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Book 1 Captivated

The room sized closet was recently graced with a new line of Armani suits, just released for spring. A Forester´s taste was nothing if not the three Es –exquisite, elegant and expensive. He had this standard to live up to all his life. You couldn’t have the last name without looking the part. His family could be called the twenty first century Ewings in the name of wealth and status only with less the many family members and scrupulous drama. Forester Oil Company was today one the leading distributor´s of oil in America, and as of now becoming an international brand, thanks to him. The new generation from the line of Forester men was going to be the first to launch the company worldwide. 

Alexander Forester both his first and last name would soon be known all over the world. He looked in the mirror trying to decided on whether the blue or black tie. It was a funny how he was indecisive with fashion, yet such a brilliant decision maker when it came to corporate matters. In a few days, he was going to meet with investors from Tokyo and finalize deal securing the first branch of Forester Oils outside the United States. It was what he had dreamt of transforming the company into from he was a teenager just learning how takeover and run his birth right, a renowned billion dollar business. 

A discreet knock on the wooden door by a maid delivering the message that his drive just pulled up outside, he nodded and grabbed his attaché case.

Charlie got the limo door once he saw him came out the building. He was forty-seven years old and about to welcome a grandchild and retire from chauffeuring after working for his family since he was in diapers. Picking him up from school every day and recuing him from his boring tutors on weekends, trading in his studies for a drive to Coney Island. He was the only real adult friend, apart from Lilly, he had. 

“Good morning, Al.” he greeted.

“Morning, Charlie. How’s Alice doing?” 

“Quite well, she’s due any week now,” He said with utter satisfaction.

“That’s great and the morning sickness?”

“Not as bad, thank god...” He rubbed over his creased brow. “She’s gotten use the symptoms after the past eight months. How’s dear Lilly?”

“Fighting,” His fervent reply made Charlie sympathize.

“Be sure to tell Alice how happy I am for her.” He smiled.

“Will do, Al, I’m happy for you too.” 

Alex crooked his head to the side. “Why?” 

“I don’t know but you always that chipper look on your face whenever you accomplished something important to you.” He hinted ushering him into the vehicle. “I’m goin’ miss you so much, Charlie.” He told him while getting inside.

The New York traffic was evaded, since they were on early time the streets were messy, newspapers scattered all over the city daily as a result of the windy weather they were having. Through the window Alex glanced blankly at the various homeless shelters that passed by. Each had long lines of people waiting and hoping the shelters had enough room to take them in. “Amazing how the government withdraws a handsome percentage of corporate tax from top manufacturers and uses it for the benefit of these worthless money hungry politicians, instead of public welfare,” he thought with loathing. 

***
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“DID YOU SEE THE GAME last night?”

Patrick asked, throwing the baseball to Alex, who looked up from the paperwork in time snatch in his hands. “This isn’t a playground, Pat, are you trying to break something?” he scolded Patrick in the manner their parents did when they were children. Growing up they played softball in the house around the expensive furniture and antiques. Each time they destroyed priceless antiques they ran away and placed the blame on the house pets or their nanny.

“Spoilsport,” He mouthed, catching the ball back.

“No...I’m a grown up and no I didn’t see it I had a lot of work.”

Alex told him, opening a next file.

“Wow. Do you honestly know who you sound exactly like just now?” Patrick’s eyes widened astonished. He could have sworn Mr. Forester number 1 just passed through the room.

“Don’t go there, Pat.” He yielded a deflective scowl. “Besides I want to concentrate on these charts and would appreciate it if you don’t hit anything on my desk. Least not until I’m done.” His best friend/Chief Executive of Forester Oil organization, though he didn’t act as such, was one of the main reasons the firm reached where it is today. He had a skill for being the fun guy without losing focus on doing his job up to and even above standard. Sadly, Alex was not that kettle of fish, he wished he was. Between maintaining the company’s production level, increasing the chain of affiliates for an improvement in the marketing patterns. As well as keeping all the accounts balanced while using its resources and the full- effort to expand the company name, he was undoubtedly a workaholic.

“You got to be kidding me, Al. Is it my imagination, or didn’t we cover that yesterday?” 

He flipped his hands over and shrugged his shoulders.

“We had a mere presentation. I need to revise these projects myself before our investors visit on Friday.”

“You need to get a life man, don’t sweat it, we have Tokyo in the bag.” He said throwing the ball in the air and caught it with one hand from behind.

“The trip will be scheduled for the beginning of March. What do you think?”

He asked plugging the flashdrive into his smart desktop.

“I think you need to get a life, as I said,” he pulled out a Yankee cap from his jacket pocket. “Send our representatives their highly trained and will bring home the bacon. Besides you’ve been working nonstop for ten months now. It’s time you sit back and relax.”

“And why worry whether or not they can meet all our goals? Don’t count on it, you should know better than that, Pat. This is the future of Forester Oils we’re talking about here.”

“Good grief. Someone really should show you how to be more easygoing,” he said putting on the cap.

“This company’s foundation was built on being easygoing,” Alex retorted tapping on the keyboard.

