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One
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As soon as I got out of my car, I felt like I was being watched. It was not unusual where I worked since the menfolk outnumber the women about three to one. Besides, I knew the culprit this time was that new guy from upstairs, who clearly thought he was God’s gift to the single ladies. He was all right but nothing so special with the looks in my book. Sort of like Cole Hauser or any blond masculine white guy.  He was two rows over leaning against his own car, openly gazing at me. 

I was all right as far as good looking went. I worked hard to keep my weight down, but my blouses were often a little snug across my ample chest, and my skirts were just tight across my hips. I was curvy and proud of it. I didn’t mind being looked at but what this guy was doing was downright offensive to me. After slamming my door shut and locking it, I turned around and glared at him, right back in his gray eyes. He pushed off his brand new shiny BMW and came over to meet me as if I’d just invited him or something.

“Good morning,” he said. I continued glaring at him then marched out of the parking lot. “Hey!” He actually crossed right in front of me to keep me from entering the building. “You didn’t let me introduce myself. My name is Dalton Montgomery.” He paused, I suppose, for me to respond- which I did not. “What’s the matter, honey? Are you always this rude?”

“If I’m so rude why are you bothering me?”

“Because you are about the finest woman I’ve seen in a long time. Just my type.”

“I guess, I’m supposed to be flattered?”

“Why not? It’s one of my best compliments.” He had the nerve to grin and look down my blouse. I felt like slapping him and he must’ve sensed it because his eyes rose back up and the mirth left his face.

“Unbelievable,” I muttered and stepped around him to enter the building. In the lobby, he stopped me again by positioning his body between me and the elevator. “Excuse you!”

“Hey, come on now, Jolene. I know you are used to being stared at.”

“You already know my name?”

“Sure. I asked around, did my homework. Jolene Morgan, assistant to the art team. You drive that white Camry-”

“Don’t you realize how creepy you sound?”

His face went bright red then he coughed and adjusted his tie. “I’m just trying to talk to you.”

“Right,” I said tightly. “While looking at my tits and ass like a jerk in the parking lot.” 

“I didn’t mean to insult you. I heard you were a girl down for some fun.”

“And you think you can treat me like a whore because you heard something?”

“That was not my intention. I beg your pardon.” I watched him take the stairs before I got in the elevator to my second floor office.

Well, that was a first I thought, pushing my chair up to my desk. Two firsts actually. After working at Pritchard Enterprises for six years, not one executive had hit on me. And never had a white guy tried to get next to me period.  But why out of the blue? I’d always been good looking and smart. Why now some new jerk was checking me out? And who the heck had he been talking to about me? I kept my business to myself.

My phone rang once and I answered it.

“Art department,” I said with a finger set to transfer the call to one of the artists. There were six of them and I worked for them all.

“How about we go dancing?” The voice said with nary a preamble.

“Dalton?” I thought I had given him enough cold shoulder to let him know I wasn’t interested.

“Oh, so you’re not going to pretend you don’t recognize my voice.”

“Why would I do that?”

“That’s usually how girls do when they decide to play hard to get.”

“I’m not playing and I don’t have time to be playing on the phone during working hours.”

“Fine, just say yes and I’ll get off the line.”

“I don’t dance, Dalton.”

“Then what do you do, Jolene?”

“I don’t waste my time talking to pushy characters.”

“All right. Remember, I gave you a chance at first dibs.”

“Dibs? You think you are in high demand or something?”

“I’ve been told more than once I’m a great catch. I treat women with style and lots of affection, but I don't beg a woman for long.”

“That’s good to know,” I said.

“Maybe I’ll let you be the exception.”

“Please, don’t do me any favors.”

“Jolene, come on now. Let me holler at you sometime.”

“Holler at me?” What did that mean exactly? I wasn’t sure I wanted it defined by him. “I’m not interested at this time. Good bye.” I hung up the phone and got up to visit the bathroom for about ten minutes, in case he got the feeling calling me every few minutes was cute.

Turns out he wasn’t that big of a pest. But later in the breakroom, he strolled right up to me as I chose a bottle of water from the fridge. I pushed the door shut and looked up into those staring eyes of his. Gray and bright. 

“Hey,” he said. “I know this great club-”

“I told you I’m not interested.”

“Why not? I hear you don’t get too involved with anyone. So there isn’t a man, right?”

