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No Deal




  I drove into the parking lot of the gym where I work and parked my car. I got out and walked through the snow to the front doors. No one is here yet, except the girl that works at the front desk.




  “Hey, Jamie,” I greeted her, trying to sound excited about the long day ahead. I shook my head, not surprised to see her looking in the mirror. She brushed her hair so much I’m shocked it hadn’t fallen off yet!




  “Hey, girl, what’s up?” Jamie asked as she put the mirror away. She pulled her long, brunette hair back into a pony tail.




  “Nothing, the same as any other day,” I responded unenthusiastically.




  “What’s gotten into you? Sounds like you need a man to shake things up in your life!” she winked.




  “What man can handle me?” I put my hand on my hip with an attitude.




  “Oh, there’s somebody for everybody,” Jamie said with a smile. “Who knows? You may meet your ‘somebody’ today!” she predicted.




  “Hopefully this ‘somebody’ is a sexy doctor or lawyer!” I joked.




  “Have fun teaching that yoga everybody loves!” Jamie encouraged. I walked to my yoga classroom, unlocked the door, turned on the lights and sighed.




  “Here’s to another day of the same things I did yesterday,” I whined. I opened the door wide and got ready for my first yoga class of the day.




  The hours seemed to float by. It wasn’t long until my last yoga class of the day was coming to an end.




  “Okay, extend your arm into the air...and breathe,” I said calmly. “Now gently put your arm back down...and breathe. Good job! That’s all for today!” I cheered. My yoga students began to walk out of the room one by one. Mrs. Henderson, one of my older students, gave me a high five at the door. “Good job, Mrs. Henderson! Will you be here next week?”




  “I’m sure I’ll have a lot of stress built up by then! My grandkids are coming to visit!” She chimed as she waved goodbye and left the room. When all the students were gone, I put on my flip-flops, grabbed my gym bag, and then locked the door.




  “Good job this week, Delilah! You keep bringing new clients to the gym!” Mr. Harvey, the gym owner, praised as he waved goodbye.




  “When are you going to take my class?” I yelled from the gym doors.




  “I’ll take your class when you meet a nice man as handsome as I am!” Mr. Harvey joked. I shook my head and laughed.




  “See you next week!” I walked out the gym’s double doors. I got into my car and turned on the radio. The Beatles’ song ‘Hold Your Hand’ was playing. I turned up the volume and began to drive out of the gym parking lot, heading home for the day.




  “I wanna hold your hand!” I sang along with the radio. I leaned over the passenger side to reach for a c.d. that was on the floor. By the time I looked back to the road, I saw a dog about to run across the street in front of my car. I gasped and made a sharp right turn, which caused me to bump into the back of a parked car. My air bag inflated upon impact. I screamed. Panting for air, I rested my head back on the headrest of my seat to calm down. I then realized I had hit someone’s car!




  “No!” I yelled as I quickly unfastened my seatbelt and swung open my car door. I ran to the front of my car and knelt down to get closer look at the damage. I noticed the BMW label on the trunk of the other car. I slapped my forehead, “Great. That’s going to cost me my whole life’s savings to fix.” I looked up at the building the car was parked in front of. The sign in front of the medium-sized building read: Erickson Attorneys at Law. “Forget my whole life’s savings, it’s going to cost me my whole life,” I mumbled.




  I took a deep breath as I walked inside the front door of the office building. I didn’t see anyone, but I could hear a voice coming from the back of the building.




  I followed the sound of the voice to an office at the very back of the building. I saw an attractive man talking on a telephone. He had short, spiked, dark brown hair. His skin was a smooth shade of ivory. His voice was deep and strong. He was wearing a dark blue shirt that looked as if it were made only for him to wear. His red necktie was so tight I wondered if he could breathe!




  “No! If you don’t give my client what he wants, there is no deal! My client will back out!” the man roared at the person on the phone as he banged his hand on his desk. “No! We won’t agree to that!” He shouted as he then banged the phone down onto the receiver. He pulled out a yellow folder from his desk, opened it, and began to write on some papers.




  “The waiting room is that way,” he said without even looking up at me. He used his pen to point to the left.




  “Um...I, um...” I stuttered nervously.




  “The waiting room...where you can wait...is to the left,” he enunciated each word as if he were losing his patience with me. He continued to look down at the folder.




  “You don’t have to be an ass!” I blurted as I walked out of his office.




