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It was
Saturday morning and the first weekend that I’d had with no
commitments in a long time. After a nice, hot bath, I stood in the
mirror applying makeup in a long sleeved blouse, old school lace
panties and a pair of brown leather pumps. The shoes were old, but
comfortable. I never wore them out anymore. Like I said, it was a
lazy Saturday morning at home and there was no reason to get
dressed.

The plan was to clean my apartment, do laundry
and the like. After a bad date experience the night before, I
looked forward to being alone for the weekend.

My phone rang in the living room. I started
not to answer, but though better of it after the fifth
ring.

“Hello,” I said, answering in my
normal voice.

“Hey,” he said. “It’s
me.”

I was still pissed from the way he had treated
me the night before and I wasn’t really interested in talking at
the moment.

“Hi,” I said, leaving it at
that.

“Hi,” he said, sounding somewhat
deflated.

I sat on the sofa watching a brown leather
pump rock on my toes as I listened for him to continue.

“Hey, look,” he said fumbling for
something to say. “I’m sorry about the way I acted last night and I
just wanted to call and let you know.”

I was impressed that he would go through the
trouble. He didn’t know my number and would have had to call Elaine
Roberts—my bosses wife—to get it.

It was Elaine—playing match
maker—that had set up what she referred to as our little date night to begin with.
I really wanted to be mad at her but I couldn’t.

His name was Nate and we had never met before
last night, although I had seen him from afar. He was younger than
I was and I thought that he was cute.
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