“You really expect me to just start telling you my personal business?” And who the heck was he getting his information about me from? 

“Pardon me, but I’m going by what I’ve overheard from a couple of ladies discussing you,” he said as if reading my mind. 

“What ladies?” I demanded to know. I wasn’t in the habit of kissing and telling in the workplace. 

“I don’t know them. Just heard your name and I listened.”

“Liar,” I said. Nobody at work knew anything about me because I made sure I kept my private life private. He was simply guessing or making assumptions. 

“I’m not a liar, Jolene. I’ve heard your name several times since I’ve come to work.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Either it’s about you not dating anyone in the workplace, or it’s speculations about why you are seen going and coming out of hotels alone. I can appreciate a woman who prefers discretion.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Surely, he wasn’t entertaining the thought of me meeting him for sex! A complete stranger as if I were a hooker. All at once, I felt my blood beginning to boil. “Look here,” I gritted and tried to keep my voice low and even. “I don’t care what you heard or think you know about me. How dare you come up to me this way?”

“What way? You act like it’s a crime to talk to you.”

“Then take the hint, fool.” I gave him what I hoped was a mean, ugly look then turned and walked out of the breakroom.

~*~
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That evening after work, I discovered him hovering around my car. He lit a cigarette as I approached. He stood there allowing me to check out his nerve. He didn’t seem to care that people were staring. Monday morning I was sure to be the topic of company gossip. “Couldn’t find a better place to smoke,” I asked.

“The view is nicer here.” His eyes stayed connected to my face. “Look, if I annoyed you earlier, I’m sorry. In my defense, I’ve never been turned down before and I really would hate for this to be that time.”

Oh please, I wanted to say. Dude, you aren’t that good looking.  Instead, I said, “I’m not that annoyed.  And it just happens I’m not in the dating game at this time. So you don’t have to consider yourself turned down. Thanks for the interest.” I unlocked my car with the remote and opened the driver’s door. He pulled it back wider, holding it in a way that I knew he wasn’t going to close it if I got behind the wheel. “Boy, I’m trying to be nice.”

“Just come around the corner with me and have a drink or two.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Jolene, I just want to get to know you. I don’t know what else you think I’m trying to do.”

He wasn’t much of a liar. I learned that on the spot. I saw the bulge in his pants and knew that wasn’t his normal walking around size. In his eyes, I saw lust. He’d obviously worked himself up all day. He just wanted to hit it with me. “If you are such a hot catch, why don’t you go turn on the charm with someone more eager than I?”  It was Friday evening and payday. He could walk up into any club and take his pick. Most girls liked his obvious type. Like I said, he was nothing special but he was all right. 

“You are the one that has my attention at the moment, Jolene. We could go to a movie, or dinner, or miniature golf if that’s what you’d rather-”

“Will you quit asking me out!” His eyes darted around to see who was looking after my outburst. I lowered my voice before I spoke again. The last thing I wanted was an angry or hurt person thinking I was cold and mean. “I don’t need conflict at work. For the record, I don’t let everyman that gets in my face holler at me. And just so you know, this is a professional setting, not a college campus.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Grown people at work should be thinking about their careers, not how to get somebody to pull down her panties.”

“That’s not what I asking you.”

“I know you aren’t asking,” I said. “But I’m not stupid. You’re as horny as a-” I couldn’t think of anything to compare him to other than a goat. “If you think Black girls are easy or you can get what you want with money-”

“Damn! Look, Jolene.” He ran a hand through his short curls. “You have the wrong idea. Forgive me for thinking you were up to a little fun. I’m sorry, I even said hello to a chick as uptight as you!”

“I’m not-” Well, maybe I was uptight but that didn’t mean I was wrong about his intentions. Nor did I need to explain myself to a complete stranger. I got behind the wheel of my car and strapped myself in. “Close my door, please.” I glared at him a beat or two before he complied. He was so hot that his cheeks flamed. It was his own fault for pestering me practically all day as if I were the last woman on earth or something.

“Now, you’re going to just drive off,” he said through the glass window. “Make me the bad guy.”
“Fella, you really need to relax before you make a spectacle of yourself.”
“Okay, baby,” he said, rising from my window. “It’s your loss.”

I sat in my car to watch how he left the parking lot. He roared away in his BMW. A brand new nineteen ninety six.

