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Chapter One

 


“I don’t care what you think, the
new guy is cute.” Sandra looked over Monica’s head, across the
lunch room, at the new guy, and tried to tell herself not to
drool.

Monica glanced over her shoulder, rolled her
eyes, and shook her head dismissively. “Really, Sandra? Dirty blond
hair—probably because it’s unwashed—that’s too long. Guys with
shoulder length hair went out years ago. He’s reading a book
and eating lunch at the same time. How tall is he? Six foot eight?
No muscles that I can see. And a goatee? What is this, the
90s?”

“It’s a Van Dyke.”

“What?”

“It’s a Van Dyke,” she repeated.
“Goatee is just the chin. Van Dyke is chin and
moustache.”

Monica now rolled her eyes. She spent too much
time every morning putting on eye makeup, shadow, liner, and every
other trick in the book to make her dark brown eyes stand out. It
was an effective technique, but it also made her face look like a
semi-psychotic character from a batshit insane anime series. “Does
it really matter?”

“Ever have a guy with a beard go
down on you?” Sandra asked softly so no one else in the crowded
lunchroom would hear.

“No,” Monica said quickly.
“Whenever Don starts to get the least bit stubbly I make him shave.
I don’t let him kiss me if he hasn’t shaved in the last twenty four
hours.”

“You should give it a try,” Sandra
said as she ran her fork through her half-forgotten container of
pasta. “It feels especially good if you shave?”

Monica blinked. “How can he shave if you like
a beard?”

Sandra tried to keep her smile restrained. “If
you shave,” she clarified. “Down there.”

“Your pussy?” Monica asked
bluntly.

“Shh!” Sandra hissed at her
coworker. “Yes.”

“You’re a kinky little
girl.”

“Shut up!”

Monica stirred her yogurt. She was constantly
dieting. She didn’t need to lose weight, in Sandra’s opinion.
Monica was already rail thin to the point of being bony and
unattractive, but she never said anything. “Are you going to ask
him out?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I just couldn’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m a meek little girl
and I wasn’t raised to be the saucy little minx who goes out asking
boys for dates.”

Monica regarded her across the table. She
carefully evaluated the tall busty girl with the long black curly
hair and said, “But you are the type of girl who shaves her crotch
bald?”

“Shh!” Sandra hissed again. “Well.
Yes. But that’s a hygiene thing.”

Monica shrugged. “If you say so. You might
want to ask him out soon, I’m sure other girls are circling him,
looking for a bit of new meat.”

Sandra glanced around. “Really?”

“How long have you worked here?
What’s the male/female ratio? Five to one? He works in the graphics
department. He’s an artist. Women like that. You either need to
make your move soon or get him to notice you.”

As Sandra watched Carlene from HR walked by
Dalton and said hello, lingering longer than what was really
appropriate or necessary. Maybe Carlene knew him; maybe she was
trying to get a date. Sandra’s panties got wet every time she
looked at Dalton. She stood up and with weak knees, marched across
the lunchroom, unbuttoning the two buttons on her shirt to put her
breasts on display.

“Eager little slut,” Monica
said.

Sandra plopped down across from Dalton. When
she did so, he looked up, startled. “Hi!” she said
brightly.

“Hello,” he replied nervously with
a glance up and down, quickly taking in Sandra, then his eyes shot
back down to the manual he was reading.

“I’m Sandra. Call me Sandy.” She
smiled her most winning smile, one that had taken years of
orthodontia.

Dalton glanced up again. “Hi, Sandy.” He
didn’t introduce himself.

“You’re Dalton, right?” she asked
to move the conversation along. He seemed afraid to talk to her, or
even look at her.

“Yes,” he said with barely a
glance her way.

“You’re new in the graphics
department.” Sandra started to get worried now; the conversation
wasn’t going at all the way she had planned. For a somewhat dreamy
looking guy he was a dud in the conversation arena.

“That’s right.”

“When did you start?”

“A week ago.”

She already knew this, but didn’t know what
else to discuss. He didn’t seem the least bit interested in the
cleavage she was exhibiting for him. It occurred to her that he
might be some idiot savant, but that didn’t seem likely, not for
the company they worked for. It wasn’t at all charitable to any
group of people. Maybe he was just super-shy. Or gay. Then her gaze
fell to the company manual Dalton was studying. He wasn’t fully
studying it; he was adding his own doodles to the pages. His little
figures were amusing and well-constructed.

