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CHAPTER ONE

​ Break

 


​ Charlene sighed as she stepped outside. The dining hall was
crowded, and she needed a cigarette, as well as some time alone --
her friends had been so annoying lately. They were trying to get
her to go on a date with this guy, whom she hated. Her friends only
wanted her to go out with him because he was in the same frat as
all their boyfriends. They thought it'd be cute if their boyfriends
were all in the same fraternity. Charlene didn't think that was so
cute.

Ohmigod, Karen! I am so not wearing
that! I'll look like such a skank!

You look so good in it!

There they were. Her friends were coming this
way. They hadn't seen her yet, so she had to make the decision:
stay and hang out? Or leave before they saw her? Once she saw that
they were bringing that blond jock from Kappa Gamma Pi -- she had
met him at a party and thought he was a douchebag -- she decided to
leave; she was sure they brought him in hopes that he'd "seal the
deal" with Charlene.

She took her cigarette around to the back of
the Dining Hall. She'd been thinking of quitting lately, but now
she was glad to use her smoking to get away from her friends. She
did not want to explain, yet again, why she didn't find that
piss-haired frat boy appealing.

Usually it was just the kitchen staff smoking
back there, but today it was empty. Probably because the dinner
rush was still in full swing, she thought, there was no chance for
anyone to take a break.

The sound of arguing emanated from the kitchen
area. Charlene blushed as she realized she was overhearing an
employee and his boss fight. She couldn't quite make out the words,
but she soon gathered that the employee -- one of the gruff black
men who made up most of the personnel -- had asked permission to
take a smoke break, and the boss had said no.

"I gots a right, man! Every two hours. That's
in the fucking law," said the black guy as he stepped outside. He
saw Charlene there, grunted his hello, then lit a cigarette. He
poked his head back in the door and yelled, "If you ever talk to me
like a retard again, I will rip your goddamn spine out, you
mealy-mouthed shit!"
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