~*~
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Before going home, I stopped off at a Chinese fast food restaurant a couple of blocks from my house. I loved the green beans with beef. The young man behind the counter, already knowing what I wanted, informed me there were no more green beans and suggested I try the broccoli instead. Since he was smiling and looked a hell of a lot like Andy Lau, I said sure. Along with a double order, I got him to throw in some extra crab ragoon. 

“No extra charge,” he smiled at me. I returned his smile until his scowling grandfather came shuffling from the kitchen. I assumed that was where he came from although his white apron was spotless. He sat at a nearby booth mumbling in Chinese. I understood enough simple Chinese to know he didn’t like his grandson feeding the pretty girls. I hardly called a couple of extra ragoon feeding somebody. Besides, I was a regular customer. Sometimes I wished I didn’t like the food so much so I could turn around and tell his rude ass off and declare I’d never give him my business again. But then I’d have to give up his handsome grandson’s bright smile. I loved the way his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down when he laughed. “Miss, please enjoy and come again.”

“I will,” I promised. Grandfather began to mumble again. I walked out ignoring his rudeness. 

~*~
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Once home, I called my mom.

“Jolene,” Mom said and went silent. 

“You okay?”

“I’m fine,” she sighed.  I could tell her eyes were rolling. “I told you, nobody over here is an invalid yet.”

“And nobody will be if somebody does exactly as the doctors strongly suggest.”

“And maybe somebody wouldn’t be without grandchildren if somebody else got out and saw to her own needs once in a while.”

“Dream on,” I countered. “About the grandchildren, I mean.”

“Girl, how long has it been since you stayed overnight with a man? Or went out to dinner? Just getting laid randomly isn’t for a girl like you. Think about your reputation.”

“Mom, we are about to move into the twenty first century.  I’ll get laid how I want and when I want. I don’t have time for all that other fake stuff like romance.”

“It ain’t natural, Jolene. Humans crave intimacy.”

“Humans also crave good food,” I said to change the subject. Talking about my sex life with Mom made me uncomfortable. “Did you eat?” 

“Of course I ate,” she snapped. “The cancer ain’t in my brain.”

“Mom, I only asked because I bought a lot of food. I can’t eat it all.”

“I’m sure you can if you tried.”

“Mom, what is wrong with you? Why are you acting like I don’t have the right to be concerned about you? I am the only person you have left, you know.” 

“Jolene, you need to be worrying about yourself. You ain’t going to be twenty seven forever. You want to end up like me?”

“What’s so bad about the way you are?” I wished she would complain to me about being popular in high school and dating the student council president, then getting married and having a child. So what the man hadn’t stuck around? She should be glad she had the sense to continue her own education and was able to support herself and child. Her mothering might not have been the best, but I didn’t end up psychotic or anything. 

“When they butcher me up, what man is going to want me?”

“Breasts aren’t they only things a woman has to offer a man.” Even if that wasn’t true, what was so bad about just enjoying life? Didn’t my love and devotion count? Seems like it didn’t. “Okay, Mom. I’m going to get off this phone and let you have your pity party by yourself. I’ve got food getting cold over here.”

I hung up and unpacked the to-go containers and fixed my plate to capacity. From the fridge, I took a couple of beers. The first I guzzled down, the second bottle I savored with my dinner. After the very last mouthful, I went to the fridge for two more beers. I enjoyed them curled up in my big ole recliner as I watched my DVD of Infernal Affairs again, which came all the way from China.

Not a bad evening.
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Two
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At work, things were as usual. I saw Dalton a few times in the breakroom. We didn’t exactly ignore each other, more like we just kept it real or something. He started dating Peggy from accounting. She was a tall blond with black eyebrows. Real athletic and slender.

Since he no longer asked me out, I began to look at him on the sly. He had a nice, tall, wide, shouldered physique and a bright, sexy smile. His butt filled out his pants nicely and his snug fitting shirts hinted at well-defined pectoral muscles. He was better looking than Brad Pitt in his heyday in my estimation. I guess I was too annoyed before to admit he was sort of a hunk.

Crossing the parking lot one evening after work, I noticed him and Peggy going to his car. When he opened and held the passenger door open for her, our eyes met as I strolled on by. I didn’t smile or anything, but I got a thrill from his eyes following me. Behind the wheel of my car I watched him walk back to his car. Before slipping inside, he looked in my direction again. That gave my loins a quick shot of heat. 

