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When I became owner of the Italian restaurant at the age of twenty-eight, twenty-three year old Clea came in looking for a job. Long straight blonde hair that reached mid-back, glossy and perfectly brushed. Her outfit, a body hugging green dress with large gold buttons reached to just above her knees. The spiked heels accentuated her long slender legs. Gleaming nails painted a muted dark pink matches her lips, matte color. I notice these little things on people I really like, and I really liked her the moment we met.

My establishment was bought as a run down eatery, where I applied coats of paint, new floors, new equipment, new tables and chairs. I even hired an interior design team to decorate it making it look Tuscan. It’s a good investment. Hard working people came in applying for all jobs from servers, to cooks, to cleaners, and the cherry on top would be my host or hostess. Clea certainly fit the bill for a hostess.

“You’re hired,” I said as I shook her hand. 

She smiled and became a star attraction to Tuscany’s Bowl. The attraction grew but I tried to keep it platonic, because I’m the boss and she’s the employee. I didn’t want any of the other employees to think I was playing favorites, though I certainly wanted to.

She perches at the podium, her long shapely legs crossed her foot swinging to the beat of the soft Italian music playing. She’s the perfect picture of a gorgeous woman.

“Clea, how are you tonight?” I ask casually.

She sits up perkily. “Just wonderful. How are you Mr. Reggi?”

I laugh. “Please just call me Reggi.”

“But everyone  here calls you Mr. Reggi.”

I told my employees to call me Mr. Reggi instead of my last name, Calabresie. it ‘s just easier.

“Okay, that’s fine. But I’d love for you to call me Reggi in private,” I say and wink. I’m wondering if she’s open to more than just an employee-boss relationship. I certainly don’t want her to feel pressured because I am her boss.

“Okay. Mr. I mean Reggi,” she says and giggles.

I let it go for the moment. She’s nervous. 

“What are your plans for the weekend?” I ask.

“Oh, I’m painting my deck,” she says and blushes.

“You own your place?”

“Why yes. I bought it on auction. I worked at the computer place before as a saleswoman and saved my commissions,” she says.

My brow furrows. “You were a computer saleswoman and you quit to be a hostess?”

She smiles. “Yes, weird, I know. I make as much for you without the pressure of selling computers. I also enjoy dressing up like I do and socializing,” she says.

“Oh, then it’s a perfect job then.”

Saturday morning comes around and I put on an old tee shirt and a pair of painter’s pants. I have Clea’s address on file, so I show up with paint brushes, rollers, and pans at ten a.m. hoping it’s not too early. The doorbell rings on the small house. It’s a craftsman house with a nice front porch, and neat manicured flower beds. No one comes to the door, so I ring it again. Perplexed, because her small white car sits in the driveway, I make my way around to the back yard. Sure enough, she’s dressed in overalls, a white tee shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and her long blonde hair weaved into two braids flowing over her breasts over each shoulder. She’s busy swiping the brush, music playing a nice beat, which explains why she didn’t hear her doorbell.

“Clea!”

Her head jerks up, a look of complete surprise crosses her face. I’m standing at the gate of her fence.

“Reggi! Oh my! What are you doing here?” she says as she lays the paint brush down and laughs while coming my way.

“I thought I’d be a good friend and pop by to help you with your painting,” I say as I lift the items I bought.

She messed with the gate latch and opened it for me. “Well, darn it. Come on in. Did you ring the doorbell?”

“I did,” I say laughing.

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t hear it.”

“I figured. Put me to work, girl.”

“Oh my goodness. Thank you,” she says.

I stand on her deck and start sanding the top while she’s working on it underneath. She peeks out. “I’m probably doing this backwards, but my least favorite part of this is being under here,” she says.

“Let me,” I say as I crouch down and take the brush from her hand. 

“It’s just a treatment. The real paint will be on top,” she says.

“I’ve got it,” I say.

The smile on her face stays as we work all day on her deck. When it’s done, we have painted all the way to the door.

“I suppose I owe you some dinner, probably dessert too,” she says.

“Well, I didn’t come here expecting dinner and dessert. I just wanted to help you with the deck,” I say.

“I insist,” she says as she grabs my arm and pulls me inside.

Her home gives me a decidedly warm feeling. She’s decorated with real flowers and houseplants. The Early American decor gives it a cozy feeling with her large kitchen.

“This is nice,” I say.

“Yeah, I bought it from an auction. The little old lady that lived here before had a love for plants. I even bought all the furniture in it. The house reminds me of my grandparents' home. From what I heard, she was a nice lady before she ended up sick and in the hospital. Her family auctioned it all. It’s like a treasure trove. I have sold off some of the stuff and added my own. The family came through and got what they wanted, but it wasn’t much.”

“Wow, what a deal,” I say as I take a seat in a comfy overstuffed floral patterned chair. 

“It was. My banker gave me the loan. And then working for you, I’m able to make the payments just fine. I don’t require a lot of fancy stuff, but I enjoy what I have.”

“I live in the River Crescent Community. The townhouse serves me well, I spend most of my time at the restaurant. I don’t have a nice yard like you do,” I say, realizing how much I envy her.

“The River Crescent Community is nice though,” she says.

“Nice for singles. The townhouse is small, just two bed, two baths. Oddly, the second bath is downstairs. So any guests I have has to climb downstairs for their bathroom,” I say and laugh.

“Do you have many guests?” she asks as she pulls beef patties out and places them on a flat top grill.

“No, not really,” I admit. “Occasionally my brother comes over and his kids.”

“How many kids?”

“He has two boys. He and his wife are separated.” I shake my head.

“Oh too bad. Irreconcilable differences?”

“Eh, something like that. They weren’t well suited for each other. They had to marry, if you know what I mean,” I say.

She giggles. “Oh, I see. That’s okay. I’m sure those boys are well loved. How old are they?”

“Three and six,” I say and smile.

“Wow, young.”

“Yeah, they divorced when the youngest was one. It’s for the best though.”

I love how Clea is so interested in my life. “What about you? Any siblings, nieces and nephews?”

“Just one niece so far. She’s a tot, just turned one. My sister lives in Utah though, so I don’t get to see them much,” she says.

“Aw, just the one sister?”

“I have two brothers too. They aren’t married yet, still in high school.” She smiles when talking about her family.
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The table fills with cube steak and sauteed peppers and onions, garlic mashed potatoes, steamed green beans, and a nice big salad. She sets a basket of fresh baked rolls she pulled from a package earlier.

“What? You don’t bake your rolls?” I ask as I laugh.

“No, sorry. You’re lucky I have what I have. I’m more into quick and convenient,” she says and laughs.

After dinner, she brings me a piece of chocolate cream pie, we enjoy while sitting in her living room. 

“This is from a box in the freezer,” she admits. She’s sitting on the sofa with me, but we’re not close, she’s at one end and I’m at the other.

“It’s the company that matters,” I say as I smile at her.

“Well, I’m glad you like it then,” she says.

She’s an
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