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My body shudders as I take a deep breath when Ellen Jameson waltzes through the office. Her perfume drives me nuts, and I can detect the hints of musk that belongs only to her. My nose amazingly picks up fragrant notes that most others cannot. They say I have a gift of the nose of a bloodhound. I laugh at being compared to a dog. How silly.

Ellen, ah, the flower of unrequited love that simmers in the back of my wildest dreams. She barely knows I’m alive. I love her curvy hips, the kind I’d like to grasp in the throes of ecstasy. Her cropped hair may give her the appearance of a power bitch, but to me it accentuates her feminine side more, showing off the lovely lines of her graceful neck, her petite ears that glimmer with diamonds and gold, and her big beautiful hazel green eyes, that draw me in with pools of deep desire. Desire that she doesn’t realize she holds over me.

Taking note of her routine, she’s the computer whiz in the company, working closely with IT. I sit at my desk handling accounts as an account manager, unable to move much except for breaks and lunch hour. That’s my focus, to find out when Ellen has her breaks. The breakroom of our company is all abuzz with gossip, friendships, and impromptu gatherings every day. I have my set of pals, but Ellen is the object of my wishes. She’s rarely in there when I am, so I’ll make the necessary changes in order to casually bump into her more. She’ll be none the wiser of my intended shenanigans.

I check in five-minute increments around the first break, to see when she enters the breakroom. She’s a loner, as she saunters in a half a minute after the last person leaves. Good, I’ll have her to myself in the empty room. After grabbing my coffee cup, I make my way and find myself standing next to her at the coffee machine, all smiles, of course.

“You’re in here late,” she muses as she grabs the paper and settles at a table.

“Yeah, I needed to finish the work before coming on break. Nice in here without the team buzzing around,” I say as I approach her table. “Do you mind if I join you?”

She gives the slightest hesitation, a note of angst before she stretches her face into a quick smile. “Of course, please,” she says and nods.

Dammit. I’ve already slightly pissed her off by being here. She’s the type that likes to enjoy a quiet break, reading the paper, alone with her thoughts and I’ve interrupted it. Stupid me and my raging testosterone to want to be close to her. I take a sip of my coffee and wait for her to be polite and set the newspaper down, but she doesn’t. I pull out my phone and pretend I’m busy on some mindless app. Finally, she sets the paper down and takes a bite of the Danish in front of her and regards me.

I replace my phone to my pocket and smile. “Anything happening newsworthy,” I ask.

She makes a face and chuckles. “Depends on what you call newsworthy,” she replies.

Well, at least we’re talking.

“Probably more of the same. Hate to say it, I’m not a big one on current affairs. Human interest stories capture my attention, but I don’t care to read about the latest murders or how the stock market is rising or falling,” I say.

“How about the story of the puppy that fell down the well and the firefighter who lost a finger because he spent twenty hours reaching for it and the blood supply got cut off. In the end, he grabbed the puppy who was only dehydrated and yet he lost a finger due to it. That kind of story?” she asks as she grins big.

“Yes, I love that. Sacrificing a finger for a pup. That’s better than the current murder ratio or the dip in the stock market, wouldn’t you say?” I ask. I feel we’re connecting on a larger level now.

She shakes her head as she shoves the paper to the other side of the table. I’d like to shove everything off and throw her down and give her a big raspberry into her ample cleavage about right now. She peers at her watch. “I have to get back to work,” she says and keeps shaking her head as she exits the room.

Well, maybe that didn’t go as well as I’d hoped. I’m left feeling less than hopeful at this point. She seems a bit calloused to me now with her raking my sense of humanity over the coals about the human-interest story. I grab the newspaper search for such a story and in finding none, realize she was toying with my sense of emotions.

When Ellen waltzes by at the close of day with her purse flung over her shoulder, I grab my keys and bound for the elevator. I’m hoping to catch her for a ride down to the lobby alone, but that is more than I can hope for as Alfred Mason steps into the elevator with us. Of course, Alfred engages her in conversation about a networking issue they had earlier and I can’t get a word in edgewise. I groan inwardly as we exit at the lobby and follow along to the employee parking lot around the corner. It’s too much to hope Alfred would go in a different direction, but they pause at Alfred’s car, still terribly involved in the conversation.

“Good evening, Ellen, Alfred,” I say as I walk by and head to my car.

“Good evening, Aiden,” Ellen says as she smiles at me. For the first time I am filled with hope. She did notice me.

“Night, Mr. Taye,” Alfred says.

I smile as I climb into my bug and drive home, knowing Ellen noticed me at the end of the day.

Over the next several days I try to muster the courage to ask Ellen out on a date. I  continue to meet her in the break room hoping to find out if she has a significant other. She never mentions it even when I eavesdrop on her she doesn't mention it. One day, we sit at the table as she's digging into her fruit cup, I suck up the courage and start talking.