***
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I GASPED JOLTING UP from the fluffy pillow. I rested my back against the head board rubbing my forehead. After my breathing began to normalize I went into the kitchen fixing myself a fresh glass of tap water. I rehydrated my dry throat while switching on the TV. I skipped through the channels till I found one of my classic favorites, Weekend at Barneys. Nothing like a nice movie to cure bad nightmares, I fetched a Greek yogurt from the fridge. My program was disturbed by the sound heavy-metal rock and roll. Stepping out onto the balcony the freezing air was made less crude by the sight of dotted yellow lights, flashes twinkled across the tangled ribbon of streets. Factory workers were just getting off their late shift. Some people were punching in for overtime as feral young women explored the nightlife going shopping at 1:00 in the morning. 

At the corner street, I spotted a mini pub, the source of the rock and roll. Wait, when the hell did that get there? A Pub, on Fifth Avenue playing loud music and disrupting residents, how could that have possible been approved? I sighed, swinging my hands in the air. No sleep. No peace. No peaceful sleep.

***
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“ARE YOU KIDDING ME,” Sara uttered in amazement watching me gobble down the beef Taco. She was our Agency’s new intern as of last month and already she was dubbed nothing but a posh, overly perky ginger with an additional diva attitude. I bumped into her one unlucky afternoon and the rest was history she kept on my tail following me everywhere like a poodle just freed its leash. “That’s over two hundred calories of fat G.G. think twice if you value your fine figure.” Oh yeah, she also a critic when comes well everything: make-up, hair, clothes even your choice of lunch. 

Wait, is she implying I’m chubby? Grrr... let it go Gina. My subconscious pleaded not to get her even more round up. 

I swear. I’ll never get use her pestilent bickering. Sara Edwards, born and raised in the affluent new money family thanks to her father’s leap of success in venture capitalism with Wall Street stock exchange. According to her diary she takes pride letting the whole organization on, she wants an independent look on life whilst becoming twenty-three. So her connected father went through his links and introduce her somewhere suitable her social standing. And she apparently selected Lengua because her skill set was not much but a notably fluency in French. Yesterday in the cafeteria she brought a New York Times Weekly with her gathering everybody to show us her picture and below it publicly announcing her engagement to the French-American banker she was on the arm of at the prestige gala. 

“This has been my eating habit for let’s see...as long as I can remember.” 

Her jaw dropped.

“I don’t believe you, how do stay so fit?” 

I wiped the chilly stained lips with a napkin.

“Ever try Pilates each morning you wake up?”

“Goodness no, I’m not savvy when it comes work-outs. I rather something sporty like tennis I have close to thirty tennis outfits.” I laughed internally. Of course, the horror of her to not be fashion ready for anything!

“Oh, can’t recommend it for you then,” I shrugged clearing away what’s left of my Taco.

“My Pierre adores my slender physique. I have to watch myself for him as well.” She mouthed sipping her diet coke.

“Who wants to see a disappointing look on their fiancée’s face on their wedding day?” 

“I have to go wash up, throw that away for you.”

I pointed to the empty plastic container in front her. She had pack of rice cakes for lunch listed on Elle’s Top Best snacks to help you lose weight.

“You’re a doll, GG.” 

I grabbed it from the table and scurried off before she could pester me any further. Pierre, Oh Mon Cherie Pierre that’s all I’ve listening to the whole goddamn week.

My ‘Cella Luna’ ringtone sounded. I smiled extremely content. 

“Hi Daddy, how’s the Bahamas treating you?” I asked. My expert culinary chief of a father went on a personal mission of selfless fulfillment and teamed up the Peace Core. It’s been almost three years now he’s been in the Caribbean teaching cooking to at poorly funded schools.

“Hi Principessa, it’s close to eighty degrees but still agrees with me you won’t recognize me next time you see me I got a heck of tan.” I was glad to hear the cheerfulness in his voice. God knows I hated ever seeing him sad and heart-broken while he was in Manhattan.

“Does that mean you’re going be back soon?” I asked hoping desperately for a yes.

“I’m sorry, Cara, I signed on for another year I just enjoy doing all this. It’s something very meaningful to me at this point in my life. You understand don’t you?” How could I not? Even though I missed him tremendously it was a small price to pay for knowing he was recuperating after picking up the shattered pieces of a failed marriage.

“Don’t I always?” I mouthed hiding my dismay.

“That’s my girl, don’t worry as soon as I get a chance I’ll come see you, I promise. I have so many slides of the volunteer works I’ve done and I really want to show you.” 

“I’d love to get a look at them. I hope you’re not teaching them how to make our special Gelato,” I told him defensively.

“Never, that’s our sacred recipe.” 

“And don’t you forget it.” I chimed.

“I’ll call you in the meantime when able. How are things at work?”

“Their good the New York breezy weather, on the other hand. I could do without maybe I should fly down there and visit you. We could both soak up the tropical climate.”

“Just say when.” He chuckled. “I’ll talk to you later, Principessa.”

“Sure, Daddy, have a great day with your students!”

—
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“HI, MS. EDWARDS, WAS that Ms. Castello leaving?” Alan the Agency’s errand boy rush to the table. 

“Alan, good you’re here. Do you suppose you can collect a package for me?” 

She instantly shifted to him soliciting a favor.

“Of course, Ms. Edwards, and can you inform Ms. Castello her assistant has to stay home today. She has a case of the cold.”

“No problema, Here’s the address.” 

She scribbled on a piece of napkin and handed to him.

“Oh, would you also mind passing on a message for me?”

