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This edgy, compelling novel offers an honest portrayal of the ups and downs of everyday life as experienced by three memorable characters.


 


EVERYBODY GOT ISSUES features Avonté Douglas, Ina Sinclair, and Nakia Davidson, three employees of the successful advertising agency Montaqua Publications. As young, single, and ambitious professionals, their friendship occasionally deteriorates into a vicious cycle of jealousy, gossip, selfishness, and back-stabbing. Outside the walls of Montaqua Publications, Avonté, Ina, and Nakia also endure the disappointments and failed expectations of personal relationships that, even when seemingly on the brink of success, prove to be struggles.


 


In this fast-paced story about friends and coworkers, V. Anthony Rivers deftly conveys the ugly realities of personal and professional relationships. Demonstrating a deep understanding of people—their ulterior motives, the emotional baggage they inevitably carry, and of course their issues—Rivers crafts a novel that is as easy to identify with as it is entertaining.









“EVERYBODY GOT ISSUES is a hilarious look at why some people can work together and others can only go at each other’s throats. A timely novel that will keep readers excited and glued to their seats, this is one that should not be missed.”




—Zane, National Bestselling Author of Addicted,
The Sex Chronicles, Shame On It All, The Heat Seekers,
The Sisters of APF and Nervous
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I REMEMBER ONE DAY WHEN THE SKY OPENED UP and shined a ray of light upon the beautiful green pasture below. Someone special at my side witnessed this moment as well. We were not too far from St. Augustine’s Church and very close to the Cane River. It was such a peaceful day in this part of Louisiana. We pulled over and held each other tight. Then we argued about taking a picture of the sky and whether or not we were close enough to get a good shot.
For a split second we had “issues” but we got over it. We later made a pact that there was nothing we couldn’t get past or endure, together.
I dedicate this novel to the woman who once told me
“I love that you know how to live.”


 


Thank you,


V. Anthony Rivers
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INTRODUCTION TO AVONTÉ



A brother in the ’90s has plenty of options for advancement. I’ve learned that recently and especially because I’m due to graduate in about two weeks. I’ll finally earn my master’s degree in advertising, and it’s about damn time.


I have to admit that my motivation for going to school in the past was a little suspect but I forced myself to finish this year. I used to be about the ladies and the opportunities in between classes, but I guess I woke up, just a little bit. Now in the year 1999, Avonté Douglas is about to make his mark in the world. I have plenty of interviews lined up. And, I bought a couple of suits from the Men’s Wearhouse so you can definitely say I’m ready. I’m gonna be pissed off if the only thing I find is a job in the mailroom, but I’ve got to remain confident.


Friends of mine tell me to just think positive and my grandmother told me to go to church and pray. I’ve been doing my best to be optimistic. At times I’m probably overconfident. Maybe a little egotistical. I’ve been sending out resumes like crazy. When I put together my first draft, I described myself as a “Tall handsome man of color.” After I finished, I had the best looking profile for a dating service that I’d ever seen in my life. I put that in my desk drawer for later and made a second attempt at writing a “real” resume. The women are just gonna have to wait until after I start making some dollars.


The last two years have been a little bit hard on me because I believe I should be a lot farther along in my life. I’m living with my mother so I can save some money. That’s been an okay situation but it cuts down on the amount of nights that I’m able to spend with the opposite sex. Whenever I want to spend the night with somebody, I have to get a hotel room. My budget has been tight, so needless to say, I haven’t been getting any—lately.


Avonté can catch the ladies, but developing a situation beyond the initial attraction is something that doesn’t happen too often. That dreaded word “relationship” is something that I only know how to spell right now. But then again, since I’m not where I want to be, why try to have somebody all up in my grill trying to pass themselves off as my significant other? I’m too young to be worrying about that right now any-damn-way; especially since I just chase the ladies for sex—and relationships? I haven’t had a girlfriend since the ’80s, back when I was sporting a high-top fade.


I took on a new journey when I got into college. I discovered the pleasures of being immune to a deep commitment. Bells ring in my head when a lady just tells me she wants to have fun. I start smiling like the Grinch just about to steal Christmas. Of course, I’m stealing more than just holiday time. But as I said earlier, that’s no longer my focus. I’m about to graduate and as soon as I get a job, then maybe I’ll enter new arenas where the ladies are concerned. I can visualize myself already going to sports bars during the week and nightclubs on Saturdays and Sundays. I’m gonna live the lifestyle of a young “Buppy” to the hilt. I know I’m looking ahead but my friends said to think positive. I’m thinking positive and then some. Spending my money before I even cash the check, one might say.


