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Allan grumbled as he trudged towards his small office. Because he needed to be close to the climate-controlled computer network servers, his office (aka the IT department), was the only space in the building without windows.  He didn’t care much anyways; Alachua, Florida wasn’t exotic like Miami or Fort Lauderdale.  Life would go on without views of luscious palm trees or sunbathed beaches.  Being alone, staring at his three large computer screens day after day, after day was fine with him.   

He was in the hallway, less than ten feet away from his office door, when he heard a woman’s voice.  As if he were a deer caught in headlights, he froze.  Who could it be?  No one was authorized to be in his area!  Quickly he turned and darted into the restroom, and after making sure it was empty, he frantically fished out his flask from his grey and black backpack.  A big swig of whiskey would surely calm his nerves.  Granted, he was used to the smokey burn in his throat at lunchtime, not breakfast, but he needed some liquid courage.  Last month, he had two grueling meetings with the stuffy HR people regarding him having a “bad attitude and anger issues.”  He wanted to avoid a third final meeting with them at all costs.  Once he was calm enough, he trudged once again to his office. 

With a false sense of courage, he opened his door, prepared for some sort of verbal attack.  Instead, he discovered the most beautiful creature he had ever seen in his life.  A dark-skinned Black woman with thick curly hair sat with her legs curled up in his chair, chatting on her cell phone.  

When she slowly spun around in his direction, he noticed that she was wearing a black T-shirt, dark blue jeans and black sneakers.  

“Oops!  Gotta go!” she said to the person on the phone. 

She quickly stood, slid her cell phone in her back pocket and extended her right hand to Allan. 

“Sorry about that!  Hi.  I’m Plutonia Jackson.  You must be Allan.”
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