"Say, I've never heard you talk about a boyfriend. Am I to assume you don't have one currently?” I ask.

Ellen smiles. She brings her hands up after setting the spoon down and folds them underneath her chin looking thoughtful. “No, I do not,” she says as she gives me a cautious smile.

My brow lifts in hope.  Good.  “Would you care to join me for dinner and a movie out on the town this weekend?” I smile at her.

The grimace that crosses her face deflates my hope immediately. “I have plans for this weekend already. But thank you for the invitation. Perhaps you should ask Mary instead,” she suggests.  

That wasn't what I wanted to hear. And the suggestion to ask someone else out speaks loud and clear. I try not to let it stop me from my goal. “How about we go out the following weekend?”  I peer at her, daring her to say no.

"Aidan, I stay pretty busy on the weekends. I don't mean to discourage you but if you're waiting for me to have a free moment, you may be waiting a long time," she says.

I smile and muster up the politeness needed to end the break. "It's okay, perhaps another time," I say as I stand and gather my trash and carry it to the trash can. I leave the break room without saying goodbye to her. If she's playing hard to get, she's doing a very good job. My problem is I don't know how to take no for an answer.

Ellen hasn't come out and said she doesn't want to go out with me. When I ask her, she has a reason why she can't. She's busy, she says she's busy a lot. She has not said that she simply doesn't want to go out with me. I take that as encouragement, I'm hard headed like that. I give it a week and sit down in the break room across from her again. She's weary, as she sighs when I scoot back the chair back.

"Ellen, would you like for me to move to another table?" I ask.

She chuckles as she gives me a questioning stare. "Why would you ask such a question? Of course, you're welcome to sit at the table with me," she says as she smiles at me.

"Good to hear. Are you busy this weekend?" I ask.

She chuckles again. "As a matter of fact, I am. I'm helping with the marathon in my hometown with my best friend. I'm sorry, I know you keep trying to get me to go out with you but as I said before, I'm very busy on the weekends. No, I'm not dating anyone else I just have a full and busy social life," she says.

To me, that's just an open invitation for me to keep asking her out. "I'm a very patient man. I think at some point you will have a free evening on the weekend. At least, that's my hope," I say as I grin at her.

"It does sound like you're a patient man. I just hate for you to sit around waiting for me to have the time to go out with you. Have you even bothered to ask Mary?" she asks.

"I have not. The reason being that I don't want to ask her out. I want to go out with you. I thought that was obvious," I say.

Again, she chuckles. "You're sweet. But I hate to see you waiting around for something that may not happen," she says.

Oh no, here it comes the absolute letdown. I brace for it. But she says nothing more than that.

"What about going out to dinner with me on a weeknight? Would that work?" I ask.

She grimaces and sighs. "I'm not much to go out and do things on work nights. The work I do here takes a lot of concentration and focus. In other words, I have to pay attention to the details. If I mess up, my job is on the line. I require a good eight hours sleep and I require time to decompress. My evenings during work days are pretty set. I'm sorry, Aidan, I don't mean to keep saying no," she says.

“Surely you can give me what I want and just go out on a date with me. What about a Sunday afternoon?" I ask as once again I'm filled with hope. I slowly shake my head at my silliness in the way I look for hope where there is none.

"Weekends are very busy for me. I usually go out of town and I don't even get home until late on a Sunday afternoon. Sunday evening is a work evening, I need time to decompress, which is relaxing in my home alone. I tell you what, Aiden, if I have time for the weekend I'll let you know. But please, don't wait for me," she says.

Again, she doesn't come out and say no, Aidan, I don't want to go out with you. If she doesn't like me, I wish she would just say so. But I don't have the guts to ask her.

"Now, that gives me a little hope. I can't believe that every second of your weekends is always busy. I have to believe that you'll have a day at some point you go out with me. That's all I'm asking, a date. Just one," I say.

"Don't wait around for me." She stares at me.

Our break is about over. "I won't, trust me there. But it's not like there's anyone else I can go out with that I like  here" I say asI gather my stuff and once again walk away from the break room without saying goodbye to her.

I stop trying to ask her out. In fact, I stop attending breaks with her altogether. They say, absence makes the heart grow fonder. It's a saying that I'm counting on. But even though she keeps shooting me down when I ask her out, I can't let it go. It's as if the more she says no, the more I want to go out with her. I change my tactics as I become desperate, the woman is under my skin. Her scent drives me wild, her curves call to me, making me want her badly.

Her claim of going home at the end of the work day halts when I see her pulling into the gym across the Avenue after work one day. Ah-ha, there’s a breach in her story. Deciding to find out for myself, I very stealthily inquire about joining the gym the following day on my lunch hour. Thankfully, Ellen doesn’t show during lunch. 

I stay back each day as I park across the street, along
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