“Not at all, I’m an intern, dear, it’s part of my job,” she fished out her Smartphone selecting the notepad app.

“A Mr. Derek Jones wants to know if she’s free for an appointment next Friday at seven.”

“Derek Jones you say, I’m familiar with the name. He’s friends with my father; I met him at a party. He supposedly works for Forester Oil or is it ARGO,” Alan simply nodded his head and couldn’t help but blush watching the cute way her thin lined lips move rapidly. She was too engrossed in the constant chit-chatting about the history of her acquaintances to notice his inappropriate staring. She always failed to notice him noticing her. At that moment Alan was more than glad he did this favor for his cousin. He would carry heavy buckets of dirt up mile-high stairs if it meant Sara was at the end of it. 

***
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ALEX WAVED GOODBYE to Charlie then fixed his tie firming up his stature into BOSS mode heading into his empire. “A pleasant morning to you, Mr. Forester.” the doorman greeted clearing the path to his entrance with the biggest smile he could manage. He made a slick nod as was his routine. Thousand more salutations followed while walking the concourse. A blonde fashionista that was kind enough to press his destination button for him as she exited out the car. “Mr. Forester.” She threw him with a flirtatious wink, he usually received those gestures from attractive women implying Take me to bed later. However he had always been skeptical of the type of women he was intimate with. There were many appearances with supermodels, socialites, actresses but most of them were escorted home by Charlie alone. He had to also take interest in their personal background since any indiscretions to his reputation could affect the reputation of his business as well.

The occupants immediately dashed to their feet on both sides of the tall dark hardwood table once entered Alex the main conference room. Smoothing out their sleeves and straightening their composure to properly acknowledge their employer. “Please be seated everyone, I would to get started as quickly as possible.” He instructed moving over to the head of the table he rested his briefcase on top in front him settling back onto flexible, leather chair.

“Are you ready, Pat?” 

He asked.

“You bet you’re actually just in time.” 

Patrick responded with usually bright enthusiasm. The Asian-looking young man opposite to Patrick was tapping on the mini laptop at lightning speed connected via technical wires to four small machines in the middle. 

Jude walked in pushing a cart of bagels and fresh coffee. She handed Alex his special cup of deluxe mixture. She had worked for him ten years now and knew precisely how liked his coffee: two teaspoon of cream, only a single large sugar cube and hint of cinnamon. He slurped the steaming liquid and curved his lip holding an approved symbol with his thumb and index finger. Jude smiled back her tiny jaws visible then went ahead to serve the others.

A mountain-shaped 3D graph appeared little after Patrick switched off the lights. The impressive color coded presentation hovered over the surface of the table. 

“Al, may I introduce to you, Clark Kishimoto. He’s our new primary Technician.”

Pat announced.

Alex grimaced always content to have a genius Computer Wiz on board.

“Welcome, Mr. Kishimoto. I have some great expectations for the position you currently hold. We need to make Forester Oil company far more advanced and reliable than our competitors. ”

“Thank you, sir, you should know I’m already working non-stop in order to live up those expectations.” He assured with brief handshake.

“There’s the spirit I can appreciate in an employee.” 

Alex chuckled lightly bobbing his head to Pat.

“Shall we begin?”

***
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IT WAS 6:30PM THE NYC colorful round lights, adrenaline and excitement was just building. The crowd of commuters hurried out the underground Subway while another rushed down the concrete stairs for the next designated departure. The bundle of motor engines roaring their loud horns deafening competing with verbal slurs of the conductors. Passing the creepy garbage-filled allies the stop light changed to green. Cabbies had the pedals to the metals on the vertical road each vying for the chance to lead the race the taximeter counting down each second. Lady Liberty’s proud magisterial stance wooed ninety-three meters in the sky. This city was jam-packed guarantee of a never a dull moment, the anti-suburban atmosphere home many of the rich and famous. 

Gina paid the cab driver and visited her nearby street vending stall together the latest gossip magazine. A guilty pleasure that was hard to quit. Roger yanked the door open clearing her path once he saw in sight the Ms. Drop-dead-beautiful Castello was the most favorite part of his day. Seeing her strut into the foyer he always got a good look because later she would be conjured in his fantasies. 

“Thanks, Roger.” She drew herself away from a scandalous article on Britney Spears’ new beau.

“You’re more than welcome, ma’am.” 

He flashed her gleeful smile still watching her as she moved further away. 

Reaching her condo she suddenly remembered what she had been putting off the whole day.  Shit, Megan, I forgot to check in on her. She quickly fished out her phone speed-dialed her number while unlocking her door. 

“Hi there, girlfriend, how’s work with me M.I.A?”

She answered her voice a bit grumbling but not soft or nasal at all. Gina let a huge grunt.

“Somewhere between hectic and torture and I don’t mean the clients.”

She pointed out placing her jacket and hang bag on the coat hanger. 

“The Tweety bird must have been beyond irrational today.”

“That Sara could make you want to silt your throat dry,” she added hearing her friend utter a completely healthy chuckle. 

She opened the freezer and popped the microwavable lasagna into the mini oven. She grabbed the remote control switching the channel on Sci-fi.

“So take it you exaggerated the term ‘cold’?”

She inquired with obvious interest.

“Oh I just told Alan that to skip the awkward cousin chat regarding M.H.B.”

“Make sense,” she mouthed, slipping into her cotton fluffy sleeping shoes.