“You aren’t supposed to deface
company property,” she commented with a wry smile.

This time he didn’t even look up. “I’m
supposed to help with the redesign of this manual. They say it’s
too boring the way it is now.”

Upon a second inspection Sandra noticed that
the little stick figures Dalton was drawing were performing a
variety of acts that would be considered lewd in most contexts and
a fireable offense in a corporate setting.

“If you use those pictures to
liven it up, I guarantee it’ll make the manual more interesting,
but you’ll probably get escorted to the front door before the end
of the week.”

He flushed and quickly covered up the page he
had been working on. “I’m sorry. Is there something I can help you
with?” For just a fleeting moment his dark brown eyes locked with
her brilliant blues and then he looked away. She decided he was
shy. Now was the moment.

“It’s not work related,” she
said.

He looked back to her, blinked, and then again
looked away. “What is it?”

“I was wondering if you were busy
Friday night.”

“Why?”

Sandra found her courage hiding in her
ovaries. “I’m not busy and I thought it might be fun to go out with
you.” She found herself squirming inside, wishing she was somehow
more relaxed, smoother in talking to this attractive and artistic
man who seemed to have absolutely no interest in her. The moment
hung silent between them for far too long. The sounds of the
lunchroom filled the air and Sandra had just decided to get up and
leave when Dalton finally said, “Are you asking me out on a date?”
His voice plainly spoke to his absolute astonishment of the
moment.

“Yes,” she said plainly and
relaxed a tiny fraction. Much to her surprise her pussy moistened
at just the thought of him saying yes to her proposal.

“I’m not doing anything Friday
night.”

 


When they walked out of the theater Dalton was
shaking his head and clutching his fists. The movie hadn’t been
terrible, but neither was it very good; it was just another plain
Hollywood effort that would be forgotten in six months, a year at
most.

“Is something the matter?” Sandra
asked as Dalton all but hurled the mostly empty popcorn bucket into
the giant garbage can as they exited.

“I’m sorry,” he apologized. Dalton
was still having trouble making eye contact with her, but that
hadn’t been all that necessary during the movie or when they were
walking side-by-side. “That was a shitty movie. I shouldn’t have
taken you to it.”

She laughed. “It wasn’t that bad. It was sort
of amusing. Don’t be upset by it.”

“Sorry,” he said again. “Sometimes
I get carried away by things I can’t control.”

The continued their way out of the theater.
Instead of going to one of the megacomplexes at the mall he had
taken her to the downtown theater that could actually boast they
were an actual theatre not just some empty space with a projector
and seats. It was an easy walk around the old building to the
parking lot where cars slowly wound their way out the narrow exit
lane. This gave them time to discuss the movie as they waited their
turn to be let into traffic.

“Relax. You can’t control
everything. Sometimes life just takes you away. It was just a
movie; it’s not a big deal.”

He continued to grip the wheel angrily. “I
know. I sometimes have trouble getting over little…disappointments
like this. I wanted the movie to be better so you’d have a good
time.”

“Don’t worry about it,” she told
him. “What would you like to do next? I know of a couple of bars in
the area if you want to get a drink. There’s a pretty good
late-night café a few blocks over.”

“I’d like to take you home and
fuck you,” he blurted out.

The response shocked and delighted Sandra. But
the surprise of the moment made her burst out laughing. She didn’t
dare look at Dalton because that might make him angry.

“Wow. That’s honest and blunt,”
she said when she had recovered from her laughing fit.

“I like to have sex when I’m
angry,” he explained. “It calms me down.”

“I see.” Much to her
consternation, Sandra was intrigued. After all, she had been
planning on bedding Dalton if everything had went well. This wasn’t
the exact route she had planned, but why delay if they had already
decided on a destination, the short route there would be better
than a long one.

Dalton’s apartment was very nice on the
outside and just as nice on the inside. It had a parking lot—a
luxury for a downtown location—and a security door. Inside she
expected a certain amount of bachelor pad disorder. Instead upon
walking in she found everything carefully arranged on shelves and
racks. Of course, in this care everything in this instance mean
boxes or comic books, shelves crammed full of novels and art books,
and display racks of a manner of science fiction memorabilia.
Framed posters of fantastic and technological drawings covered the
walls that weren’t hidden by the racks and shelves
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