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The hot number walks into the office straight from the pages of an erotic magazine. Like she’s a tease with those long slender legs, spiked heels and body hugging skirt with the peek-a-book slit in the back. Oh, to get her to walk over to me, bend over and let me have a feast. I sit straight as she approaches the receptionist desk. My desk, as the medical insurance rep, faces the front desk where I can watch the door and those walking inside. There’s a strict policy with Dr. Beavers, no dating the patients. He’s a dermatologist, and most of his patients are having simple things like checks for skin cancers, or the burning, cutting, or freezing of such cancers. A few are there for other skin issues, but nothing like sexually transmitted diseases. Before I came to work here, I worked in insurance for a gynecologist. Boy, did I see a lot of crap come through there. We weren’t the pregnancy side, but the side that saw lots of women with personal issues, down there.

“Dr. Beavers in? I have new samples and pamphlets,” the woman says.

Oh! A drug rep. Yes! I can handle and date that. And pound that. I turn and smile. She beams at me, face perfectly made. 

“Come on back, have a seat in Dr. Beavers’ office,” Michaela says.

I chuckle. Dr. Beavers looks at beavers all day long. Too bad I can’t help!

I stand and stretch. It’s 11:59, time for lunch. The clock ticks over to noon and Michaela locks the front door and turns the Out to Lunch sign. We have lunch from noon until 1:30.

I wait, giving the blonde bomb time to speak with Dr. Beavers. Normally, a drug rep is in a hurry and doesn’t take up too much time. She walks out of Dr. Beavers office at the same time I walk by. What a coincidence. Haha.

“Hi, hey, I was wondering if you’d like to go out to lunch. I’m Michael, by the way,” I say as I hold out my hand.

“Oh, how quaint. A Michaela and a Michael working up front,” she says. “I’m Jilly, by the way.”

“Yeah, coincidence, possibly fate, if you believe in such a thing,” I say and laugh.

“Oh, are you two a thing?”

I can’t believe she’d ask such a thing when I just asked her out to lunch. “Oh no. We’re friends. She’s married with a 3-year old daughter at home.” Like being married and having a kid would stop an affair. Michaela isn’t my type anyway.

“Oh, sorry. Just the fate comment. Um, sure on the lunch date. Hop in, I have one more stop before I can go to lunch. Is that okay?”

“Sure, I have an hour and a half.”

We hop into her car, a sporty version of a full-sized sedan, with all the bells and whistles. Some sort of a Chrystler. 

“Yeah, my company provides the car. You know how wealthy the drug companies are.” Her laugh is high pitched and light and just right.

“I sure do. I file all the medical claims, I see what the drug companies charge for the meds.” My head shakes. It’s way too high for most of the folks we serve.

“Which is why I come to the rescue with samples galore. There are a few who can pay for it and make it worth it. Believe me, the pharmaceutical companies have done the math. They know what earns the bottom line. Okay, right here. Quick in and out. The doctors don’t like taking up time anymore than I do.”

She rushes to the trunk, grabs her case on wheels and steps inside the pediatrician's office. Her hips sway just right and her bubbly personality makes it all worthwhile. I check my phone and ten minutes later she bee-bops out, all smiles.

“Okay, do you like seafood? My treat,”  she says as she steers her car to Jacks On The Beach. I laugh.

“No, I’ll pay and yes, I love seafood.” Jacks offers a quick lunch menu and gives professionals incentive to stop in.

“Okay, this time. Next time I’ll pay,” she says as she pulls into the parking lot of Jacks.

Oh, a next time? She’s presumptive and optimistic about us. I’m not quite there yet, but I like her looks and personality, so I’m pretty sure I’ll be joining her on the optimism about our potential relationship.

We pour over the lunch menu. The server comes up. 

“I’ll have the shrimp cocktail and the flounder platter.”

“And I’ll have the All You Can Eat shrimp with steamed vegetables,” I say.

“Very nice. Next time I’ll try that.” Jilly smiles as she sips her cocktail and I drink my soda.

“Too bad we are working, otherwise I’d have a glass of white wine with dinner,” I say, more to show my sophistication. 

“White wine. Aw, you have exquisite tastes,” she says.

“I do,” I say as I lift my soda. “I’m here with you, aren’t I?” Score two points for me.

“Indeed.”

“Do you live around here? You’re new.”

“Oh, I live about  fifteen minutes out. This is part of my territory. I worked in Jackson, Mississippi for years and transferred here. I rather enjoy the dry air over the humidity of the south.”

“Yeah, Denver is dryer than the south. We catch the cool winds off the mountains, but it can also be stifling here too.”

“You’ve lived here all your life?”

“Actually, I’m from San Diego, a Navy brat. We had a stint in Colorado Springs while I was a child, and I love Colorado. I came back after my schooling and found a job here in the medical records field,” I say.

“Oh, I love San Diego. Perfect weather there. I enjoy vacationing there. I’m from South Florida, near the Glades. I took on different jobs moving around and finally settled on pharmaceutical rep. At first, I worked in Atlanta, but hated the traffic there. I received a position in Mobile and moved, but even though it was next to the Gulf, I wasn’t happy. Had a short marriage there, wrong man, wrong timing. Long story, I won’t bore you with the details. No children, thankfully. The company sent me to rep Jackson, Mississippi and I did that for three years. Loved it. Then the position opened up for the Denver area and I jumped on it.”

Her eyes sparkle as she talks. She’s led an interesting life. A divorcess, but that’s okay. “You don’t look old enough to have worked that long.” Yeah, I’m fishing for her age.

She giggles. Good sign. “I’m 28. Did college and graduated with a business degree at 21. Worked my way through. Married the wrong man at 24, only married for two months. Sad. I tend to jump in too fast. But he was a player and I knew better. You’re not a player, are you?”

I laugh. “No. I’m just a simple medical records grunt who lives a rather boring life. I saw a pretty lady and asked her out. I’m normally not this bold,” I say. “Unless I’ve had a few beers.”

“Oh no, don’t tell me that.” Her face skews into a frown. 

“Kidding. I’m not a player, nor do I drink with the boys. I enjoy an occasional craft beer, and I attend festivals and some clubs once in a while. Normally, I’m doing home maintenance and trekking to the cabin in Vale.

“Okay, I believe you. What you do in your spare time is your business,” she says.

We leave the restaurant and she drops me off at work. Before I get out of the car I turn to her. “Mind if I have your phone number?”

She quickly jots it on a business card. “Not at all. Have a great day, Michael. Thanks for lunch.”

I wave the card in the air. “You’re welcome. And you too, and thanks for this.”

After work I send her a text.

Michael here. Enjoyed lunch with you.

Thirty seconds later...

Me too.

Alrighty then. I take a dare and make a bold move.

Dinner Saturday night? Maybe the Showman’s Dinner Theater?

Sounds delish. What time? Meet there...

6

See you then.

I stop at that. No need to push it. She’s not wanting to know where I live or me know where she lives. When we meet, she’s wearing a pair of knee-high boots with spiked  heels and a short black skirt with a red and black blouse. I whistle. She’s a complete bomb.

“Thank you,” she says as she places her arm through mine and we enter the dinner theater. 

There are no
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