“Sorry G.G. I should have phoned you let you know.”

“Don’t even try to explain I perfectly understand when I’m on mine I want do absolutely nothing but curl up in bed all day.” 

Her friend sighed in relief.

“G.G. you rock it’s no wonder we’re such good friends it’s like you’re my soul sister.” 

“Oh Megan, you’ve been watching too many Tyler Perry movies again, haven’t you?”

She searched for an oven mitt. The delicious smell of hot tomato sauce and melted cheddar cheese made stomach crumble while removing plastic dish. 

“By the way Meg, it’s just me or am I detecting Alan getting all bloomy every minute the Tweety bird is around.” 

She grinned, cooling the first fork of noodles and meat.

“Say what? Are... you joking?”

Her jittery voice broke.

“I’m telling you, he’s smitten by our little chatter-box debutante.” 

Gina said cracking open a can of Coke gulping down. She squeezed her eyes in taking a rush bubbling acid.

“Perhaps he’s allegoric to Sara, he use to get red rashes after petting birds when he was thirteen.”

She almost choked on the slice of food she took another drink to help her swallow and released a long laughter while clutching her ribcage. “You’re awful Megan.”

“Truthful is more like it.” She heard the same explode from her friend.

She located a napkin and wiped her messy mouth recomposing herself from their callous bantering.

“But, I’m actually very serious I can see it from the look in his eyes. Plus, I’m never wrong about these things; remember when I told you Walter from the administration office was repeatedly checking you out?”

She reminded.

“Yeah, probably since he didn’t see you else-”

“Come on Megan, your self-confidence should keep upgrading not do a suicidal lift-jump. Besides you dumped him.” 

Gina consoled whole-heartedly.

“If he could only get rid of that gloomy personality that I so despised and make me feel those ‘sparks’ my mother use tell me about. Maybe it possibly would have worked out between us.” 

She said sincerely. Being a girl that grew up blushing each time she witnessed the sweet affection and soul-melting romance between her partners. It was but the magical land and castle that was missing from her childhood becoming a fairytale. Gina usually felt a mixture of amazement and sadness when Megan told these life stories compared to her own childhood. 

“You’re too much into those old wives tales, as I recall, you mentioned Walter couldn’t give you those sparking orgasms you love and need.” 

She heard a low gasp come out the receiver.

“And you call me awful?” She yelled.

“Truthful as you put it. You were clearly out of his league, since there’s a lack of compatibility its inevitable it couldn’t work.”

She stated bluntly.

“You’re right, Walter was decent guy like many I’ve dated before also but the stars just didn’t align any of them together with me.” 

Oh brother, here we go again.

Megan was insistent believer in faiths foretold by astrology and all its ancient nonsense. “My parents’ signs matched up perfectly, they were destined to fall in love,” she never stopped pointing out the fact that was mere coincidence in Gina’s opinion. However, she continuously entertained the absurd idea just to humor her friend. She was a dreamer, not modest or a prude in the least, Megan had a flamboyant demeanor in her which Gina could definitely relate to. They ruled the singles clubs of the Big Apple, didn’t go a night without at least five cocktails. They were members of the same gym, loved to dance and have a super good time when their jobs were stressing them the hell out.

“It’s called ‘luck’ in less complex terms.”

She mouthed. 

“Speaking of Alan, did he pass on Derek Jones’ proposal to you?”

“He was too busy running around for Sara, she informed me. I’m completely free Friday I’ll contact him tomorrow and arrange everything.” She replied.

“Excellent, catch you later, I’ll back in the office by next week.”

“Of course, you take care.”

She muttered then left the phone on kitchen counter juggling the plastic container and Coke to the sofa. She tuned in to an awesome sword fight scene of some medieval action series. 



***
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STRETCHING 8:00AM IN the morning gave my real wake up the street was beginning to get line up with vehicles, horns blowing out hell, pedestrians lingering on the roadside anticipating the red light. Taxi drivers cursed each other due the reckless clustering of yellow vehicles, impossible for any of them to reverse. Horns honked back and forth the rookie officer rode in on his bike sounding his whistle and motioning his white cloves for all the cars to get into order. The big Apple was an advanced technological version of the jungle. I came up from a pelvic bridge position, a masculine whistle made my neck pivot, a punk rocker looking guy was exiting the pub, eyes dead smoky, pale, dazed from an all night of drinking and partying. The name marked on the roof top Venom. Whether it was meant attract or repel potential customers I didn’t know. 

He waved to me, arms covered with enigmatic tattoos and I returned the gesture not for courtesy sake, he obviously enjoyed the show of a hot ass chick stretching in well fitted spandex. I shot him a sultry wink while upside down making on my hands and feet making a full bridge with my body. His eyes widened in surprise then he just stood, removed the leather from his arm to put it on. Withdrawing a cigarette from his the top pocket he lit it up. I straightened reaching my hands to the direction of the sun I clasped neck then moved the stretches side to side. He was still there, one foot back against the wall, exhaling a cloud of smoke without diverting his gaze from the balcony. 