  “Excuse me!” he shouted. I could hear the wheels of his office chair rolling across the wood floor. “Excuse me!” he walked behind me to get my attention. I rolled my eyes and turned around to face him. I stared directly into his dark, almost black eyes, letting him know that I wasn’t afraid of him. His angry facial expression melted; he seemed to have been caught off guard by something. He just stood still with his mouth slightly open. I put one hand on my hip and pointed my finger at him with the other.




  “You know, you’ve got some nerve talking to me like that! It’s a miracle that you even have clients at all if that’s the way you treat people,” I angrily protested. But it was as if he was frozen. I took a step back, turning my head to the side. “Okay, now you’re just being weird,” I said, annoyed. I grabbed a pen and a piece of paper from a desk that was near me and wrote down my address and phone number. I threw the pencil back onto the desk and held the paper out for him to take.




  “Wait a minute,” he said gently. I stopped walking and turned around. I raised one eyebrow and crossed my arms. “I-I’m sorry I seem a little weird, it’s just that you’re so-”




  “Annoyed that you don’t know how to talk to people?” I interrupted.




  “I...ugh...” He said and then was interrupted by the sound of his cell phone ringing from his pants pocket. He put one finger in the air for me to wait a moment while he answered the phone.




  “This is James,” he said, as he cleared his throat. “I said, no! My client won’t do that! No deal!” He yelled at the person on the phone. I looked up in the air and shook my head at how rude this guy was being. “I don’t have the time for this!” I pushed the door open and walked out of the building.




  “Wait! Wait!” He yelled until he caught up to me. “Call me back when you’re ready to give my client what he wants,” he said to the person on the phone then hung up. “I’m James.” He extended his hand out for me to shake.




  “And I’m the woman that hit your car.” I shook his hand, nodding my head in the direction of the cars. He looked over to where I was motioning and gasped.




  “Not my car! I just had that bumper custom made last week!” He put one hand on his hip and the other on his forehead. “The police must be called so that an accident report can be filed.” I immediately stood in front of him. I clasped my hands together.




  “Please don’t call the police! I mean, you’re a lawyer. I’m sure we can come to some sort of deal,” I begged.




  “And why should I do that?” he asked with a smile on his face. This wasn’t exactly the time you’d expect a smile.




  “My vehicle registration expired as of last week. I haven’t had time to renew it. I’ve been really busy with work. I can’t afford for my insurance rates to go through the roof and I-“




  “I have the perfect idea,” he said, still smiling.




  “Yes, what is it?” I was relieved that I was about to get off the hook.




  “Let me take you to lunch.”




  I took a step back and frowned.“No way. No way at all! You’re a jerk! You should have heard the way you were talking to me and whoever was on the phone earlier. I’d never go anywhere with you! Not to mention you’re a little strange!”




  “Like I said, the police must be called,” he laughed. He looked at me and nodded as he pulled out his cell phone and began to dial. “Nine,” he said out loud. I huffed and turned my back to him. “One,” James smiled. I continued to pretend I was ignoring him. I began to mess with my fingernails. “Are you sure? Last chance! Only one more number and the police will be here.” I didn’t budge. “One,” he said. I ran over to him and grabbed the phone.




  “Ugh, I can be ready at eleven-thirty tomorrow morning,” I said, trying to catch my breath.




  “Great! I’ll have these cars fixed by then. I’ll have a limo come get you and take you wherever you need to go. I wish more of my clients were as willing to compromise as you are,” he said laughing at me. He patted my shoulder. I scrunched my face to mimic him. He dialed a number on his cell phone. “Uh, yea, it’s James. I have a friend here who will be needing your services. Just come to the same address and bill the same card. Yes. Thanks,” he said as he began walking back inside the building.




  “Wait, how much to fix the cars?” I asked. He turned around.




  “Just be ready at eleven-thirty tomorrow morning,” he said as he opened the door to the office building to walk inside.




  “Wait! You don’t have my address!”




  “It’s on this paper you gave me. Expect the police to be at your front door if you decide to cancel on your end of the deal. Better get up early and get your registration renewed,” he chuckled, while waving his cell phone in the air for me to see.




  “So that’s how you get a man’s attention? You hit his car, you get a date!” I took a banana from my purse and began eating it as I replayed over in my mind everything that had just happened. I held the banana down by my side and examined the cars again. I felt something grab the banana from my hand. It was the dog I had almost hit, running away with it in his mouth.




  “Hey!” I laughed. “After all the chaos you caused today, now you want to take my food, too!”