Celebrating too soon is always a habit of mine and today is no exception. I’m on my way to an interview and because I want this particular job so much, I know it’s gonna be mine. I threw on my best suit and a funky fresh tie to go with it. I also brought a more conservative tie with me; just in case I change my mind. I’ll probably change it. This position I’m going for is entry level, but they assured me that there’s rapid growth potential. I had to catch myself when I talked to them over the phone.


“How rapid?” I wanted to ask.


I’m glad I didn’t say half the stuff that was on my mind. I played it cool and professional. I acted like a straight-A student with a respect for authority rather than the B+ egomaniac that I really am. Nobody needs to see my true colors until I’ve passed the probationary period. After that, I’m taking over!


Thinking is always one of my favorite pastimes. I can sometimes see my entire life before me. I visualize nothing but good times and opportunities. I guess that’s why I get accused of having a devilish smile. That’s my trademark and I haven’t met a woman yet who wasn’t attracted by it.


“You here for an interview?” a female voice asked.


“Excuse me?”


“I noticed there’s only two other people here. I was expecting a lot more to show up for this job,” the lady spoke softly.


“Probably so, but I just try to stay focused on me. Know what I’m saying?”


“So, you and I are gonna be competing for it then, huh?”


“Competing?” I asked.


I looked at homegirl like she was no competition at all.


“My name is Vanessa Jenkins.”


“Sup, I’m Avonté.”


“Nice to meet you, Avonté.”


The girl had very lovely hands, a brown-skin complexion, and was beginning to take me out of my focus. That wasn’t too cool, at all.


“My pleasure, Vanessa.”


I glanced at the rest of Ms. Jenkins when she turned her attention toward someone walking into the office. She was wearing a champagne-colored, polyester-crepe business suit with a long skirt. Even her nails and lipstick had that same champagne color and she wore it well. Her suit looked like it came straight from the same JCPenney catalog that I ordered my size 13 rugged leather boots from. I almost felt compelled to turn on the charm a little and see if I’d get a smile out of her. Maybe make her cross her legs in my direction.


“So, what’s this I hear about me having competition? Who, pray tell, would give a brotha like me some competition?”


“This sista right next to you,” she responded.


I liked the way she sat up, crossed her arms and gave me a cocky smile of her own. I was enjoying this. It’s a shame that I may not see too much of Vanessa since I’m the one they’re gonna hire for the job.


“Hey, Vanessa,” I said softly.


“Yes?”


She still had her arms folded. Seemed like she was anticipating in a cute way what I might say next. She was shaking her head, gesturing for me to continue, but she still had that smile.


“Vanessa, since I’m all up in your area here…”


“Huh?” she interrupted.


“Let me finish. Since we seem cool with each other already, how about we share a cappuccino or something and let bygones be bygones, so to speak.”


“I hope you’re not going talk like that in your interview.”


“Nah, I’m gonna be professional.”


“I hope so.”


“What about my offer?” I asked her.


“Coffee sounds nice but I’m not sure what you mean by letting bygones be bygones?”


“Yeah, well, uh, I don’t want you coming after me when they hire me instead of you,” I told her.


“Oh, is that right?”


“Yep. I wouldn’t have bought this new suit if I thought I wouldn’t get the job.”


“I hope you saved your receipt and didn’t remove the tag.”


Homegirl was flashing all her attitude, even though she tried to keep our conversation on the down-low. I was having fun talking to Vanessa. This kind of fun was making my focus so cloudy, too. I felt it was time to relax my efforts for the moment.


“Let me stop talking to you. We’re still on for coffee, right?” I asked.


“Uh, huh.”


Vanessa went back to thumbing through magazines and I returned to my usual active imagination. I was doing a mental balancing act. I was visualizing Vanessa in her panties on one side and celebrating ‘cause I got the job on the other. Life feels good when you can imagine more than one way to have fun.


“Vanessa Jenkins?”


Someone stepped out from inside the office and called the next interview. I thought I was the next person but that’s cool. Vanessa looked good walking inside. Maybe she was my competition because she walked in there like she already had the job. She was trying to play the role by asking if that person had a good weekend. Now if I go in and ask the same thing then I’ll sound all fake and shit. I wish I could hear what else she’s saying in there. I feel like I’m back in school because I’m letting a female mess with my head—again.