A droplet of water splash his forehead shortly morning dew trickled from the shaded clouds the half-burned out his cigarette was ruined by the dribbling drops. “Fuck,” He crushed it under his Pier boot and draped the jacket over the back of his head. “Perfect, the last thing a need is a stupid cold,” he hissed racing to the Bus stop for shelter. She watched as the tattooed-dude ran down the block the morning dew was created a slight fog from the balcony. Fortunately, she just a good warm-up it saved her from quivering like dirty cat. Her arms extended outward flipping her palms allowing the cool dew to fall on her. She closed her eyes and exhaled in harmony.

***
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“I VOTE FOR CHINESE. I could go for some spicy egg rolls.” 

Patrick declared. 

He had composed three presentations, made fifty calls, conducted five video conferences, analyzed several spreadsheets and organized thick portfolio on the company’s targeted Japanese potential investors. From the early morning to 9:00pm in the night he was more than ready to take a load off and relax himself, even for an hour.

“Anything is fine. I’m not fussy except for Thai food I don’t stomach it well.”

Alex told him, saving some important files to his tablet.

“Jude, were there any calls or messages?” 

“Only from Hope Gardens, Mrs. Forester’s doctor wanted to inform you her condition has improved tremendously lately.”  

She responded while tying her straps on her winter coat and zipping her bag close.

“That’s great news. I should visit tomorrow to see for myself.”

She as doing cart wheels in her mind after glimpsing the strike of joy on his handsome, manly face.

“Charlie is on stand-by in the Parking Lot, we’ll give a lift home.”

He more told than offered her. She insisted not be a bother and she just on her way out at the moment.

“Please, Jude, it’s no trouble at all, we already kept you here these long hours. Damn, if we’re goin’ allow you to step foot on the street,” Patrick assured chivalrously. 

She was coaxed to becoming docile.

“How I can refuse then, if it’s two against one.”

––––––––
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THE LIMOUSINE STATIONED on Brooklyn Heights Judy slightly trip extending her brown pumps onto the wet sidewalk luckily she gripped the car door and brought herself to stand. She draped her bag over her shoulder breathing in sharply, her face heated up like a furnace. She had gone though many embarrassing incidents in her life but would imagine one would occur in front her boss. Her boss who she always regarded as a godly being in her inner most provocative thoughts, she could literally die right then and there.

“Oh my, are you alright?” 

Both Alex and Patrick asked instantly, concerned seeing as though she almost took a horrific tumble on the robust asphalt.

“Fine...I’m- fine, tonight, Mr. Forester, Mr. Gates.”

She babbled then closed the door hightailing up the stairs to her apartment building.

They watched through the glass window to ensure she made inside safely.

“I didn’t notice how shy she was before,” Patrick commented taken aback by her timid behavior.

“Me neither, she’s usually very socializing and coordinated in the office.”

“I see, so she got nervous being in this different environment, huh?”

Alex glanced at him bewildered.

“What you mean say, Pat?”

He demanded the enlightenment.

“She fancies you man, didn’t you see, she was like putty just being so close to you?”

Patrick nudged his oblivious friend. 

Seriously, I could pick on signals vibrating off a female from even across a room especially I had to encounter her on a daily basis. Pat thought to himself wondering why his buddy wasn’t able to do the same. All through middle school and college he was always type to flirt with every pretty girl regardless if they had a thing for him or not. He relied on his charming skills more instead of his looks which he been told by his aunt, would someday make the ladies faint. Alexander, on the other hand, had them chasing him and worshiping the young Forester like hens in hysteria. It’s a fact he was definitely use to Jude’s reaction for he received it most if not all women. His influential family name was gold everywhere we went, down to the principal and teachers would shower him with special treatment. He would only pick and choose, broke many hearts as Pat could recall. His male peers praised him for dating the every hot chick on campus with such ease. And basically he hadn’t change; he picked and chose stunning models and talk show hosts to accompany him to social events whenever he wished it was child’s play for him.

He excelling in academics and sports only fueled the fire that had the chicks kissing the ground he walked on. He privileged to all the material things and luxury in life but he had witnessed while growing up with Alex that such entitlement didn’t come easy for a Forester. You had live up to being an heir and if you failed? The threat of disinheritance and being disowned would sink its claws all that pressure drove him to climb to the peak of the achievement ladder. ‘Failure is not an option’ the Forester motto he had to emulate and struggle to maintain throughout his boyhood. 

“I’ve never really noticed,” 

Alex mouthed frankly, disregarding the very notion. 

Jude has been his secretary for more than eight years and he always had a friendly-professional relation to her she could considered nearest thing to a sister he had. 

“Well, she’s definitely noticing you,” he reverted.

“Pat, our relationship is strictly platonic. She’s a good kid even better assistant, just because she has a normal little crush on me won’t change anything.”

Alex clarified.

“How can you be so sure? Before you know it you and her could walking down the aisle.”  

He threw Pat wry look. “The hopeless romantic in you is touching, but I was never or could ever picture myself as the lovey-dovey husband type, much less on a front porch with a newspaper.”

He stated honestly.

“Giving the ‘Playboy for life’ routine again?” 

Pat sighed with a defeated shrug. 

He could detect Alex becoming uncomfortable discussing such pressuring matters, evident by his growing solemn exterior. So he switched the topic of conversation to the Baseball Championships. 

***
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THE WAITER BROUGHT second decorated flask to their table. Pat dipped his third spicy egg roll into the soy sauce and gobbled it down with a slice of barbecued pork. Alex maneuvered his chopsticks expertly on his chicken and broccoli dish, while chuckling with over whether Mets would have a victory season. He filled their small cups to wash the food down with a couple rounds of Baiju.

