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I guess I could say that I’ve loved Darryl
Simmons ever since he first moved into my neighborhood and enrolled
at Maple Avenue Elementary School. He was seven and I was six, but
he ended up in my class and sat next to me. We were practically in
every class together and became friends. By the time we were both
in junior high, and I had just discovered that girls were supposed
to like boys and not beat on them, we became boyfriend and
girlfriend. We were still going together by the time we finished
high school. Darryl was the only guy I ever dated. Tall, handsome,
and strong with beautiful soft-brown eyes, he’d grown into a hunk,
so who could want more? It was assumed by everyone that we’d get
married one day. And that was all I ever thought I wanted. You
can’t imagine how many times I wrote the name Melissa Simmons.

I didn’t have any real close girlfriends
since I spent most of my time with Darryl. With him I shared all my
dreams and deepest thoughts, until I graduated from high school and
landed a job at the law firm of Wendell, Jones and Smith
where I met Angela Hardy, who became a sister and the close
girlfriend I never had.

The day I began my new job was also my entry
into the real world after having lived in a sheltered cocoon most
of my life where my parents had provided me with everything I ever
needed. With this job, I began to venture out having to drive
downtown to where the law office was located. I felt as if I could
finally spread my wings and grow.

“Welcome to our law firm, Melissa,” John
Wendell, the partner who hired me, said as he greeted me.

“Thank you.”

“I’m certain you’ll be happy here.”

And why wouldn’t I? The place was a huge,
modern designed, six-floor glass building downtown, a block from
the courthouse. Every floor was tastefully decorated with rich,
paneled walls covered with framed artwork that could have come from
museums, sleek attractive-looking furniture, and the deepest, most
luxurious piled rugs I’d ever stepped on. I was hired to be the
receptionist on the second floor. Carol, the receptionist whom I
was replacing, would be training me for the next few days. She was
tall and thin, with the prettiest smile. In fact, that’s all she
did. I guess if I was getting married in a week and moving to
England, I’d be all smiles, too.

At noon, Carol brought me to the employee
cafeteria. We bought sandwiches and iced tea from a self-serve
counter and then walked over to a table where two other girls were
eating.

“Angela Hardy, Millie Green, I’d like you to
meet Melissa Janey. She’s my new replacement. Try and be nice to
her so she’ll want to stay.”

I certainly hoped she meant that as a
joke, I thought, looking from one woman’s face to the other.
Angela was African-American. Millie, on the other hand, had long,
strawberry-blonde hair and the bluest of eyes.

“Hi,” they both said in unison.

“Hi.”

That’s how I met Angela, my matching bookend.
We were around the same age and both receptionists, so we bonded
immediately, destined to become the best of friends.

After work, I drove to Darryl’s apartment for
dinner. I was there so much that it would have made more sense if I
moved in. However, I didn’t want to destroy my parents’ image of
me. They still thought I was their sweet and innocent little girl.
Besides, if they’d known I’d been having sex with Darryl, they
would have thrown a collective stroke. I wasn’t sure if it would
happen before or after my father came after Darryl with a
shotgun.

“Hi, hon,” I said, coming through the door. I
had my own key. I found my man parked in front of his computer, as
usual, and gave him a big kiss. Darryl had become a really terrific
graphic artist, my prejudice aside, and worked from his apartment.
If I didn’t force him to go outside sometimes, he’d never leave the
apartment.

“Umm, you taste good. How was your first day
on the job?”

“Great! I think I’m really going to like it
there.”

“And you were so worried.”

“What’s that terrific smell?”

“Dinner. I have a roasted chicken in the
oven.”

“My very own Colonel Sanders. How does it
look that the man I love is a better cook than me?”

“Do you really care?”

“I may, but my stomach certainly doesn’t.” I
spoke the truth since I was a terrible cook, not having much
practice and still trying to master boiling water.

Darryl powered down the computer and took me
in his arms.

“I love you, Mel.” His soft brown eyes looked
at me with such longing, that I felt myself turning to jelly.

Knowing that he loved me so much always made
my heart leap in my chest. I smiled and kissed him. He kissed me
back and began to nuzzle my neck. His tongue traced the outline of
my lips before entering my mouth as his hand encircled my breast
through my blouse.

“Do we have time before dinner?”

“Of course,” he said, as he took my hand and
led me into his bedroom.

We both undressed and got into bed ready to
continue where we left off. Resting on my knees, I ran my hands
through Darryl’s thick, black hair as he buried his head in my
chest before teasing each breast, one at a time, with his tongue
and lips.

“Like that, baby?”

“Umm, nice,” I whispered, breathlessly.
“Don’t stop.”

“I aim to please,” Darryl said as he gently
pushed me down on my back. He began to kiss his way down my body
slowly, leaving tender, butterfly like kisses along the way. He
stopped momentarily at my navel and flicked his tongue in and out
as he continued to play with my nipples, keeping them puckered and
hard. Continuing to kiss and fondle me, he didn’t stop until I was
wet enough to receive him.

He eased his way into me and began to move
slowly at first. I savored every stroke. Soon his pace quickened
and it wasn’t very long before I felt his body stiffen in my arms
as he grabbed at my breasts. That was my signal that he’d come and
we were done. Somehow, I sort of felt that maybe there was
something missing.

