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 The Delivery Boy and
the MILF

 


I lock my bike to the rack in front of the
office tower, then slip the messenger bag from my shoulder and
rifle through it for the package I’m delivering here. I pull out a
thick envelope with “Cassandra Miller” neatly typed across the
front, along with an address on the tenth floor of this tower.

I nod to the security guard as I pass by his
desk — I’m here regularly enough that all the security staff know
me. Stepping into the elevator, I press “10” and lean my ass
against the handrail behind me. The doors slide closed and my
mirrored reflection stares back at me.

“God, I’m a mess,” I mutter
to myself. I slip the helmet from my head and run a hand through my
wild and sweaty hair, then run my hands down my face to wipe away
the sweat and grit from biking through traffic. But with nowhere to
then wipe my hands, I wipe them on my shorts.

Being a bike courier in the summer helps pay
toward tuition and keeps me fit, but God it makes me a sweaty,
disgusting mess. I place my helmet back on my head, but don’t
buckle it up, right as the elevator dings and the doors part.

I hurry through the lobby of the law firm,
heading toward the reception desk. One of the downsides to being a
bike messenger in a busy urban center is that I’m often woefully
underdressed. Even the clients sitting in the lobby are all wearing
three-piece suits—and here I am in cargo shorts and a sweaty
T-shirt.

The receptionist gives me a
look when I set the envelope down on her desk, a look that tells me
I’m not the only one who realizes how hobo-like I look compared to
everyone else here. Bike messengers can’t
wear suits, I remind myself, hoping she
realizes it too.

I swing the backpack off my shoulder and dig
out the clipboard with my list of deliveries. I mark an X where she
has to sign and hand it to her. She doesn’t take my pen but instead
gives it a look like it’s diseased. She scribbles her initials with
her own pen and I turn on my heel, hurrying out as fast as I
can.
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