Driving home, I wondered what kind of lover he’d be in bed. Hard and fast, or slow and tender? Did he like to kiss during or just got his nut? I bet being in his arms was nice either way.

I guess my wondering got my eyes to working overtime where Dalton was concerned. Every time I saw him, I checked him out. From the back and his profile. A couple of times, he turned his head and caught me staring. I tried to play it off, of course, like I was looking beyond him to a print or a poster on the wall. 

One morning I was in a hurry from the parking lot. A few steps from the entrance, it began to rain. Ducking my head under my purse, I yanked open the door and ran inside colliding into Dalton and Peggy.

“Careful, now.” He chuckled as he held my arms, keeping me balanced. It was the first time we touched and I know the same thought went through his mind. I saw something in his eyes and I returned the look. He wanted to do more than hold my arms. “You okay, Jolene?”

“Um, yeah. I’m great,” I said. And you smell so good, I thought.

“Dalton?” Peggy frowned at me as I gazed up into her man’s smiling face. “We’re going to be late.”

“Oh yeah,” he said, giving his girlfriend his attention again. “Take care, Jolene.”

“You too.” I watched him take the umbrella Peggy shoved in his hands. They ran out of the building huddled together. 

~*~
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The next day, I decided to take my lunch break away from work. As I journeyed toward my vehicle, I noticed Peggy. Standing at the hood of her convertible, her eyes locked on me. At first, I started to ignore her and get behind the wheel of my car and go enjoy my lunch, then I glanced over my shoulder and she still gazed at me. I turned and walked back to her. Today she wore a white sleeveless sweater and maroon colored slacks. I mention this because she looked really nice and I noticed her arms were muscular like she probably lifted weights. I usually just wore a basic black skirt or pants with a button collar blouse. Saved time and money. However, I gave the shoes I wore on my precious feet all the time I needed to buy a great looking and functional pair. Men might prefer my ample sized breasts or my round hips, but I thought my legs were beautiful. Shoes and stockings made them even better. Anyway, I didn’t lift weights regular, so I figured Peggy might possibly be stronger. It didn’t worry me any because I knew how to handle myself.

“Is there something you need to say to me?” I asked Peggy as if I didn’t know what was on her mind. She sauntered right up to me and looked me in the eye. Either she was calling herself looking down on me or was trying to intimidate me. “If you have something to say, let’s hear it already. I’m in a hurry.”

“Are you now?”

“Yeah, I am,” I said. 

“Then you better listen up, I’m only telling you this once.” 

“Okay.”

“Stay in your lane. Leave Dalton alone.”

“What?” I blinked not quite believing the words that came out of her mouth. She was holding up my lunch for bullshit. “Okay,” I said. “He’s all yours.” I stepped around her to get to my car. Then because I couldn’t help myself, I turned around and asked her, “What if I don’t, Peggy? What if I don’t want to stay in my lane?”

“Are you saying you intend to go after him after I just warned you?”

“For the record, I don’t go after men. But how dare you tell me I have a lane to stay in?”

“Are you going to be a problem?” She walked up on me again. “Hmm?”

“Step back, or there will be a problem.” She decided to glare down at me instead. I gave her a rough shove in the chest. She back pedaled and fell on her butt on the concrete. Pointing a finger in her face, I told her, “If you have a problem with Dalton, it doesn’t concern me. He asked me out and I turned him down. This was before he started dating you. I don’t have enough interest in him to date him while he’s with you.”

“I don’t have a problem with Dalton! It’s whores like you!” Peggy scrambled up from the pavement scratching her high heels in the process. “I see how you keep that big ass and low cut blouses all up in his face!”

“Girl, you better go talk to Prince Charming because I don’t have time for- Hey!” She shoved me back into my car with a back arm. “Are you crazy?” I was taken completely by surprise. The girl was as strong as she looked too! I had to decide what my next move was going to be. Fight a jealous woman in the parking lot over her man and probably get fired, or swallow my pride for the moment and go get something to eat. “Are you done?”

“Don’t make me come out in this hot sun to talk to you again- Jolene.”

“Peggy Sue, you better get off me in exactly one second.” She took too long and I put my knee up to her crotch. Women may not have testicles, but a knee will find something tender in those parts. Peggy backed off protecting her goods with her palms and glowering at me like I was nuts. “If you want to brawl come on, I don’t have all damn day for this.”

