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This is a work of fiction. All
characters, events, and places are of the author’s imagination and
not to be confused with fact. Any resemblance to living persons or
events is merely coincidence.


Chapter One

I’d been seeing this guy at work since
the first day I’d started my new job. I mean that in the truest
sense, not as in ‘dating’. I noticed him right off because he was
good looking, around my favorite age group—mid 20 to mid 30—no ring
on the finger, or discoloration—built very nice—or at least he wore
a suit really well.

He was neat and clean cut.

I was drawn to neat and clean cut
because I was just naturally a slob and opposites
attract.

It wasn’t that I didn’t give a shit
about my looks. Au contraire! I cared a lot. I worked out five days
a week. I dieted at least once a month to knock off the five pounds
I gained every month like clockwork. I bathed. I even wore a little
makeup—not much because I always felt like I was suffocating if I
put too much on and I just couldn’t fucking keep it where it was
supposed to be.

I mean—if I put on
mascara, I just had to rub my eyes—because they itched and then I had raccoon
eyes. Eye shadow, ditto.

If I put on lipstick—which was very
rarely—I couldn’t stay in the lines or I got some on my teeth—well
I had thin lips I looked like someone had slashed me across the
face and I was bleeding to death when I tried it—not a pretty
thing—especially with the darker shades I favored.

I combed my hair, brushed my
teeth.

Wore clean clothes—not
well, but they always looked great on the manikins in the store
because they weren’t slobs.

Anyway, I was making up all sorts of
fantasies about the guy and then it occurred to me that he might be
a little too perfect.

As in, not ‘in’ to girls.

I tried making discreet inquiries.
Nobody seemed to know.

But I kept seeing him and seeing him
and thinking that guy was just a real go getter! He was all over
the place!

I confess, I even fantasized that he
was going out of his way to pass me in the hallway because he
thought I looked good, too.

And then I saw him twice in the same
hallway.

And by that I mean walking together
like clones.

It wasn’t ‘a’ he. It was
deuces!

Double your fun!

It took all I could do not to
stare—much.

I smiled at him—them.

Actually, I always smiled at everyone
because it was a habit and it made everyone smile back, which I
liked.

Well, most people.

He, they didn’t actually seem to
notice me, though.

And then one day when I was playing
‘beat the clock’—the time clock—I slammed into him so hard I
bounced off of him.

Well, one of them. I didn’t know which
one because I’d only seen them together the once and I couldn’t
tell them apart then or before or later.
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