An hour went by before the door slowly opened. I was beginning to doze off from waiting so long. Plus, they had it cold up in there like they thought it was 100 degrees outside. I should’ve gotten up and checked my eyes to see if I look tired but I didn’t want to leave and miss my name being called. I could see Vanessa slowly coming out of the door. Seems like whomever she was talking to didn’t want the conversation to end. I didn’t like what I was feeling. Going in there could’ve been a waste of my time and another opportunity to be embarrassed. Finally Vanessa made it all the way through the door. She flashed a sweet smile and stood in front of me.


“I don’t think I’ll be able to have that coffee with you, Avonté, but give me a call, okay? Here’s my number,” she said, handing me a small piece of paper.


I looked up at Vanessa with my sleepy eyes, not knowing what was going on. I couldn’t match her enthusiasm, but it was cool to get her phone number.


“Okay, I’ll give you a call.”


“Talk to you soon?”


“Okay, Vanessa.”


She walked out the door and as soon as I turned around, the office door opened.


“I think you’re next. Avonté Douglas, right?”


By the way this lady was looking at me, I could tell this would just be a formality with her. I could play this interview in my mind already. I knew the conclusion wouldn’t be in my favor. I’m just sleepwalking through this entire experience.


“How are you today?” the lady asked.


“Good.”


“That’s excellent. Listen, I guess we should cut to the chase. We’ve found someone to fill the position, but I’d like to hold on to your resume for a possible opening that may happen soon. Would that be okay with you?”


“Yes, Ma’am, that would be fine.”


Here I was, sitting like a young boy who’d just gotten his heart broken. Still, I tried to be professionally humble. It appeared that Vanessa did her thing and got the job.


My mind was going blank as I sat across from the interviewer. She was talking about the company, and all I could see was her mouth moving in slow motion.


“I’m sure you’re a little disappointed but we here at Montaqua Publications are always interested in young creative minds. Please don’t be discouraged.”


“Oh, thanks, I won’t be. I guess it’s a learning experience as they say, huh?”


“Exactly. Plus, you never know because we could be calling you back very soon. You seem to be someone that would fit well inside of a creative environment such as this one.”


“It would be a dream come true, Ma’am.”


“Well, don’t give up on that dream. Not enough people have the patience to start somewhere and work their way up.”


“Thank you,” I responded, not liking the hint she was giving me.


As I walked out the office, I took a look at the piece of paper with the phone number that Vanessa had given me. I started to crumble the page and toss it in the trash, but I didn’t. I almost said a few curse words about my competition, but I passed on disrespecting her that way. I remembered how cool she seemed. Maybe she had more going for herself on paper than I did. My jealousy kicked in for a second and I returned to my thoughts of tossing the phone number. I didn’t. Instead, I found a pay phone in the lobby and tried calling Vanessa. I had a feeling it was her beeper number. Even though I’ve been blessed to receive phone numbers without really trying hard, I figured a woman like this probably wouldn’t give hers out so easily. I waited for the message after I heard the dial tone for the fourth time.


“Hello?”


The sound of her voice was like drinking down one of those smoothies on a hot day. She sounded so sweet.


“Hello. Is someone there?” she answered a second time.


“Vanessa?”


“Yes, who’s this?”


“Oh, wow!”


I guess she proved me wrong again. I was batting a thousand with my assumptions today.


“Do I know you?” she asked.


“Hey, Vanessa, this is Avonté.”


“Hey you, how did it go?”


“What you mean, how did it go? You got the job!”


“I thought maybe you could still talk your way into getting something. You had me smiling, even though I tried to hide it.”


“Is that right?”


“Yes, you did and I was thinking about you, too.”


“You were?”


“Yes.”


“Damn, you got me in this lobby perspiring…”


“Doing what?”


“Sweatin’, Gurl!”


“Oh, you are funny, Avonté.”


Vanessa had me forgetting all about the fact that she stole my job. Talking to her on the phone was just as cool as it was in person. I felt like I was still sitting next to her, glancing down at her legs, and I could even remember the scent of her perfume. I wasn’t supposed to be losing my focus and thinking about another lady in my life. My shield was having a hard time fighting this one off.


“Sweetheart, I’m gonna have to go but call me later, okay?”


Now she was fighting unfair because hearing a woman call me “sweetheart” was like touching my sensitive spot. She just pushed my button of vulnerability and it felt great.


“Where you headed to?” I asked.


“Well, if you noticed, I’m on my cell phone sitting in traffic. I’m going to the mall to buy something new for my first day at work!”


“Oh.”


“Don’t sound sad. I’m not trying to rub it in, Avonté.”


“Nah, it’s cool.”