“He’s my man!”
“Congratulations. Now, can I go eat?” We stood off for a few more moments then Peggy straightened up and carefully walked back to her car. After she slid inside and slammed the door, I got behind my wheel and motored out of the parking lot.
In traffic, I noticed my heart was pounding and my body was shaking. I hated this reaction! I wasn’t afraid of Peggy though she probably was capable of tearing me apart, I wasn’t scared at all. It was the holding back that caused my body to lose control.

I came up to Kong Pu’s and drove up to the drive thru window. Wouldn’t you know Grandfather was there to take my order? He acted like he didn’t recognize a regular customer. I just about put my foot down and sped off, but I was hungry and upset, I needed food and lots of it. I ordered twelve egg rolls, a large house lo mien, and orange soda. Grandfather handed me my change with nary a thank you or a bow. Rude old bastard, nobody wants to marry your boy, I told him in my head and drove off.   

In the park, I sat on a bench near a shade tree and began munching on one egg roll after another, putting fighting with Peggy and old Chinese farts out of my mind.

~*~ 
[image: image]


I was late about fifteen minutes going back to the office. All eyes were on me as I waltzed over to my desk to sit down. I guessed, they never saw a person come back late from lunch.  Then I wondered if anyone had seen me in the park, wolfing down those egg rolls. Or maybe, I thought reasonably, they had heard about Peggy waiting for me in the parking lot. I noticed Edie signal me to pick up the phone. 

“What’s up,” I asked her. 

“You tell me.” I turned around to see her facial expression. She sounded kind of serious or put out or something. “Are you messing with Dalton Montgomery from upstairs? I thought you said you didn’t like him.”

“Say what?” I decided to play it dumb to find out what everyone already knew.

“Girl, did that blond Amazon catch up with you? She was upstairs loud talking about you giving her man the eye. Are you?” I remained quiet. “I hear he has a thing for Black women,” Edie added. “And I hear his family is loaded.”

“Well, I’m not the only Black woman in the world you know.”

“And there isn’t that many of us in this building,” Edie pointed out. “And good looking, young ones even less. Anyway, Peggy said she was having it out with you today. Don’t be surprised if she’s waiting for you after work.” 

“Thanks for the heads up, but I’ve already dealt with Peggy.”

“Did she act a fool and put her hands on you?”

“Yeah.”

“Bet you showed her tall ass something.”

“Let’s just say, she won’t be trying to hold my lunch up again anytime soon.” Line two on my phone was lighting up. “Hey, I have a call waiting.” I pressed the button on the other line and answered. 

“Hey.”

“Who is this?” I knew darn well who it was.

“It’s me, Dalton. I just heard some ladies talking about you were in a fight. Did Peggy really bother you? Are you all right?”

“I’m terrific. Is there anything else?” 

“I’m sorry, I’ll make sure she doesn’t bother you again.”

“Look, your girlfriend doesn’t scare me. It’s her you should be worried about because next time I won’t be in a hurry.”

“All right, I got it. I’m sorry this happened all the same.”

“Thank you.”

“Jolene?”

“What?”

“I’m glad you weren’t hurt. Peggy can kick box some.”

“Oh? As far as I’m concerned Peggy can kick rocks some.” I looked up and saw Edie at the copy machine staring at me. “Um, I appreciate the call, but I need to get off the phone.”

“Oh sure. Bye, Jolene.”

“Bye.”

“Well,” Edie strolled up holding a folder to her chest.  She was a petite thing and wore her natural hair in long braids that swung midway down her back. Her complexion was dark brown like my own. Today she looked cute in a white dress and white shoes. “What was that all about? Don’t tell me you are on the swirl after all.”

“The what?”

“Swirl. You know for folks that like a lot of cream in their coffee.”

“I was talking to my mother,” I lied, not liking the way the conversation seemed to be going. Swirl, huh? I didn’t like the phrase, but it did sound a lot better than jungle fever. “I don’t even like coffee.”

“I bet you would if you tried it the way you like your men,” Edie winked at me and walked back to her desk.

I pushed out from behind my desk to saunter over to Edie’s desk. I sat on the corner and eyed her.  She grinned up in my face like she knew something about me I didn’t. “What makes you think I like white guys?”

“I didn’t say you liked white guys.”

“What’s so special about them?” 

