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 This whole thing was stupid, Josephine thought. She did not
like salsa dancing any more than she liked any other kind of
dancing. Josephine was an engineer by trade. She was a scientist, a
mathematician, a logician. She believed in reason and rationality,
not salsa dancing.

But the purchase of her employer by a
Puerto Rican conglomerate had gone through, and Josephine needed to
do something to fit in better. She was the only Anglo from the old
workforce who had been kept on and even promoted.

At her first corporate event, everyone
else danced together in front of a vast salsa band. It looked like
they had fun, and for a moment, Josephine thought she could do the
same thing. She thought there was nothing wrong with her, that she
could learn how to move like that, and more importantly, how to
enjoy moving like that.

But that wasn't working; it simply
wasn't in her nature. Every trait that made her an excellent
engineer and businesswoman made her a terrible dancer. She flung
her hips from side to side like Octavio showed her, but she could
tell from the expression on his face that she wasn't doing it
right.

"You are stiff," he said, his thick
Nuyorican accent echoing in the high-ceilinged dance studio. "You
must be loose, girl, relax. Have fun! Salsa is not a chore. If you
aren't having fun, you won't look like you're doing it
right."

Josephine blushed as she tried again.
She knew she was trying too hard, but she couldn't help it. She
just wasn't made for this kind of activity.

It didn't help that Octavio was sexy.
She had been expecting a gay dancer. It was a stereotype, but it
had a basis in reality -- she had met three professional male
dancers (not counting strippers) in the past, and all three were
gay. Octavio had even sounded possibly-gay on the phone.

But as soon as she met him in person
and she felt his eyes take in her entire body, she knew that had
been an error. He was as heterosexual as they came. He looked at
her like she was a delicious tropical fruit in unattractive
packaging, and Josephine had blushed. She had been an alpha female
for so long she didn't remember the last time she
blushed.

"Perhaps we should take a break," he
said with a frown after the first hour. She had learned all the
steps easily enough, and she could hold a beat (rhythm is just math
over time, after all). But he obviously disapproved of her style.
"You are too nervous."

"I know, I know, it's just... I've
never done anything like this," she said. "I didn't even go to my
high school prom."

"What relaxes you?" He asked, taking a
deep breath. Josephine was short of breath too, but she
instinctually tried to hide it. After more than fifteen years as
the only female engineer around, Josephine had learned to hide her
vulnerability.

"Math," she said. "I love math. It's
very calming. Numbers always turn out the same. It's predictable. I
can always add ten and five and get fifteen. Not like dancing,
where I can move my body in the same way you do and somehow I look
like an idiot while you look like a sex-god."

Josephine blushed. She hadn't meant to
call him a sex-god. Now he was going to think she had a crush on
him. That wasn't entirely incorrect; she did think he was hot. But
Josephine was too old, too rational and too smart to have a crush
on anyone, especially some young stud half her age.
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