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Smooth Operator


Meesha Covington spotted him the moment he
entered Belle’s Diner. Her heart skipped a beat as it always had
since he began coming there a month ago. She watched, fascinated by
the way the five- foot- eleven -inch, brown-skinned man with the
medium build, and tailored suit, moved with ease. He was not part
of the usual crowd that came into Belle’s. There was a confidence
about him that set off her sexual meter. Now, it was registering
off the charts. He must have known she was looking—he turned,
flashing her a smile. She warmed from head to toe.

The place was busy. Every booth was occupied
and there were no vacancies at the counter. Many of the customers
who frequented Belle’s were regulars who enjoyed soul food. The
atmosphere allowed them to unwind, enjoy a delicious meal with
family, someone special, or by themselves if they preferred.

He always came in alone, always sat in her
station, and always ordered the special of the day. He did not
speak but always left a generous tip. The most important thing
Meesha noticed was that he was not wearing a wedding ring.

It had been two years since she had been with
a man, once her engagement had ended with Taylor Ross. Taylor was a
Detective with the narcotics division of the local police
department. It was always her worst fear that she would receive a
phone call, telling her that he had been shot or worse.

Meesha remembered the day vividly. She was at
her parents when she received the call that he was in the Intensive
Care Unit. He had been shot in the chest during an undercover drug
investigation with drug Kingpin, Chamber Lawson. The bullet
narrowly missed Taylor’s heart.

He’d been obsessed with bringing down
Chamber, who had been identified as a major drug dealer in the
southeast area of Washington, DC since the late 2000’s, the exact
same neighborhood he had been raised in. Taylor was investigating a
drug lead in the local high school where his younger brother, Juan,
had been found dead from an unfortunate overdose, several months
earlier. The star of the basketball team, Juan had been accepted to
a prestigious university on a basketball scholarship. His dream had
been to play in the NBA.

Meesha had arrived at the Washington Hospital
Center to find Taylor fighting for his life. He looked helpless.
The doctors did not believe he would make it through the night. She
and her family staged a prayer vigil by his bedside, without end. A
couple of days later, he opened his eyes. She had almost lost him
and never wanted to feel that type of fear again. Her peace of mind
was short lived. Like fall leaves that disappear too soon, joy was
elusive.

Lawson eventually denied shooting Taylor. He
had the best lawyers on his payroll and was acquitted on a
technicality. Taylor was determined to put him behind bars. The
verdict, along with Taylor’s obsession to catch Lawson, put a
strain on their relationship. She had enough. She refused to stand
by and watch him put his life in danger again. The engagement
ended. But there was something about this new stranger that made
her want to try dating again.

She placed the plate of food in front of a
customer, making her way toward his table, when Angel, her best
friend, and fellow cashier stopped her. “Your boyfriend is here,”
she mused. During the day, Angel Barber worked at Belle’s. She left
the diner and moonlighted at another restaurant several nights a
week. She needed the extra money to open her own restaurant.

Meesha blushed. “He’s not my boyfriend.” She
giggled. “Not yet.”

Angel returned the giggle. “Oh, come on. He
only comes in to see you. He will not sit in anyone’s station but
yours. He has a crush on you.”

“Can I help it if he likes my service?”

Angel sucked her teeth. “Hmmm. I’m sure you
would love to give him some service.” She rolled her neck. “Some
uh, ‘special’ service.”

Meesha hit her on the arm playfully. “Very
special.”

She hurried toward the stranger’s booth. The
thought of Angel’s comment was still in the back of her mind. She
stopped in front of him as the smell of his expensive cologne
embraced her. She took a whiff. “Nice,” she thought to herself.

“Good evening, welcome to Belle’s,” she
announced in her professional tone. He was studying the menu. He
glanced up at her with those romantic brown eyes. She found herself
swimming in them. She swallowed the thick lump in her throat. “May
I take your order?” she managed to get out. “Or will you have the
special...again?”

“Yes, I will have the special, again.” He
handed her back the menu with a sly smile on his face. His eyes
locked with hers. Her heart dropped in her stomach from the open
stare. This time it was her who looked away.

“I’ll be right back with the special,” she
replied, taking the menu. As she walked away, he asked, “Can I have
a glass of water, please?”

“Of course. I’m sorry.” She could have kicked
herself. Customers always received a complimentary glass of water.
It was obvious his presence had her heated in the worst way.

She retrieved the water glass and carefully
placed it on his table. “Thank you, Meesha.”

She stopped in her tracks, a surprised look
on her face. He had to know her name with how often he visited, but
today was the first day he called out her name.

“Did I pronounce it properly?” he inquired,
glancing at the nametag on her uniform. “It is Mee-sha?”

The way he enunciated her name in his
southern drawl was a turn on. It did not take much, and she could
not help but wonder what his voice would sound like in the bedroom,
during the throes of passion.

She beamed. “Yes, you pronounced it right.
It’s Meesha.”