“Nothing.” Edie shrugged then looked around the office before rising to stand next to me. “You’ve never dated a white guy, or liked one?”

“Have you?”

“A few times in college. Why?”

“Is it different?”

“Not really when it’s just the two of you. Sometimes other people get funky about it. Then you decide how much you really like him. You like him, don’t you?”

“No. I’m just curious.”

“Right.”

“All right.” I decided to confide in her a little. There really was no one else to talk to anyway. “I admit, he’s got a thing going for him. A thing I hadn’t noticed before he calmed his ass down. He looks a lot like Cole Hauser.”

“Girl, please. If he was half as hot as Cole Hauser, I’d have already broke me off some of him. Look, if you like him act like it. You already know he likes you.”

“I’m not looking to start up anything with anybody at work.”

“Did Peggy scare you or something?”

“She’s his girlfriend.”

“So? You can still get some. I mean, isn’t that all you really want, Jolene?”

“I’m not interested in a man who is a two timer. If he’s free to screw, fine.” 

“Tell me something, Jolene. Why is it you’ll screw just about any man you find sexy but you won’t date regular? Is it true you only do one night stands?”

Now where was Edie getting her information about me and my sexual practices? Of course, I suddenly realized, men were blabbermouths. The original kissers and tellers. 

“At the moment, I am not looking to be involved. Until circumstances change, I will scratch my itch every chance I get. I don’t need a regular boyfriend for that.”

“Wow, Jolene. I believe in free love but I don’t know if I can be like you. I catch feelings much too easily.”

“That’s because you are a dreamer. You want romance with your sex,” I speculated. 

“Doesn’t every woman?”

“I want reality and honesty. I want a man to want me just like I want him.  Sex without strings is the realest relationship between a man and woman.”

“What about love?”

“You dreamers can have it,” I said. “I’m not knocking it for other people but for me, I don’t want a man hanging around talking nonsense and telling me what to do if I love him.”

“You honestly don’t believe in love?”

“Love is wonderful,” I shared. “If you can find it. Or it finds you. I’m not looking for it or waiting for it to walk up to me. My life is good the way it is.”

“I don’t know, Jolene. I think one day love is going to walk right up to you and hit you right between your eyes! Won’t that be amazing?”

“Actually, Edie,” I said slipping off her desk. “That would be a miracle.”

~*~
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By four thirty I was all done with my projects and got tired of riding out the clock in the office. I got up and walked down the hallway to the nonsmoking breakroom. I knew the janitors cleaned on my floor at that time. I walked in and surveyed the room. They were on a break rather than working. I noticed a certain janitor tracking me as I made my way to the snack machine. I wondered if he’d talk to me in front of his friends.

I took my time choosing what kind of candy bar I wanted. When I turned around, he was making a beeline toward me. I liked his looks and his smile. If he were a cup of coffee, I’d surely take him. Hot, black, and strong!

“Jolene.”

“Hey, Travis.” I smiled, hoping it wasn’t too much. Travis wasn’t tall, but he was lean with big arms and shoulders. For a man over forty, he was in great shape. I thought he was sexy too. The way he looked at me, I knew he was dying to have some of me.

“Girl, you looking fine today. Mighty fine.” His eyes lingered at my bosom before moving down to my hips and legs. It gave me an instant thrill to be checked out by him.

“Thanks,” I said, giving similar treatment to his body.

“So. You still aren’t seeing anyone special?”

“Nope.”

“Damn. Can’t say it hurts my feelings.” He looked around then lowered his voice. “I just mopped the smoking room. Nobody can go in until I remove the wet floor signs. Meet me, okay?”

I waited about ten seconds then made my way down to the smoking room. Once inside, Travis half closed the door and pulled me over to the wall well out of sight to anyone passing by. “What’s up?” Instead of answering, he embraced me and kissed me lightly. He pulled back and looked into my eyes then kissed me again, holding me closer as I kissed him back. He urged me into the wall and caressed my hips and back. It felt good, but I couldn’t relax making out on company time. “Travis, we better stop before someone comes in here.”

“Don’t worry about that.” He kissed me again this time pressing his crotch into my belly, he was rock hard and I wanted to feel it in me. “I want to have you again, Jolene. I feel like I’m going to bust a nut just kissing you.”

“Anybody can come in here.”

“I’ll lock the door.”