  
Damn Laptop




  I looked in the mirror as I twisted from side to side. I put my hair up, then down.




  “Ugh! What look am I going for?” I was frustrated. I messed with my hair a little more. “I give up!” I heard a knock on my front door. I looked over at my clock. It was eleven. “He’s a little early!” I ran to open the door.




  “Hi?” I said, confused. “You want to come in?”




  “No. Actually, can we start our date now? I have a two o’ clock meeting, and I’ll need to get back to my office to prepare for it. Do you mind?”




  “No. Just let me grab my purse.” I walked into the kitchen and grabbed my purse off the counter. When I turned around, James wasn’t waiting at the door for me. He had gotten back into his car, which looked as if I had never been hit it at all yesterday. I then noticed that my car was parked in my driveway, all the damage fixed. I locked my front door and ran to get into his car and we drove away. He took out his cell phone and began to text on it. He was completely preoccupied. He didn’t say a word.




  “You’re a lawyer. Don’t you know it’s against the law to drive and text?” I scolded.




  “I’m a business lawyer,” he corrected me, as if that somehow changed anything.




  “Well, could you not do that while I’m in the car?” I pleaded.




  “Fine,” he said in a low-pitched voice.




  “I was able to switch shifts with another yoga instructor at the gym so that I could be here,” I said, hoping to lighten the mood.




  “Oh,” James said, unimpressed.




  “Okay!” I said with an impatient sigh. I remained quiet for the rest of the trip. James seemed to have his mind on something else.




  When we arrived at the restaurant, he let the valet park his car, and we walked inside.




  “Mr. Albertson,” the restaurant waiter greeted James. “Your table is ready for you, sir.”




  “Thank you.” James said. He put his hand on the small of my back and led me to the table, pulled out my chair for me, and then sat down as the waiter gave us our menus.




  “No need for that,” James said to the waiter as he handed the menus back to him. “This will be a quick lunch. Two grilled chicken salads and two club sodas with lemon.”




  “Okay, sir,” the waiter said and walked away.




  “This restaurant is really beautiful,” I said enthusiastically as I looked around at the décor. After a few seconds, I noticed that James wasn’t talking. I turned my head back to the table to look at him and noticed that he now had a laptop on the table. I could hear the loud clicking noise the computer keys made as he typed.




  “Do you really have to do this now?” I snapped. He raised his eyebrow and looked at me. The waiter brought over our salads and drinks and left.




  “I really need to get this ready for my meeting now. Just eat your salad. I’ll be done in a second,” James demanded. He began to type on his laptop again.




  “Send me the bill for fixing the cars. Enjoy your date with your damn laptop, jerk!” I grabbed my purse and bolted out of the restaurant. It wasn’t far from my house, so I began to walk home.




  “Delilah!” James yelled. I began to walk even faster. His shoes made a thudding noise as they hit the pavement while he walked after me. “Delilah!” He yelled again. I began to run.




  “Just forgot it. I’ll call the insurance company and the police myself. I don’t care! I should have never given you my time. I was right, you are a jerk!” I shouted breathlessly as I ran.




  “Delilah, I’m sorry, please!” James pleaded. I stopped running and turned to face him. The armpits of his shirt were wet and his forehead was damp with sweat. He was slightly gasping for air.




  “I’m sorry! This meeting is just really important,” he said, out of breath.




  “And so is my time.” I turned away. He gently grabbed my arm to stop me.




  “Delilah-“




  “The way you looked at me yesterday at the law office was the way I’ve always wanted to be looked at by a man. But the way you acted today, I’m kind of shocked. I mean, what happened?” I shrugged my shoulders. “It doesn’t matter, like I said before: just send me the bill for fixing the cars so there are no strings here.” I began to walk away.




  “Delilah, I didn’t realize I was being so rude. I guess I’m just so used to dealing with my clients and staff that way. I just don’t know when to turn it off. You’re the first person to bring it to my attention,” James said. “Just let me get past this meeting. I’ll take you to dinner tonight. The office closes at five. I’ll pick you up at seven. I promise, I’ll be the guy who gave you the look you’ve always wanted to get.”




  “Fine, I guess,” I said, biting my lip.




  “I’ll drive you home.”




  “Actually, could you drop me off up the street at the gym?” I asked.




  “You work at a gym?” he asked.




  “Yeah, I’m a yoga instructor. It was one of the first things I told you in the car on the way here. But you were preoccupied.”




