’ve spent too much time talking to the college sophomore. He’s beneath me. I only date grown men with deep pockets because with my looks I can have my pick. I walk away heading to the conference room where the caterers are meeting.

“Wait, Karla. I’d like to take you out sometime,” Troy says as he tries hard to catch up with me. I glance at him, my brow furrowed.

“Honey, you need to find someone your own age,” I say and turn the corner into the long hall.

“My own age? Really? You’re what? Twenty-five?”

I chuckle. “Good guess.”

“That’s silly. I am your age, well close enough. I started college late, I’m twenty-three,” Troy says.

I giggle as we push through the conference doors and pause turning to the lost pup. “Honey, I’m so not into college men. You couldn’t afford to date me,” I say as I move on hoping he’ll take a hint. I’m laying the snooty bitch on thick because, quite frankly, I’m not interested in a man who has yet to discover himself. But that doesn’t deter the college student.

“Hey, stop! You worried about me affording to take you out?” Troy’s brow furrows as he shakes his head.

“Quite frankly, yes. I guess I’m old-fashioned in many ways. I want a man who will open the door for me and yes, who will pay for my meal and my movie ticket,” I say and grin.

My words stump the man for he’s speechless. “It’s not that I don’t have money. I traveled to Europe for a couple of years right out of high school. My parents wanted me to get a taste of life and decide on my career path,” Troy says proudly.

“And what is that? Your career path?” I need to know if the man is even worth a date.

“I’m going for my MBA. I’m majoring in accounting, but my Masters will be for an MBA. I have plenty of funds to pay for my education and recreation. This job is for my fun money. So, come on, go out with me,” Troy begs.

“I’ll consider it,” I say as I dismiss him as he needs to get back to the pool and I have a party to plan.

“You should give the guy a break,” Thomas says when I reach the table. 

“How so?” I stare at the man who’s shuffling through cloth napkins and holds up two in different shades of teal.

“That with this,” I say as I point to the darker teal and grab a hot pink. “Makes the colors pop more. This is for a girl, remember?” 

Thomas smirks. Clean cut and gay, Thomas has impeccable taste for clothing, but his sense of décor is lacking. “To answer your question, Troy thinks you are hot. H-O-T hot. He practically drools over you every time you walk through the room.”

“Yeah, I know,” I say as I chuckle. “He follows me like a lost puppy dog. Ugh, he’s so not my type.” I stare at my friend.

“Now, why would you say that? Because he’s not older? You should give him a chance,” Thomas says.

“Did he ask you to talk to me?”

Thomas’ face stains red. “Maybe. He’s tongue-tied around you. Just throw him a bone, you’ll make his night,” Thomas says.

My face scrunches. “Seriously. Throw him a bone. Like give him a night he’ll never forget? Then what? The next morning I’d break his heart. I’m not that mean,” I say as I fold the hot pink and dark teal napkins into a place setting pattern.

“Oh, you girls are so clueless sometimes. Haven’t you ever just wanted someone to be your slave, someone you could rule, and they’d just do anything for you?” Thomas whispers.

I giggle. “No, but I take it you have?”

“Oh! I’ll never kiss and tell, sister. But Troy, he could be that for you. He’s told me give anything to go out with you. He talks about your fine ass every time you wiggle it when you walk across the floor. And let me tell you, you understand how to work your assets,” Thomas says as he waves his hand.

“Oh, go on,” I say feigning humbleness.

“You know I’m right. You can strut it. And Troy is all over it. I’m telling you, put a collar on the man can teach him a few tricks. He’d be your lap dog forever,” Thomas says.

“What if I don’t want a lap dog? I like powerful men who understand how to take control.”

“I know you do. But consider of the possibilities. Troy is so pliable; you can shape him into whatever you want. You haven’t been laid in a while. Why not give the young one a spin?”

“Thomas! You are so crass. I can’t believe we’re having this conversation,” I say.

“Make him your slave. I bet you’d enjoy a wild time. Let your hair down, honey. Shake the tools and see what happens. I think you’d be surprised,” Thomas says as he lifts his brow and wags his finger in my face.

I shake my head as I place the folded napkins onto the cart to carry to the pool room. Thomas and his wild-fangled ideas. Putting it out of my mind I set up decorating the pool room for a sweet sixteen birthday bash for the Mayor’s daughter. The room transforms into a spectacular hall with glistening lights gracing the tables on the vast patio. Troy comes walking across the floor to the pool and seeing him makes me stop and consider Thomas’ suggestion. 

Seriously? Would I even want a man like Troy? He’s bending over the deep end with a long handled net, cleaning something near the bottom of the pool, his muscles ripple with each move. I smile at his ass, tight and round, like he lifts weights. I want to squeeze the cheeks. I am salivating at the idea of what he could do to me.

“Karla, did you hear me?” Mrs. Epperson says as she’s standing above me looking over her glasses while I’m bent down over a box on the floor, supposedly grabbing the confetti to strew over the tabletops. How long has she stood there talking to me? Surely she saw me gawking at Troy. I straighten quickly and regain what little composure I have left.

“I’m so sorry,” I say as I shake my head. “I was lost in my thoughts for a moment.” I blush heavily.

Mrs. Epperson’s eyes travel to Troy, and she lifts her brow as she looks at me again. “I see. I asked if there’s anything else we need from the caterers?” She shakes her head as a small smile stretches across her face.

“Uh, oh, yes ma’am. They didn’t bring the dishes. We need dishes. I thought we paid for that service, but they claimed no. Perhaps put in a rush order?” I stand and straighten my dress as my eyes flit to where Troy was and back to Mrs. Epperson.

The woman purses her lips. “I specifically left that detail with Hank. Maybe he didn’t place the order. I’ll make a call and take care of it. Anything else before you leave?”

I consider it for a moment. “No, I believe we have it ready. Seventy-five guests will enjoy a nice party here tomorrow,” I say and offer my best smile. Normally I can worm my way out of anything with my looks and a smile, but not with Mrs. Epperson. She’s a stickler for details and she couldn't care less if I’m hot or not. I stifle a giggle.

“Very well, your job is done
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