“I’m not even on a real break. I better get back.” We both knew I wasn’t going anywhere before I got some. 

“Don’t tease me, baby. You’re hot too. I bet you’re soaking wet.” That was a bet he’d surely win.  He went to the door, pushed it shut then locked it.  He came back and lifted my skirt to squeeze my buttocks. “Girl, it’s gonna be so good,” he whispered and released me. He took a condom from his pocket then dropped his pants around his ankles. “You ready, baby?”

I was more than ready. I was wanton and reckless. I knew Travis was still legally married and almost as old as my father. Somehow him being the one I relieved my sexual tension with seemed super sexy and free. He was in no position to want more than a screw up against the wall once in a while from me.

“Travis, this is just sex, nothing more,” I reminded him and stepped out of my panties.

“Girl, you preaching to the choir,” he said and shoved his rock hard penis right inside me. “Oh God, yeah,” he said, grabbing my thigh roughly holding me firmly in place, then put his other hand between the wall and my buttocks. “Shit! This is the shit right here!” His thrusts were hard and vigorous, he grunted and cursed looking me right in my eyes until I climaxed. I held his shoulders, biting down on his rough work shirt to stifle my moans. Then he had me on the floor, pumping and pounding me so hard that I thought he was losing his mind. It was over just as it was starting to feel really good again. “Fuck!” he exclaimed and rolled off of me. “Fuck! Fuck that was good!”

It was, but quick as hell. I said nothing as I retrieved my panties. I tossed them in the trash bin rather than wear them. I looked at Travis lying on the floor, eyes closed and breathing hard. He gave it to me as hard and fast as he could and paid the price. 

After a visit to the ladies room, I went back to the office to wait the last twenty minutes of my shift. Edie tried to get me to pick up the phone, I ignored her and touched up the polish on my nails.
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Three
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The next morning, I received a great big assortment of flowers at my desk. The note read simply, Thinking of you. Nobody had ever made a fuss about me at work, or anywhere for that matter. Sweet, but not necessary. Until the flowers, I assumed he was like me. Out for sexual fun and games on the sly. Romance was not important, although sending flowers were romantic and I admit I liked it. The real turn on was in the smoking room. I wanted to have another go with him soon, just didn’t want him getting any ideas about us being together as a couple or anything. 

“Now, you better spill it.”

“Oh, Edie.” I brushed her aside to get behind my desk.

“Normally, a girl getting flowers at work means she met someone, or did something special.”

“I haven’t met anyone,” I shared. But the way I left Travis on the floor was special, I wanted to add.

“Who are those flowers from?”

“The card doesn’t say.”

“That arrangement looks expensive. Who do you know can afford to send flowers like that on a whim?”

“Almost every man I know with a job.” 

“Okay, chica. Keep being like that.” Edie tossed back her box braids and went to her own desk. 

Now she had me wondering stuff. “Hey, Edie.” I backed my chair out and pushed over to hers. “Who do you think sent the flowers?”

She studied on my face a few seconds then asked me, “Don’t you know?”

“I thought I did. But now that I’m thinking about it, he wouldn’t have done it.” He was neither romantic nor extravagant. In the few months we’d been hitting it off and on, he’d never even bought me lunch, or called me to say hello. It had always been strictly sex on the go.

“Who are you talking about?” Edie asked, pulling me out of my illicit thoughts.

“Travis.”

“Travis?” Edie’s eyes bugged out of her head. “Travis Nelson?” Her mouth dropped open. “The- the janitor?”

“What’s wrong with screwing a janitor?” Hell, he probably made more money than we did combined.

“Girl!” Edie shook her head as if not believing her ears. “That fool is married!”

“He’s in the process of a divorce. Besides, it’s not like it’s serious.”

“Then why did you think he sent you flowers?”

“Because we had sex yesterday.”

“You’ve been seeing him?” Edie looked at me like she just noticed I was purple.

“A few times and he never sent flowers afterward.” I looked over at the flowers. They were beautiful and expensive. Only one other man had been up in my face lately, and as a financial consultant and rumored to rich, sending flowers to women was no big deal to his wallet. “I think it was Dalton Montgomery,” I concluded.

“Clearly, he likes you.”

“He has a girlfriend.”

“He’s dating her,” Edie stated. “Not engaged to her. Besides, the situation might be different now. What does the card say?”