Darryl kissed me. “I’d better check on
dinner,” he said and began to pull on his clothes. I redressed also
and followed him into the kitchen.

Not having any close girlfriends before
Angela, I never had conversations about sex with anybody, not even
Darryl. It was a whole new world at Wendell, Jones and
Smith. The women there talked so openly about dating, marriage
and above all, sex. Sometimes I sat there dumbfounded as I
listened. Their sexual exploits sounded way more exciting than
mine. Angela was single and liked to party. She was pretty and
dated a great deal, often comparing notes with Millie during lunch,
who often changed boyfriends as if she were changing underwear. I
guess she took the notion “girls just want to have fun” to max.

One afternoon, Millie came into the cafeteria
looking like the cat that ate the canary. By that smug look,
somehow I knew a guy had to be involved. She sat down at the table
next to me.

“Okay, girlfriend, tell us all. And
don’t you dare leave a juicy tidbit out,” Angela said.

“I met a guy.”

“And that’s special because…?”

“No. Listen. This guy was so hot, he had me
creaming in my pants.”

I could feel a blush rising in my cheeks. I
could never talk like that.

“Do tell all.”

Millie began to give us every passionate
detail. I could feel my own body responding to the images she was
describing. As I listened, I subconsciously compared my sex life to
her night of splendor. It made mine sound as boring and routine as
if Darryl and I were having sex by the numbers. But I loved my guy,
and wasn’t that what mattered the most? He was going to make a
wonderful husband and father. There was nothing that could be more
important in life than that. Besides, Millie was the ultimate party
girl. How could I compare myself to her? I don’t think she’s ever
wanted to settle down with one guy long enough to raise a family. I
truly doubt that either the word mother or baby could be found in
her vocabulary. Her favorite saying was: “Too many men—too little
time.”

Though I had Darryl and was happy, sometimes
I found myself envying her.

 


***

 


Before I knew it, it was Christmas. The firm
always threw a party for their employees on the Friday afternoon
before the holiday. It was a catered affair with live music.

Angela met me and we walked into the party
together, which had already started. Millie was busy on the dance
floor shaking her booty, which usually got the attention of every
male in the place. A friend from the mail room spotted Angela and
came over to ask her to dance. Not knowing many people, I felt lost
and began to back up into a corner.

“Hey! Watch it!” a deep voice called out from
behind me.

I applied the brakes and slowly turned to
face a handsome, African-American man trying to steady the drink I
nearly knocked out of his hands.

“Oh, I’m so sorry! I didn’t know you were
there,” I said embarrassed beyond belief.

He chuckled at the stricken look on my face.
“It’s really okay. You didn’t spill the drink.”

I couldn’t take my eyes from his face. It
wasn’t overly handsome, yet there was something about his…His eyes
were simply captivating, the greenest I’ve ever seen on another
person. They belonged on a tiger. When he smiled, he revealed two
dimples in his cheeks that complemented the one in his chin. His
black hair was cut short.

“My name is Charles White.”

“Melissa Janey.”

“Glad to meet you, Melissa Janey,” he
replied, extending his hand.

I shook his hand and felt a small spark as if
I had touched a live wire. Yet it was a pleasant sensation and his
hand felt warm and strong. I barely noticed that he didn’t withdraw
it right away.

“How long have you been working for WJ &
S, Melissa? I don’t recall seeing you around before.”

“I guess it’s been about six months.”

“That might explain it. Lately I’ve been at
court more than in the office.”

At a loss for words, I merely nodded.
Conversation was not one of my strong points.

“So how do you like working here?”

“It’s great. Everyone is so nice and
helpful.”

“Not many people often say that about
lawyers,” he said with laughter in his voice.

I found myself hanging on to every word he
said as if his voice was music to my ears.

“Would you like a drink?”

“Yes. A Screwdriver, thank you.”

I watched as Charles walked over to the bar
and ordered me a drink. He was back by my side in moments.

“This is the part where we tell about each
other, so I’ll begin,” he said. “I’m twenty-eight, single, and
still paying off my school loans.”

I laughed. “I’m twenty-two, pre-engaged to a
graphic artist, who’s saving every penny to buy me a ring—or better
be.”

“Lucky guy.”

Did he really mean that, I wondered?

The band began to play a slow song. “Would
you care to dance, Melissa?”

I hesitated. After all, what would Darryl
think if he saw me dancing with another man--especially a black
one?

“I promise to be a perfect gentleman,” he
said, holding open his arms.

I wondered if he were a mind reader. As I
glided into his arms, I felt a jolt of excitement. This time I
couldn’t blame it on static electricity. Being held by this man
definitely excited me. I became heady from the mixture of his
cologne and unique masculine smell. I suddenly never felt more
alive than I did at that moment. It was almost as if all my senses
were suddenly heightened. I wondered how much alcohol was in that
drink. Or was it because he was black and totally different from
Darryl?

We danced and talked until it was time to go
home. Charles offered to drive me home, but I had my own car. I
said goodnight to Angela, whom I’d hardly seen all night and then
walked out to the elevators with Charles. When we parted in the
underground garage, he took my hand in his and kissed my cheek. I
could still feel the heat of his lips on my skin long after I’d
gotten into my car and had driven away.

I drove home thinking of Charles White. When
I realized that I was fantasizing about another man, I forced
myself to think about Darryl, whom I called
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