“You’re welcome to meet me at the mall, if you want.”


“Nah, that’s okay. I’ll call you tonight, Vanessa. You gonna be home?”


“Yes, and don’t feel bad, okay!”


“It’s cool. Congratulations on the job.”


“Thanks, sweetheart.”


“Yep.”


“Hey, listen!”


“Yeah, what’s up, Vanessa?”


“I’m gonna put in a good word for you. I think it would be nice to work together. I hope it wouldn’t present a problem, especially if we’re seeing each other away from work.”


“That would be cool, thanks.”


“Okay, talk to you later, Avonté.”


“Peace.”


I wasn’t sure how to take her offer, but I figured if I could get my foot in the door, then it would all be left up to me to prove my true value to the company. I could make the right connections and I’d be on my way. Maybe that old saying about who you know could finally work for me. Vanessa seemed pretty sincere about helping a brotha out. I was glad she wasn’t turned off by my early hints of conceit. But, if she ever discovered the real me later on, then that was okay. I was determined to turn all my preparation from school into making my way up the ladder at this advertising agency. I was excited that it’s black-owned, too. Listen to me go on and on…


A few days passed by and it took me two to realize that I was celebrating a little too soon—again. I needed to at least wait for Vanessa to give me a call and let me know I was in. My other interview didn’t work out at all. The interviewer just sat there sizing me up while reading my resume and application. That’s a lonely feeling when I’m sitting there waiting for someone to decide my immediate fate before I gain a little control. I started to get up at one point, but then the person ended my anxiety by letting me off in that familiar way.


“We’re gonna review your resume and get back with you,” I was told.


“Uh-huh, how long is it gonna take you, stupid?” I thought to myself.


“Thank you so much” is what I actually said.


Now I’m sitting here doing more research and at the same time feeling sorry for myself ‘cause preparation doesn’t seem to be getting my foot in the door right now. Looks like it’s gonna take a lot of luck.





INA SINCLAIR



I’m on my way to work after being off for two whole weeks. It feels strange to be getting up at 5 a.m. again. Being off was a blessing because I got to sleep late and let my alarm clock rest. That damn thing gets on my nerves, but I can’t wake up without it now. Must be my age or something because I can definitely remember the days when I’d wake up without any kind of help.


I guess they really missed me at work. I got a message the other day saying that I had to show some new girl the ropes. They say she’s really sweet, but since she’s been there for over a week it seems like they should’ve shown her new ass what to do by now. Why do they have to wait on me? I guess my attitude just confirms how much I enjoyed my vacation and hate for it to end. I better just be cool, get some coffee and try to be nice to this new heffa on the block. I hope they give me a little background info on the girl before I meet her. I don’t want her to feel as though I’m interviewing her all over again.


I’ve been with Montaqua Publications for about five years now, and I never seem to get used to new people coming in at first. I always tend to treat the rookies with a cold shoulder. I’m trying to change my bad habits, but I know I’m gonna fail with this one. My girlfriend Nakia can tell you firsthand about the attitude I gave her when she first started working with us. She lives in the hood and takes the bus to work. I would be all on her and warning her not to be late. I’d tell her not to give me that tired excuse about missing her bus or not getting the kids ready for school in time. I treated her pretty bad and it wasn’t like she was gonna be working under me. I was just responsible for showing her around. I eventually let up on her when I found her wiping away tears in the break room.


She set me straight about her life. She has a little girl and lives with her mother and young cousin. I call her my girlfriend but most of the time, I treat her like my baby sister. Now I’m about to meet this new girl and I’m pretty sure I’ll treat her bad at first, too. In the message that was left, they never mentioned her age or background. I guess I need a little more status before they start sending me information that can actually help me do my job better. I’m not in management just yet, but I will be one of these days. Either that or I’ll be working for myself.


On the way to work I was quickly reminded why I didn’t miss getting up early. I had to deal with people cutting in front of me in traffic. L.A drivers just don’t give a damn about anybody else being on the road. Ain’t nobody going nowhere so they all might as well relax. That’s why I always bring my coffee with me and either listen to the morning show or play one of my tapes that I bought recently. I’m kind of lazy right now when it comes to actually reading a book so I listen to them on cassette. It allows me to kill two birds with one stone because I can enjoy one of the latest novels and at the same time, feel like someone is reading to me. If I had a man, I might make his ass read to me all the time but until then, this is how I’m gonna do it. Sometimes I really get wrapped up in the stories, especially the lovemaking parts. I got Nakia hooked on these tapes, too. She tripped when she first heard one of them.