“Thinking of you and not signed,” I said. Dalton was thinking of me. Not Travis. He’d tried to wear me out, but did not think enough of me to follow up with a phone call or anything. But the day was still young. Travis had all day to impress me. 

I didn’t see or hear from him for four more days.

~*~
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At my car a single red rose and a card lay under my windshield wiper. I looked around to see if anyone was watching me. In front of the building stood Dalton, hands in his pockets. Our eyes met and I think he smiled. I opened the card and read the words, Lovely Jolene.  When I looked up, he was striding toward me.  

It had been a solid week since he’d sent the bouquet. I hate to say I never responded to him at all. Now, he was trying the single rose thing. 

“You accepted my flowers,” he said in lieu of a greeting.

“They are beautiful,” I said picking up the long stem and put it to my nose. “I love roses. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Would you think about going out with me sometime?”

“I don’t think so. Sorry.”

“If it’s Peggy, she won’t be a problem. I’m not seeing her anymore.”

“You aren’t? But she fought for you.”

“Well, I wasn’t impressed.”

“Why not? Um, I’m sorry. None of that is any of my business.” 

“I like you and she tried to hurt you,” he told me anyway.

“It was more like mutual combat,” I boasted. “And I pushed her first.”

“She had no business going after you for something I did.”

“What did you do?”

“I’d rather not say at this time.” Then, “Are you involved with someone?”

“Not really.”

“Excuse me, but what does that mean?”

“It’s complicated.” I guess I made myself as clear as mud from his expression. “You’re nice, but I’m not interested in seeing anyone at this time.”

“Why not?” I detected a sharp tone to his voice which halted me from getting inside my car. “What’s a guy got to do to get you to sit down and talk to him?”

“Maybe I don’t care about sitting down and talking to you- or any man. Maybe I don’t want the hassle or disappointment of dealing with your breed. How about you just leave me alone?”

“I don’t know what you’ve been through, but it wasn’t because of me. I’m not any god damn breed, Jolene. But cool, I’ll leave you alone.” He started across the lot.

Was I harsh or what? The guy had gone out of his way to show he liked me. Was that the problem? No. Before he came at me obviously with one thing on his mind and I still rejected him. Dalton seemed nice enough, young and generous, not married either.  I didn’t get why I’d been so hot for Travis and so cold to Dalton when he expressed interest in me. Could it be because he was white? I wasn’t ready for the swirl or what?

“Dalton, wait.” He slowed then turned. I ran the few steps up to him. “I’m sorry. I don’t know you to be saying stuff like that. I’ve been making wrong turns lately and I-”

“All right, I get it. You don’t want to date a white guy.”

“It isn’t your color. It’s just personal problems.”

“Okay, I get it.”  He was brushing me off.

“No, you don’t.”

“Is one of those wrong turns that married janitor?”

“What?” How did he know about Travis? I only mentioned the smoking room to Edie. Could he have seen something? No way. Nobody saw us go in and nobody was about when I left, or so I thought. Maybe my sexcapades weren’t so discreet.

“You are seeing him on the sly, aren’t you?”

“I don’t know what you are talking about.” I lied easily enough when I wanted to, and he had no business getting into mine anyway.

“Then I didn’t see you exit from a locked breakroom just a minute before he came out whistling?”

“What are you saying, Dalton? Why did you send me flowers if you thought I was messing around on the sly?”

“I wanted your attention. I wanted you to think about something nice. I wanted you to think of me. Of something better than being used by a married man.”

“Nobody is using me. I do what I want when I want, and with whomever I want.”

“So you’d rather do it with a married man in the broom closet than go out in public with me?”

“I’m not doing anything thing in a broom closet!  How dare- You know what? This conversation is over,” I said and turned on my heel.

“Jolene!”

I ignored him and fast walked back to my car. I drove out of the parking lot and at the corner, I happened to look in my rear view mirror. To my surprise, he was following me. He honked his horn to get my attention.

I wasn’t sure what he was up to and hoped I wasn’t making a mistake. At the next turn, I made a left and drove down to the nearby park. I got out and went to an empty bench and waited for him. He was persistent and I guess I wanted to hear him out without co-workers openly staring at us and speculating. I remained standing to meet his serious expression.

“What’s so important,” I demanded when he simply looked at me. “If you’re going to just-”

“Will you just chill out? Please.”

I’m not sure if it was his
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