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"Why are we having this discussion?" I asked, ending Elisa's rant.

She had met me in the hallway, and even though I had seen her with another guy, she still had to ask me why I was more interested in older women.

"I need to know!" Elisa yelled. "What is it?"

"Why can't I be interested in what I am, and you interested in yours?" I asked. "I didn't ask you why you rather date white men and not black men, did I?"

"No, but if you asked me, I would have told you," Elisa responded.

"It's none of my business," I shrugged. "I asked you out, you said no, the end."

"So, that's it?" Elisa followed behind me as I walked to my condo. "Because I turned you down you started sleeping with older women?"

"Nope, not at all," I laughed. "But of course it has to do with you, right?"

"Look at me!" Elisa shouted.

I turned to look at her. Elisa was an attractive mid-thirties woman. She had long brown hair that fell past her shoulders, and she worked out daily, so she had a nice body. Any guy would be head over heels over her. Plus, she had a great job.

"I am a ten in most men's books, okay!" Elisa shouted. "A fucking ten! And you act like I am a one, and that makes me feel..."

"There we go again," I sighed. "Again, about you!"

"Of course it's about me!" Elisa said. "How can you turn me down for one of them!"

"Do you like me?" I asked.

"What?" Elisa backed off.

"Exactly," I laughed. "That's the difference, they like me, for me, not because they are a ten, or what others think of them, there are no games to play, no social status, it's something you won't understand."

As if on cue, her phone went off. "Plus, they aren't into social media," I smiled. "That's a huge plus in my book!"

I got into the condo and slumped onto the couch. "I think I'm going to have to move," I said to myself.

Elisa was not the only one bugging me about dating. Another woman at work was pestering me. Even though she knew Billie, her boss, had made it clear that I was off limits, the woman wouldn't take no for an answer.

'Do you know what today is?' Leslie texted me.

'Your birthday?' I asked.

'Nope, but nice guess,' Leslie responded.

'No clue,' I gave in.

'The anniversary,' Leslie answered.

"Oh shit!" I said as I remembered it was this time last year that we went on that trip to Jamaica.

'Sorry,' I replied.

'Nothing to be sorry about,' Leslie said. 'I think we should celebrate, though, just you and me.'

'What about the others?' I asked.

'They agreed,' Leslie smiled. 'Well, they said since I was the first I should be the first date, and it should go in order after that.'

'A one-on-one date with all,' I smiled. 'I like that.'

'Yeah, kind of our way of giving you a break from all of us at one time, or two at a time,' Leslie said.

'All at the same time sounds good,' I responded.

'You barely handled Chelsea and I,' Leslie quickly replied.

'But I did, and I didn't hear any complaints,' I answered.

'Nope, none, but all of us? You think you are up for that?' Leslie asked.
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