She asked me one night, “Girl, what are you listening to?”


“Huh? It’s just a book that I’m too lazy to read.”


“I’m not trying to hear that. Don’t you have some DMX in your car?”


“Some DM who?” I asked.


“You need something in here to get us started, Girl!”


“So, you want me to play some of your hood-rat music?”


I guess it was strange for us to be listening to a novel on the way to a club. That was my first time partying with Nakia and I have to tell you, it wasn’t my last. Girlfriend opened me up to a New World but it was a world that I didn’t want to get too used to. I had so many fine men and even a few women trying to buy me a drink. I got worried about that.


I asked Nakia, “Why are they so anxious to give me a drink?”


“’Cause they wanna get with you!”


“Do I look thirsty?”


Nakia just laughed at me and we really had a great time that night. I never did let anyone buy me a drink because I just couldn’t trust people I didn’t know. I don’t even let a man feed me unless I know he keeps himself clean. No telling what a man been digging into, grabbing on, shaking, hell, you know what I mean.


Being stuck in traffic is very soothing to me. I guess that’s a strange way of looking at it but I’m always trying to turn negatives into positives. My next transformation is smiling when I see my office building. I’m gonna do my best to have a good time at work today. I’ll be okay once I get back into the swing of things.


 


    Well, parking my car and finally going inside felt like it took forever. I tried to look happy, but I really wasn’t excited about returning. I got a few nice smiles and hellos as I walked to the elevator. Even the security guard winked at me. All I could give him was a hint of a smile, and he better not have called me a name under his breath ‘cause I didn’t say hello. I was in a slightly bitchy mood anyway so I couldn’t complain too much.


I heard a familiar voice speaking in my direction. “Hey, Ina! Girl, it seems like you been gone forever!”


“Hey, Nakia!”


It was nice to see a friendly face. Nakia was dressed really great, too. Her hair was one color and she was wearing something conservative for a change. I hoped I wasn’t coming back to work only to hear that she’d been promoted over me.


We both walked inside the elevator and got off at the fifth floor. Sometimes I’m really impressed when I walk in and see the big “Montaqua Publications” sign. I feel proud to work here, especially because there’s so many black women in management positions. We got a lot of beautiful talented Sistahs up in here.


I asked Nakia, “What you smiling at, Girl?”


“Nothing. It’s just nice to see you and I’m wondering if you knew about my promotion!”


Oh, here we go! I thought to myself.


“Promotion to what?”


“Administrative assistant!”


“Oh, okay, that’s great! When did this happen?”


“A week after you went on vacation.”


“And you didn’t call to tell me?”


“Well, you said you didn’t want to be bothered by anybody while you were on vacation.”


“I know, but I’m really happy for you, Nakia.”


“Thanks, Girl.”


I really was happy for Nakia but mostly I felt good knowing that her position had nothing to do with me. I guess that’s a mean thing to say but this is a very competitive environment and going on vacation is not always a great thing ‘cause changes happen while you’re away. One example is this new person that I have to show around. No telling how talented she is and what her goals and ambitions are.


“Hey, Nakia, do you know anything about this new girl?”


“You mean Vanessa?”


“Yeah, that’s her name.”


“She’s cute.”


“Now you know I didn’t need to hear that, Girlfriend!”


“I know. I’m just playing with you. I haven’t had much contact with her but she seems cool. I was introduced to her and then after that I talked to her, maybe twice.”


“I guess I’ll find out more about her today, huh?”


“I think so, Ina. There she is over there.” Nakia pointed.


“That’s her?”


“Yep, that’s her.”


“I don’t like her already!”


“Why?” Nakia laughed.


“’Cause she is cute! Look at her, all tall, slender and got all that hair.”


“Did you learn how to be jealous on your vacation, Ina? That ain’t like you to be talking like that!”


“You know I’m hard on new people.”


“Yes, I know that too well.”


“What about that person standing next to her now?” I pointed.


“Who, him?”


“Yes. Is he another new hire?”


“Yeah, he’s a friend of hers. She got him hired here.”


“Damn, so she’s just coming in and taking over already?”


“Ooh, Ina, you better wipe all that stuff off your face, Girl!”


“What stuff?”


“All that jelly!”


“Oh, I’m cool, honey. I guess I should go over and introduce myself, huh?”


“I don’t know, you sure you want to? You might end up treating her worse than you treated me when I was new!”


“No, I’ll be a sweetheart. Plus, I can meet her friend, too. What area is he working in?”


