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MARY’S DREAM JOB

 


Ever since I was a little girl I’ve
dreamed of two things: Working at a theme park and finding the man
of my dreams. The first was easy and the latter has proven
‘challenging’ in all kinds of ways.

I flick through one of the small piles
of fan mail that are heaped on the table I am sitting at. At the
theme park I have become something of a jack of all trades and this
evening I’m alone sorting through the various letters to the
official characters of the park coming up to Easter. Each letter is
scrawled in the cutest handwriting with kids from 5 to 15 writing
in to request something special, sometimes ask a question or just
say how much they loved their experience at the park.

As I like to do, I take my time reading
each one. The one I am holding is from a little girl of about 7
years of age by the writing who is also named Mary. She writes
about how her daddy bought her the most tasty salted pop corn and
how she wants to come to the park for all of her birthdays in the
future.

I lean back into the soft, worn out
office chair and smile in satisfaction.

Things don’t get much better than
this.

Reaching forward I pick up my warm hot
toddy in the big mug I like to drink from and let out a long drawn
out sigh. Reading so many words of praise like this makes me feel
that I can’t believe I get paid to do this.

Behind me the door opens with a thud
off the small stopper and my supervisor Steve strolls into the
little mail room. He’s old, married and very amusing.

I look over my shoulder and hold up my
cup.

“You want some?”

The older man shakes his head and runs
a hand over his bald head.

“They have someone coming to
look at the park today. I don’t want to mess things up.”

For while now the staff have been
hoping that the park will sell to someone. Our owner is a nice old
man, but he’s over 80 now and his son Edward isn’t interested in
taking on the family business and has let things run down. It’s
better for everyone if a fresh face takes the helm.

“It’s not those Japanese
investors again?” I complain. “I couldn’t understand a thing they
were saying and they kept on blushing and bowing when I was
around.”

Steve is sorting through a box of old
parts. He doesn’t look back when he says,“Are you really surprised
by that when you look the way you do?”

I guess it’s fair. Most people stop and
stare when they see me walk by and a few brave men per week dare to
make a pass on me if a chance to do so arises. I know I’m tall,
blond and gorgeous, but it doesn’t mean people have to treat me any
different.

“I refuse to discuss it
again,” I say. It’s one of his favorite topics to tease me
about.

Steve laughs and pulls out a part for
one of the lighting displays from the box and inspects
it.

“Whatever. Just don’t let
Edward catch you with that.”

I sip some and feel it burn the back of
my throat. I poke out my tongue. I’m not some new worker who
doesn’t know what’s what. I know how not to get caught.

Steve tells me he’ll be back in 20
minutes and leaves me to my work. I sit back and keep reading while
getting a little more sloshed than I should and humming a tune from
a song I like right now.

A short while after I hear the door
open behind me and hold up my cup.

“Want some now?” I ask over
my shoulder - my voice slurring slightly on the last
word.

There’s no reply so I turn - thinking
that Steve is giving me the silent treatment for drinking on the
job - and find to my shock heaven in the form of a man standing in
the doorway.

“Oh...”

He’s tall and in an immaculate suit. I
instantly know who he is and realize that I’ve just put my foot in
it big time.

“And this is
where...”

The owner’s son is a balding man in his
50s. He doesn’t look the type to wear a shirt and tie and what he’s
wearing right now looks silly.

However, to be honest, I don’t even see
him.

It’s the eyes, I realize. They are a
deep brown that is nearly black and suck me in like I never want to
get out.

He clears his throat and opens his
mouth. I’m aware that Edward is introducing me, but for the life of
me I can’t seem to make out what he’s saying. Maybe it’s the the
blood beating in my ears or how my brain seems to have fogged over,
but I just can’t seem to figure out what those words of his
mean.

“Are you drinking?” Edward
asks on seeing me mumbling something intelligible with the cup
still held up in my hand.

I understand that just fine.

“I’m...” is what I get
out.

The tall man says nothing and walks
over to stand over me. All I can think is my god is he handsome.
That face of his has curves and depth and his immaculate shave
looks smooth enough that I’d like to spend a lifetime running my
fingers over that strong jaw of his.

“Looks tasty.”

Wow, and his voice is as smooth as
honey as well... What are the odds?

The handsome man takes the cup from me
and smiles knowingly before taking a long sip. For a second his
eyebrows go up when the alcohol kicks in, but instead of letting
the owner’s son know what I have been up to he turns to, he tells
the fat man that my root beer must be homemade and tastes
absolutely wonderful.

Edward gives me a suspicious look, but
doesn’t say anymore.