  “I apologize again. And you look absolutely gorgeous.”




  “Okay! Enough! Save some of that flattery for tonight!” I smiled.




  “So, tell me about this very important meeting of yours?” I said it in a deep voice, trying to imitate him when he’s serious. He almost glowed when I asked this question. He nodded at the valet, and the valet left to bring back James’ car. We stood at the front of the restaurant and waited.




  “Well, a large company wants to buy my client’s product. They want to completely take it over, manufacture the product, and promote it. But they don’t want to properly compensate my client. But today, we may be able to reach a deal. If I get the two parties to accomplish this, it means big things for the law firm. We’ll get more clients and even bigger deals,” he said, stretching his hands out wide.




  “Wow, sounds exciting!” I nodded my head. The valet brought James’s car around. James tipped him, and we got into the car and drove away. “So, how long have you been doing this?” I asked.




  “I graduated from law school two years ago, so I’m fairly new,” he answered.




  “Judging by the size of your office building, you may be new, but you’re doing very well!”




  “Yes, it looks that way, but I’m always aiming for the next level of success! Maybe that’s why I’m so serious all the time,” James admitted as he shrugged his shoulders and looked at me shamefully. “I guess I’m rude to people because I get frustrated when I can’t get what I want immediately.”




  “Sounds like a child having a temper tantrum to me,” I joked.




  “You’re saying I act like a kid?” James asked, as he looked at me with his head turned slightly to the side.




  “You just need a time out or a nap!” I laughed. James laughed, too. “You know, you could take one of my yoga classes and I could help you get rid of some of that stress you have.”




  “You want me to take a yoga class?” he asked, surprised. “That’s not a man’s thing.” He had one hand on the steering wheel as he leaned back into his seat in a macho way.




  “You say that now, but yoga requires incredible concentration and strength,” I firmly responded.




  “Oh, really? Okay, I’ll try it.” James laughed. I laughed, too. “I love you!” he said, still laughing and looking at the road as he drove.




  I got uncomfortable and sat back in my seat. When we finally arrived at the gym, he turned his upper body to face me.




  “You don’t know me, James. You’re being weird again!”




  “But I want to know you! You’re different. No one has made me laugh or put me in my place like you. I have to be with you,” he insisted, staring into my eyes, leaning over onto the armrest of his seat.




  I felt awkward. I was leaning up against the passenger side window. My mouth slightly open, arms tensely folded. I felt breathless.




  “Ugh... I don’t know what I’m supposed to say to that,” I stuttered, looking down at the floor. I just couldn’t look at him. “Uh, I’ll see you tonight!” I said, opening the car door. I got out of the car before he could say anything back to me. I walked toward the gym; I didn’t turn around once. I could hear his car slowly drive away. I stopped walking when I was in front of the gym doors. I began to smile and laugh. Sheepishly smirking, I tried to get rid of the smile, but my body had the upper hand.




  “How’d your date go?” Mr. Harvey asked.




  “What are you talking about?” I asked, caught off guard. I hadn’t told Mr. Harvey about the lunch date or that I had met a guy at all.




  “Nobody smiles like that unless they’ve just been around someone they love.”




  “Love, Mr. Harvey?”




  “You may not realize it, but it’s there!” Mr. Harvey insisted. I smiled and walked to the back of the gym to my yoga classroom. I didn’t know much about James, but something about him was intriguing. I couldn’t stop thinking about him.




  
It’s Your Move




  I unlocked my front door and burst into my house, practically tearing my clothes off and rushing to get in the shower. All I could think about was seeing James again. I had less than an hour before he’d be here to pick me up for dinner. I turned off the shower and hurried into my bedroom. I put on the sexiest dress I had: a pink knee-length, flowing dress with spaghetti straps that made my waist look incredibly small and my breasts two sizes bigger. I curled my hair and pinned it up so that only a few pieces hit my face. I finished off the look with pink open-toe heels. I walked over to my mirror with great confidence.




  “Wow, I look like a damn Barbie doll!” I looked at my clock to see how much time I had left. Just ten minutes until James would be here. “I just need to relax and breathe,” I thought.




  “Okay, if this guy really wants me, it won’t matter what I wear tonight.” I sat down on my bed and took off the heels and slid my feet into my favorite flip-flops. I let my hair down and relaxed. “Okay, now this is me!”