“Excuse me, we didn’t order these.”

Alex said to the waiter serving a bowl of fortunate cookies.

“They’re complimentary with meals here.”

Patrick informed.

He looked reminiscently at the authentic sweets. 

“Haven’t had these since I was nine,” he remarked out of nowhere. 

“I never really favored them I prefer the sweet dumplings.” 

Alex picked a cookie from the bowl. “Hold on, your fortunate is inside.”

Pat uttered making him baffle for a few seconds.

“Oh right, the piece of paper they stuffed inside.”

He broke it half riding it of its content until Pat snatched the strip of paper away before he would crushed it without reading it first. “You don’t believe in destiny, what you don’t believe shall become real when jades in water is what you see.” 

Pat read the sentence word by word to try and grasp the meaning.

“Bunch of horsecrap,” Alex remarked crunching on the pieces of cookie. They were as tasty as he remembered but he wasn’t a gullible child anymore to waste a second riddling himself. “Careful, that insult could come back to haunt you.”

Pat narrowed to him half serious.

“Will I suddenly die from food poisoning?” He reverted lightly laughing to himself.

Pat gave a casual shrug.

“I wouldn’t want to have to write ‘I told you so’ in the arbitrary.” 

“It was right about one thing, though. I don’t believe in any hocus pocus about destiny or faith nothing but charlatan rubbish.” He stated dryly.

“As long it was right about something.” He grimaced mockingly. “Jades in water? Now that’s a brainbuster. They say it’s suppose make sense in the long road.” 

Alex shook his head at him and crushed the strip of paper in his fist.

“I was really happy to hear Aunt Lilly is doing better,” Pat said softly with all the genuine care in the world he had for the lady, it broke his heart when she first got ill. Kindness and love exuded from his Aunt Lilly like no other woman. Since he and Alex were young, she was their favorite to spend time with many times he even wished his mother would be more like her.

“Man, I prayed for nothing but her every day.” He sighed rubbing his forehead.

“She’ll be pleased you’re faith in religion is restored.” 

Pat mouthed refilling their cups of Baiju.

“To our wonderful Lilly’s health,” 

Pat raised his drink and Alex reciprocated.

***
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THE RACKET FLUCTUATED through not-so-peaceful night the bass of metal strings everything it had bashed over the balcony. The rock-busting, high tunes were again disturbing Gina while reading her notes. Shut the fuck up! She spat out of the blue. It was after nine and had to prep herself for Derek’s conference in just two days. She already moody from an evening of having Sara on her tail, asking her opinion on which style of wedding dress would suit her best. No doubt, one that comes along with a tape for her big mouth. 

She drew in a long breath then got off the bed closing her laptop for second, she stretched her weary arms. A lousy, depraved sensation struck her which always carried her to the kitchen’s top cupboard. She disappointed to find it vacant not a potent supplement in sight to help demolish agitation. “Curses, I could have sworn I restocked the shelf with some Merlots a week ago,” she mumbled cringing in frustration. Walking pass her living room window a flicker of dark purple lights reflected in the glass illuminating the thin, beige curtains. 

She swept them to the side and gazed down to the far end of the street where Venom was lively jamming all the way up and down the block. A couple of rusty-bearded guys were entering the doors. The fellow on the right had on jeans jacket with white patches spelling the word, TROUBLE. Villainous curves formed on her mouth ditching the grumpiness and slid open her closet.

***
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“YOU HAVE ANY CORONAS back there?” The medium height bartender wiped the sink clean then threw the cloth over his shoulder to fetch a bottle from the fridge. He popped it open pivoting to the customer with the order. In a split second his jaw dropped so low it resembled that of a horse. “Sweet mother of Moses,” was all could tip from his drooling tongue.

She took the bottle from unsteady hand taking a good gulp before letting out a sharp refreshing ‘ahh’ her scarlet lipstick remained unflawed as she uttered a slow “thank you,” to him. 

Poor testosterone-filled soul tied the cloth around his waist to spare him any embarrassment in that department. What cruel taunting faith did he deserve to put this tousled haired, sexy dame in font him. How on earth was he suppose to concentrate on serving customers while a glorious pair tits and striking green eyes were about to blind him? 

“Nice ink,” she glared in fascination at his naked arms covered with an expressive array of tattoos. “I can see it clearer from this level.” She said making him baffle. Taking a closer look at her he was finally able to place her. The hot chick from the balcony, he never forgot that morning he got a glimpse of her. She was high above him as if she was sent from heaven. She even caught him red-handed with indecent staring. He was surprised she wasn’t bothered by the scene although he certainly wasn’t in the least bother by her. Typical posh dames living in this upbeat section of city would have run like frightened kittens, thinking he was some stalker or something and dialed for the police right away. 

“It’s you? Ah-h, sorry, I don’t know your name,” he told her a bit hesitantly.

“Call me, G.G.” 

She replied with a serpent’s smile. 

Put your tongue back into your mouth and play it cool. Her inner mentor voice advised her critically. Of course she wasn’t in for all-nighter this time just a quickie-well her version of a quickie specifically. Seductive perfectionism will have to be left behind. Van Helen’s thunderous, petrifying lyrics bounced through speakers. She didn’t have turn to catch the ‘checking out’ glances she was getting behind her. But she had already hooked her fish and was reeling him in as we speak.