The tall man picks up a letter,
inspects it and asks, “Are these letters are from
children?”

I gulp then gulp again then say
something like “mwahg” which I know isn’t a word, but it’s the best
that I can do.

The man picks up the one I just
finished reading from the little girl Mary, skims through it and
puts it back down in front of me. The closeness of his body is
extremely arousing and I feel my nipples become rock
hard.

“Clearly things are well
run.”

Whoever this handsome man is, I would
be more than happy to listen to him speak all day long. He nods
politely and leaves me with that.

The two men continue their conversation
as they walk from the room - Edward giving me another suspicious
look before he goes - and I scoot over to the door frame and peak
around the edge. The investor is walking down the cramped hallway.
I stare at his ass and lick my lips. It looks tight and
sexy.

Just as I’m about to slip back into the
room, the man looks back and catches me staring at his butt. I
slide back inside the mail room and press my back to the wall next
to the doorway. My fingers come to my cheeks and I hold them there.
Am I blushing or is my face on fire? I can’t tell.

“What is this?” I ask
aloud.

The answer comes pretty
quickly.

True love. I just met ‘the
guy’.

And I screwed it up because I didn’t
say a thing...


JACK DOESN’T BELIEVE IN
LOVE

 


Who is she? That is the only question
on my mind right now.

Beside me Edward is saying things and
I’m only partially listening. The purpose of this trip is a
formality. I’ve already done the numbers and now I’m here to ensure
that the family that owns this small theme park, which I plan to
turn into a rather excellent tax break, knows that I’m
interested.

Who is she?

I almost want to ask.

We stroll down the hallway and enter
and exit various rooms. My mouth asks the questions I know that I
should and my brain starts the search for answers.

She was stunning: Blond, gorgeous,
amazing. I have dated many beautiful women and some more so than
her, but everything about her had an air of warmth and enjoyment.
In my line of work you meet either people that are happy to have
you here and people who are not. I have never met anyone who is
just happy to be, but I am 100% certain that she feels that
way.

I turn a corner and encounter a man
named Steve who is introduced as a supervisor. He says that he is
returning to the mail room.

“Oh,” I say, “I was just
there.”

My voice has a particular effect on
people and I know it. It’s smooth and rich and full with an accent
that people can’t quite place yet know is American and perhaps from
somewhere in the East.

Steve is no exception. He is in awe and
I use this to get what I want.

“There was a woman there...
a...”

“That would be
Mary.”

“Yes, Mary. Has she been
working here long?”

“Four years,” Steve tells
me.

Beside me Edward is getting impatient.
The man is clearly not used to doing business if that dreadful,
cheap looking white shirt and reddish colored tie, which looks like
he might have worn it to his wedding 20 years ago, are anything to
go by. I will have to hurry.

“She seems to enjoy her
work.”

“Mary loves it here,” Steve
gushes. “This is the only job that she’s ever had.”

“Really? She must be, uh, 25
at most?”

“23. She started when she
was 19 after high school.”

I see by Edward’s expression that I am
starting to dig too deep It’s time to move on.

“That’s very interesting,” I
tell Steve. “Thank you.”

I walk on with Edward. No college
degree, in love with theme parks, much younger than I’d like to
date and drinks at work sometimes.

I’d never date anyone like
that.

The thought has me miss a
step.

I’m considering dating her? Where did
that come from?


MARY ENCOUNTERS
HIM

 



For one month we have been dodging each other -
whether intentionally or not on his part I don’t know - and today
is the day that he finally decides to show up.

“This popcorn on the right
looks good,” he says, peering into the three different tubs and
inspecting their contents, “Is it salted?”

“Yes,” I stutter out,
grabbing up a bucket and starting to fill it. Not really knowing
why I’m doing this, but doing it nevertheless.

“I’m not a fan of salted
popcorn,” he says.

I drop the popcorn back into the mixing
tub that is whirling around on the right side of the cart as the
speakers above play the park’s theme song to attract the attention
of nearby potential customers.

“What’s this?”

“Candy corn.”

“Really? It looks like pink
popcorn.”

His smile is electric. I feel like I’ve
been rigged up to a 1000 watt current from my eyes down to my toes
with it sending bursts of electricity in long jolts
downward.

“It tastes like candy. Do
you want to try me... ah, I mean some?”

The man’s eyes flick up to my own and
for a second. For a second they cloud over and I feel like
something important is going on behind them.

“Not today,” the handsome
man says calmly. “But perhaps one day.”

Tapping the glass over the tub twice
with a look of self reflective amusement in his eyes, he shrugs
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