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It’s nice being the boss and not having to take shit off people. I had worked at the power plant for two and a half years when they made me foreman. I paid my dues. I took classes at the community college and learned all about electrical engineering and landed the position with the promise of promotion once I proved myself. Three years into it and I’m happy with my life, except for one thing. I’m still single. Single and twenty-six. I’m not saying I’m lonely necessarily, but I’d like to explore my options. Women dig me, I can tell. After work I head to the gym at work and pump iron, building muscles and rock-solid abs. Normally, I pump iron in the mornings, but I didn’t have time today. I look good in my clothes, if I do say so myself.

The ladies on the line all eye me when I come around. I see their brows lift; I hear the whispers. “Donald is fine. Did you see his arms?” It’s enough to give me a huge boost to my ego. Back in high school I was a pipsqueak. I barely had dates because I was a skinny little shit and scared of my own shadow. When I received the certificate in electrical engineering from the community college, I grew a set of balls. Realizing I am in control of my life, I made changes and now I’m happy with the way I look and what I do.

Right now, the ladies on line twelve giggle as I come to them. I’m the boss, I’m the man of the hour. “Ladies,” I say as I nod. They smile and nod. What’s funny is that half of them are married, but they sure do flirt.

“Looking good there, Donald,” Missy Chapwell says.

She’s married so I don’t flirt too hard. I’m not interested in an affair, even if she is drop-dead gorgeous. “Thank you, doll. How’s things going? Did Ted receive that raise?” I ask making sure she knows that I’m aware of her marital status. I make it my business to know what’s going on as it helps keep me out of trouble.

Missy nods. “Yes, he did. Thank you for asking,” she says, obviously pleased that I knew something about her.

Lunch hour comes around and Stan waits for me as we climb the steps to the executive break room. Because we’re foremen, we have the privilege of eating with the other big wigs. 

“Becky asked me if you’d be interested in going out with her cousin, Trista,” Stan says as we sit at a table. The other big wigs are being cozy. Really, the foremen are the grunt workers of the execs. It’s okay, I don’t mind. The admin is at least thirty-five and I’m nine years from it. My man, Stan, is closer at twenty-nine. He’s been married for three years now and his wife just had a baby boy, their first. I envy them in a way.

“Trista, is she pretty?”

When Stan winces, I know the answer. “Um...”

“Is she sexy then? I mean curves and willingness sometimes helps me overlook the butt uglies,” I say and laugh.

Stan chuckles. “It’s not that she’s ugly. I don’t know, man. To me she’s a bit chunky.”

“Hey, chucky gals need love too,” I say as I laugh.

“Well, when I say chunky, I mean she really needs to lose some weight. Not just big curvy girl, but obese,” he says.

I shake my head. “Not to be discriminatory, but I’m not a chunky gal type of man,” I say.

Nessa Williams isn’t a skinny gal, but she’s curvy in all the right places, and single. I sigh and gloss over that thought, not even my man Stan knows. “Maybe I could be convinced of a date, you know if you and Becky cook some ribs in the smoker and provide plenty of beer,” I say.

“Dude, you know the rules. Beck will smell the fish a mile away if we try to get you drunk enough to date her cousin,” Stan says.

“Surely Becky can understand the dilemma then,” I say as I wave my hands.

“She’s mistakenly thought you are a decent man.”

I wince. “I am decent,” I say.

“You know what I mean. You’re decent enough, but not decent enough to not want to get drunk to go on a date with Trista,” Stan says.

I shrug. “It is what it is, dude,” I say and grin. Looking at my watch, I stand and stretch. After carrying my trash to the can I head for the door. “Let me know if you change your mind. I need to get back to work.”

I leave with Stan sitting at the table finishing his lunch. I can’t linger, I have a meeting with an employee and our human resource officer. At least, I keep up with my duties.

I think about Stan’s offer to go out with Trista. It’s not that I’m desperate, but maybe I should give her a chance. I’ll toy with it for a few days and see if my desperation rises once the weekend arrives and I’m dateless, again. It’s not that I don’t ask women out on dates, I do. I’m just picky. There’s a very narrow window of women I like and well, not all are like that. It’s to my detriment most of the time. I don’t like em too fat or too skinny. I like em just right. There’s not too many around that I consider just right. There is one, but well, I turn into a blubbering idiot when I’m around her. Perhaps it’s because she pays me no mind. But she’s single and all that jazz. She’s also what I consider just right. Perhaps I should turn on the old Donald charm and woo her into a date with me. 

There she is, working her spot. Her auburn curls poke out from under the paper cap on her head. She’s gorgeous in or out of the work uniform.

I walk through doing my observations and she purposefully keeps her eyes on her work, not even giving me a sideways glance. Her round ass moves as she slides back and forth. I can’t help but appreciate what a fine specimen she is.

“Nessa, how’s it going?” I ask casually as I pause.

She glances up, her lips remaining in a tight line. “Fine,” she says and doesn’t return the sentiment. Perhaps she has it in for all those in higher positions than hers.

“Keep up the good work,” I say and stop short of patting her on the back. It strikes me that she may misconstrue the gesture, so I tread lightly with her.

At lunch I broach the subject with Stan. She’s on his line and I see her as I walk through checking on my workers. “What’s up with Nessa?” I ask as I munch on my sub sandwich.

“I’m not sure,” Stan says and shrugs. Then he leans forward and grins. “Why? Are you interested?”

I blush, I mean he has a way of hitting the nail squarely on the head. “Maybe. She’s pretty, kind of my type.”

“I guess this means you aren’t interested in a date with Trista?” His brow lifts.

“I’ve never even laid eyes on Trista, much less spoken to her. I have with Nessa. I guess I’d like to maybe explore my options with Nessa first. You know, because I’m curious and all,” I say.

“I really don’t know her personally. I mean, she’s a good worker, Nessa. I know Trista is,” he says and winks.

I shake my head. “Okay, I hear you. I’m just curious about Nessa. I’ll take it upon myself to explore options.”

“Just keep it clean,” Stan says. He takes a long drink of his soda and wads his trash.

“I always keep it clean. I’m not about to jeopardize my position with the company,” I say and do the same with my trash.

Stan isn’t much help, so I need to make myself more available to find out if Nessa has a significant other. She’s very quiet and private. I watch as she takes her breaks, she heads to the break room and doesn’t go outside to the smoking area. Score one for her. I casually waltz into the room and see she’s reading a book, her eyes on the pages and not paying attention to anything or anyone else.

I plan it right and when Nessa’s break is
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