  The doorbell rang. I grabbed my purse off my bed and ran into my living room. When I opened the front door, James was standing there with roses. I hate roses, but he didn’t know that and at least he’s trying to make up for what happened earlier. He had on the same suit that he wore to lunch. He looked tired.




  “Hello, Delilah. You look wonderful!” he said looking up and down at my body. James grabbed my hand and kissed it. I took the roses and put them on an end table. He extended his arm to me, and I took it as I shut the door. We walked over to the passenger side of his car and he opened the door for me. James walked over to the other side and got in the car. He turned the radio to a popular station.




  “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” James said, looking over at me with a grin.




  “That’s interesting, James. How can you feel so passionate about a woman you just met yesterday?” I questioned.




  “I’m a lawyer. I usually have an explanation and something to say about everything, but when I saw you in the office yesterday, for the first time, I was speechless. Then you know how to put me in my place, it’s like, I’ve really met my match,” he said. He looked at me for a second and then turned to look at the road.




  “And you’re sure of that?”




  “Yes, I am very sure.”




  “But it’s a huge gamble. What if you’re wrong?” I teased. He stopped the car at a red light and looked at me again.




  “I really don’t think I am!” He laughed and leaned over to kiss me, but I playfully pulled away.




  “You have to earn that! I don’t even know you that well, remember!”




  “Oh, okay. Your lips will be on mine by the end of the night.” He nodded and began to drive when the light turned green. I smiled so hard my face hurt.




  “I’m going to make you pay for ruining our lunch date!”




  “Whatever will get me that kiss I want is fine with me,” he agreed.




  We arrived at a restaurant much bigger and even fancier than the one we had gone to earlier in the day for lunch. It almost looked like a hotel. He gave the valet his car keys, and we walked inside. The waiter recognized him and seated us at our table immediately and handed us our menus. I lifted up the tablecloth and began to look under the table.




  “What are you doing?” James asked.




  “Oh, I’m just trying to make sure there’s no laptop anywhere around you. At lunch, the laptop you had seemed to appear out of nowhere! What did you do? Pull it out of your ass?” I asked jokingly. James smiled.




  “Okay, okay how many times do I have to apologize for that?” he said, laughing and extending his arms in the air. The waiter stood at our table and waited for us to order.




  “Well,” I said to the waiter, “I’d like two of your best lobsters with a shrimp salad. This garlic bread looks good; bring me two servings of that. Oh, yeah, run that dessert menu by on your way back.” The waiter looked at me a bit confused and then turned to face James. James shook his head.




  “Um, I’ll have one of each thing she is having. And bring a bottle of your best champagne to match the meal.” James handed the waiter our menus and the waiter walked away. “Are you hungry?” James asked, concerned. I shrugged my shoulders.




  “So how’d that meeting go?” I asked, ignoring his question. He rolled his eyes, shook his head and clenched his fist. It seemed like I had hit a nerve in him. “Not well, I figure?”




  “It was a mess,” he said with a sigh. “They just can’t seem to agree on anything. I’m at the end of my rope here. A lot is riding on this case.” His entire body became tense.




  “Well, at least you didn’t lose the case,” I assured him.




  “Yeah, just more late nights at the office, more angry phone calls, more emergency meetings,” he complained as he ran his fingers across his forehead and through his hair. I searched my mind quickly for something comforting to say and reached across the table and held his hand. He looked up at me surprised. His tense posture seemed to instantly disappear. He smiled.




  “I really take my job too seriously,” he remarked.




  “That’s okay, you just want to be the best and there’s nothing wrong with that,” I cheered, nodding convincingly. While we were holding hands, I felt someone staring at us. I looked over at the table next to us, and there was an old Caucasian man sitting alone, looking at us in disbelief. “What are you looking at?” I blurted at the man. He got up from the table and rushed towards the restaurant doors.




  “You’d think people would be more accepting of certain things now, but then you’re subtly reminded that even though things have changed a lot, they’re still the same in so many ways.” James looked at the man walking out of the doors.




  “Yeah, the world would be a better place without idiots like that. You notice he was sitting alone, that doesn’t surprise me, at all,” I added, shaking my head. The waiter arrived at the table with our food.




  “Could you put the other lobster, salad and bread I ordered in a doggy bag and give it to that homeless guy outside?“ I asked, pointing to a man outside the restaurant’s glass doors. He was holding a cup for people to put their spare change into. The waiter nodded and took the food away to package. I looked at James, and now he was shaking his head in disbelief.
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