“Good. I didn’t want to mispronounce it.” He
smiled a beautiful smile, exposing straight, white teeth. “Meesha
is a beautiful name. Just like you are.”

“Thank you. But you know my name, and I don’t
know yours now.”

“It’s Lorenzo. Lorenzo Cullins.” He extended
a large hand.

She accepted his handshake. The touch of his
long, strong fingers on her skin caused her to tingle inside. She
had not experienced anything so tantalizing since Taylor. “It’s
nice to officially meet you, Lorenzo.”

“Same here. I’ve always wanted to introduce
myself, but never got up the nerve.”

“You don’t look like the shy type.” She
grinned from ear-to-ear. She could not believe they were finally
talking.

He shrugged. “Usually, I’m not. But, uh,
there is something about you.” He tilted his head to one side, his
gaze traveling up and down her five- foot four-inch petite frame.
“I don’t know what it is, but it makes me nervous.”

“Believe me, sweetheart, I’m harmless. I
don’t bite.” His remarks made her feel naughty. She could not help
but wonder what it would be like to make nonstop love to him.
“Unless you want me to.”

“I just bet you are.” She sighed as he winked
at her.

Meesha turned and headed toward the counter.
She placed Lorenzo’s order with Jarvis, the fastest Chef in town,
and began waiting on her other customers. Whenever she passed his
table their eyes would meet. Her heart did flip-flops.

“Will there be anything else?” she asked,
when he motioned for the bill. “What about dessert?” she suggested,
imaging her body as his dessert. She had made progress with Lorenzo
and did not want to lose the good vibe they had going. She may not
have been out on a date in over two years, but she knew when a man
was interested.

“We have apple pie. The best in the
district”, she added.

“Sounds delicious. I would love to take you
up on the apple pie, but I have to get back to work.” He stood.

“Oh.” She was trying to hide the
disappointment in her voice.

He smiled again. “Can I get a rain
check?”

“Sure.”

“Oh, and I like whip cream with my apple
pie.” This time the smile was mischievous. Reaching inside his suit
pocket, he pulled out a card. “Here’s my card. We should get
together sometime”

“I’d like that,” she said on a puff of
breath. Taking his card, she jotted her number down on a napkin,
and handed it to him.

“I better get going,” he said. “Running late.
I’ll call you.” He softly touched her on the shoulder, offering her
one last smile, and was out the door. She was on cloud nine. She
glanced down at the card he had given her. Lorenzo Cullins, Defense
Attorney-At-Law.

She hurried to the employee lounge where
Angel was having lunch. She dropped in the chair next to her and
bragged about Lorenzo being an attorney.

“A lawyer? Go on, gurl. Lawyers make good
money.”

She studied Angel’s face. “I know. The man is
handsome and has it going on. I could tell from the way he dressed
and carried himself that he was educated, but I never thought he
was a lawyer.”

“I thought he was a drug dealer or
something,” Angel quipped.

Meesha shot her a look. “Why?” She could feel
herself getting upset. “Why, whenever a black man does well, does
he have to be involved in criminal activity?”

“Because they usually are. Just be careful,”
Angel warned. “Is he married?”

“I didn’t notice a wedding ring,” Meesha
defended.

“That does not mean anything these days,”
Jarvis chimed in. “I’ve been married five years. I don’t wear a
ring.”

“Why not?” Meesha asked.

“A piece of jewelry doesn’t mean anything. A
man or woman is going to do what they are going to do, regardless
of it.”

“I agree. Sex is better when it’s forbidden,”
Angel threw in. Jarvis stood.

“True. True,” he added on his way out the
door.

“You both are trifling.” Meesha giggled.

“Married or not, you need to get yourself
some. You are long overdue. Probably got cobwebs.” Angel joined in
Meesha’s laughter. “Do you still know how to do it?”

“Oh, you got jokes.”

“Not having sex in two years is the
joke.”

Angel and Meesha had been friends since the
twelfth grade. Most people could not figure out how the pair became
and remained friends. The women were as different as night and day.
From the moment they met in algebra class, their opposite
personalities hit it off. Meesha was stable, calm, and cool, while
Angel was wild and full of excitement. No adventure for her was off
limits. Knowing she planned to open her own restaurant was a sign
of maturity. At least Angel knew what she wanted to do with her
life. Since Meesha’s breakup with Taylor, her future plans were
less clear.

Angel began working at Belle’s while still in
high school and got Meesha hired soon after. The tips were good and
Meesha managed to put away a little nest egg. She even thought
about going to college. A straight “A” student, her parents would
be pleased. She was great with numbers and considered a career in
accounting.

But all plans changed when Taylor entered her
life. Soon thereafter, Meesha’s family went through the roof when
she turned down an academic scholarship to Georgetown University to
move in with him. Her family called her young and foolish. They
believed she should have been interested in furthering her
education, and not the kind Taylor was giving her.

The thought of him still put a smile on her
face despite his flaws. He was an expert lover. She could still
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