He nodded his head compliantly giving her a besotted grin.

“Whatever you say, G.G, you can call me, Donnie. I was hoping I would get chance to see you again.” 

He mentioned.

“Hope no further, here I am,” she grinned.

“I guess this explains why you were leaving this place at so late, do you work around the clock?”

“Nah, I take late shifts sometimes.”

“And when do you get a break?”

“Any time I choose, basically.”

“Ah...” She chimed, moving in closer to him her strong perfume intoxicated in weak nostrils. “Well, how about taking one now?” Her coated mascara and intense gaze sent vibrating signals hitting in the masculine core of his being. Whether in athletic gear or latex-clad leather upon of spiky heels, she was irresistible to anything that matched the description ‘male and straight’.

He leaned in almost making contact with her nose.

“That depends, G.G, will it be worth it?”

She made a sly smirk and whispered her intentions explicitly into his left ear. Before she finish he was calling for some guy to his shift for tonight.

***
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SHE UNZIPPED HER BLACK leather skirt before swaying her hips. She fondled with her breasts through the red laced bra played with her nipples from inside. Her plaything sat on the bed flexing his fingers deep into the silk sheets it’s not every girl does a strip tease with so sultry.  Her version of a quickie was more fun which was his purpose in her apartment tonight. She rode up her skirt stalking closer to him in her dark laced pantyhose and black, spiky stilettos. She motioned the heels gingerly on his chest to push him on his back climbing on his waist her legs on opposite ends ready to please herself. Her shapely thighs rippled like a snake undulating to the sound a flute, fluid and skillful.

“Why all this fabric?” she ripped off his shirt and ran her fingernails on chest.

Her plaything underneath her stuttering moans of pleasure holding her hips as she moved fourth faster and faster. Bending backwards while gripping his knees she pushed her pelvis forth stroking hard and quick for great impact.

“Holy shit,” he gasped noisily. Her fingers moved to his open mouth to fill it. He tasted of beer and nicotine, a harsh combination. He licked her fingers and sucked them thoroughly making his moans silent.

“Oh, hell yes!” her orgasm exploded deep inside her, she fell down on the out of breathe worn out the man’s chest her hair nestled in his neck and face.

“Think you can fuck me better than that?” She panted. 

He drew a sharp before grinning to her rolling them both over. Her taunting green eyes arched she turned to his trapping arms while his fists were deep the sheets. She kissed up his enigmatic tattoos.

“Man, I’ve got to be drunk right now, are seriously fucking real?” 

He looked her in awe. She smiled smug aiming for his nicotine mouth. 

***
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“ALEX HONEY, YOU DIDN’T tell me you were coming.” 

His mother faced him sitting on a bench in the hospital garden. Her long silver hair touched the sunlight, her wriggles were mild. Age and sickness, the most destructive elements for mortal humans, in all their might could never transform an angel into a crow. He kissed her forehead gently as she leaned forward, hugging him feebly but with a mother’s compassion. “Forgive me for not calling first to inform the nurses, I was just thought I would visit you this morning,” he extended the bouquet of pink flowers to her taking a seat on the bench. “Lilies for the most beautiful Lilly,”

“Oh, my sweet little boy, thank you.” She started to cough a bit, instantly covering her mouth until it went away. She hated to have her son seeing so sickly and weak, no matter how old he got he was and will forever be her baby boy. “How have you been? The doctor says you’re doing great, enough to return home soon.” He provided her with cotton handkerchief. “Maybe but I’m not in any hurry to get out of here, dear. I’ve made some friends not to mention the food is excellent, so is the care they give me.” Alex smiled nodding his head as she continued telling him interesting board games she has learnt and all her progress since being at the patient at Hope Gardens.

However he knew there was more to her praising of the place, she brushed off the notion of our home back in the Texas. He could only the pain it would bring to keep living in the same house where her ex- husband had once paraded three bimbos. It repulsed him to even think of the bastard; from his whole childhood to growing up this woman was his rock. She always there for him, she would rather sacrifice the much extravagant and catered to life of an elite society wife than even a minute to be with him. “I didn’t have a child to leave in the hands of nannies or tutors, your nurture, education and upbringing are my responsibility and mine alone.” She told when ever dared to ask her why she didn’t attend country clubs, host private auctions or cotillions like all his friends’ mothers.

“Honey, you have to let me introduce you to this lovely nurse, she’s wonderful, a perfect girl for you.” She occasionally played match-maker for him in hopes he would tie the knot some day. Sometimes he’d humor her and meet with blind dates, which were frequently girls that couldn’t stop blushing enough to utter a word. He was twenty-eight now, continues to sleep around, his longest relationship was with a model for the ten months until she realized she wasn’t going anything more than booty call for him. 

“Mom please, not another, they’re going to start accusing me of enrolling you here as a means of snagging their female staff.” 

He smiled holding her wriggled hand. “Don’t be absurd, dear, who would be so mad to think that about a man such as you?” She laughed lightly together with him while pinching his skinny cheeks. He had her ocean blue eyes, though he some features of his father he had a specific resemblance to her and had grown into one devastatingly handsome man. Although she wanted the best for him, settling down with a good woman that would make him happy and her cute grandchildren, she was glad to have his undivided attention and not have to share it with anyone else.

“I will be gone for a couple of months come next week,” he informed.

“Business?” 

“As usual,” he said with a nod.

“I’ll miss you.”

She hugged him again planting a kiss on her son’s right cheek. 

***
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“MORNING, MR. FORESTER.” 

He nodded to the vast greetings by my employees striding pass reception and down the hall two workers step aside immediately as they got a glance of me heading towards the vacant elevator. ‘Boss rides alone,’ an unofficial rule everyone in the building had come establish having dealt with my distaste for lower floor stops on the way to my office. Alex checked my Rolex to ensure I was 30 minutes early; the Japanese investors tend to arrive before the exact appointed hour.  Pat said they go over some minor details before agreeing to anything. He figured highlighting the many benefits the Forester Oil has to offer as one of the bestselling American brands. Plans for several more subsidiaries to be established in Europe and South America had been in progress for five years now. He and his team of the organization’s top executives were finally able to put the plans into effect. It’s the adequate amount of boosting strategy for him to bring home the gold.

“Hold the elevator!” A woman’s voice yelled besieging from the end hallway which was not in his sight until he saw a pair of high heels rushing frantically towards him and the closing doors. He was stunned he never had a lunatic race directly towards the same elevator he occupied. If anyone was in a hurry they would stop in their tracks at the very sight of him and wait for the next one. ‘The boss rides alone,’ but the woman seemed to have missed the memo she kept at it until she reached in time to quickly press the side button. The elevator shaft froze and doors slide back open. He was beyond surprised at this point. Who does she think she- wow...?

The parting mechanical doors revealed a lovely pair of shapely legs on top bright ruby stilettos only complimented by the black and gold ensemble she wore. The perfect hour glass figured vixen stood in front him with full lips covered with red lipstick. His eyes moved to her equally full bosom with just the right amount of cleavage to get a man excited. 

“Thanks pal you’re a real gentleman,” she spat sarcastically at him not bothering to look at him as she stepped inside. His thoughts were interrupted by her rude tone he never saw this woman in his company before, who was the miss anonymous standing beside him. She didn’t even acknowledge his presence let alone recognize who he was. She was obviously very impatient as she tapped her heels continuously and clutched her briefcase.

“Finally,” she ran off again though pacing and pacing she looked incredible in those shiny heels. While her gracious hips swayed and her long, her dark wavy hair flowed fluidly down her back. “Wow.” he whispered again to himself as the doors closed, his mind was still picturing her beautiful face and gorgeous body. He didn’t know all his employees but he was sure that she didn’t work there; else he would have heard about the new hot female employee through the grapevine. She was definitely a visitor in the building but who was she? 

Gina rushed down the halls of the third floor damn, ten minutes late for an early Friday conference. This place was so huge and confusing to navigate in. That jerk in the stupid made things worse for her she could have tripped running so fast instead he couldn’t even hold the stupid elevator for a girl. She finally found the conference room luckily one of the parties just arrived so she didn’t miss anything. Time to get to work she thought and apologized for her tardiness in both English and Russian before smiling at the men in front her. The pretty translator got off the hook once again. It wasn’t as if a fat hairy man came late to an important meeting with a stain on his shirt. 

The negotiations progressed momentarily she initiated protocol construing for the Russian party fluently placing a lock of hair behind her ear. The Russian men kept eyeing her while speaking she could spot the hint of flirting as was with many of her male clients. She continued interpreting and transmitting back and forth being very professional doing so instead of getting distracted by her sneaky admirers. Beautiful women were always discriminated against in the business place. Men knew how to put business before pleasure, keeping their head focused while sending signals that they wanted take you home later. That was their smooth way snatching their prey but the Casanovas were only sparring with another predator. She blinked still smiling as she explained to them the benefits involved in the deal. By the time she finished outlining the contract it was signed and sealed. The gentlemen stood shaking hands then the female assistant entered with a bottle Burette crystal as expected. She was too use to this routine by now that she hoped her job wasn’t becoming too tedious as boredom wasn’t a trait that operated well with her.

***
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ALEX POPPED THE BOTTLE of bubbly and filled his new business associates glasses. It only took forty minutes to have another victory under his belt.

“Congratulations, Alexander, were going global, bro.” Patrick uttered excited. He and his best friend have been working on expanding Forester oils for the past five years. Being the business´ head financial controller he couldn’t have chosen a better man for the job. His advice really boosted the company’s finances.

“Yes we are, Pat, it’s the dawn of a new age.” He replied hugging the man as they tossed to their success.

“Your father will be so proud of you.” Patrick said rubbing his head as if they were still in kindergarten.

“If I know my father well he’s probably too distracted where ever he is to care about the company’s advancement.” he smirked resentfully at the very mention of the man.

After the light celebrating was over both men escorted their new investors downstairs to see them off. When they exited the elevator across the aisle he noticed a familiar feminine face. It was her again walking to the main doors with practically an army of businessmen swarmed around her. He recognized one of them as his employee, Derek his Marketing’s Manager. The rest were the foreign infomercial contractors the firm was seeking. HER, who the hell was she goddamn it? His anonymous lady as he came to know her as disappeared with the band of men following behind her. Well who could argue with them look at her. He reinforced the images in his mind of the wavy hair, smooth flawless skin and those legs...
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