“I think he’s in the mailroom. His name is Avonté.”


“Avonté?”


“Yeah.”


“He looks nice.”


“He’s alright.”


“Looks good to me, Nakia. You know there aren’t too many men around here.”


“Yeah, and that’s probably why he looks so good to you. To me he’s just okay. Seems like a player trying to pass himself off as a regular guy.”


“You think so?”


“Yeah, Girl.”


“So who’s being rough on the new person now?”


“I learned from you, Ms. Ina Sinclair.”


“Well, I’m gonna go on over there. We on for lunch?”


“Yeah. Be nice to her. I don’t care what you do to him though!”


“You’re too much, Nakia.”


So much was going through my mind as I approached this new girl. She was dressed really nice in her pants suit, gorgeous shoes, and not that much makeup. For some strange reason I was feeling envious of her. I guess it’s because at first glance she appeared to have it really going on. But, I needn’t worry because I have it going on myself. If my memory served me right, I had a lot of ambition and drive during my first few weeks on the job, too. Maybe I’ve lost some of that edge and gotten a little too comfortable.


That young man standing with her had a very nice body. He looked good in his light olive-colored shirt and gold tie. I started rubbing the back of my neck and straightening myself up as I got closer to the two of them. It was time for Ina Sinclair to be professional, cool and not let them see that my thoughts were leaning more toward the bedroom instead of the boardroom. Just before I approached Vanessa and Avonté, I looked behind me and saw Nakia watching. She gave me a goofy look, which didn’t help my disposition at all. I guess she wanted to see how I was gonna handle myself.


I greeted Vanessa and Avonté. “Hello there!”


Vanessa immediately turned around. This girl had a gorgeous face up close. She was gonna make it hard for me to like her.


“Hi,” she responded, unsure of whom I was.


“I guess you don’t know me, huh?”


“No, I’m sorry but my name is Vanessa and this is Avonté.”


“Nice to meet you both. I’m Ina Sinclair.”


“Oh, how are you?!”


“I’m good and, by your reaction, I take it someone has told you about me?”


“Yes, they told me you were on vacation but that when you returned, you would be showing me around.”


“I’m usually the one to show the new people around, but I take it you’ve seen everything already, haven’t you?”


“I’ve seen a lot and it’s been a great two weeks! I’m so excited about working here!”


“That’s great. How about you, Avonté?”


It appeared as if he’d become uncomfortable with the fact that Vanessa and I were having a conversation that he wasn’t a part of.


“I’m enjoying it, too,” he responded, but not very enthusiastically.


“That’s good to hear. What department are you in?”


“They got me in the mailroom but I promise that’s only temporary.”


“I imagine so ‘cause you surely don’t seem like the mailroom type.”


“No, not at all. It’s pretty hard to start in one of these agencies at a top-level position, no matter what kind of background you have.”


As I observed Avonté’s body language and mannerisms, I could see he possessed a great deal of ambition. If my memory served me right, folks in the mailroom wore uniforms. Avonté looked like he was overdressed for his position. I also noticed that he stepped right in front of Vanessa and took over the conversation.


“So, I take it you both have strong academic backgrounds?”


“Yes, I just graduated last month with my master’s degree in advertising!” Avonté said.


“Really? Then I see why you’re disappointed with the position you’re at right now. Perhaps we can do something about that.”


“Well, I had strong competition when I came to interview for a position that suits my qualifications better.”


“Is that right?”


“Yep,” he responded, looking at Vanessa.


Vanessa spoke up. “Excuse me, but I have some errands to run. Can we talk later, Ina?”


Seemed like she wasn’t very pleased with the way the conversation was going. Maybe Avonté was saying some things that didn’t sit too well with her.


“I look forward to it, Vanessa. Stop by my office sometime…”


“Okay. It was nice meeting you.”


“Nice meeting you, too.”


As soon as Vanessa walked away, Avonté continued talking about himself. Seemed like as soon as his fire had been lit, he couldn’t stop. It was pretty funny, but at the same time I wondered why it became so tense a moment earlier between the two.


“Is everything okay with you and Vanessa?”


“Yeah, why do you ask that?”


“Just wondering because she got so quiet while you were talking.”


“Oh, she’s cool. She’s the one that they hired instead of me, but she’s a good friend and hooked me up with this job.”


“Oh, okay. Well, I must say that I find you interesting, Avonté, but if I were Vanessa, I might take your comments the same way she did.”


“Just being honest.”


“Well, let’s talk again soon.”


“You still gonna put in a good word for me?” he asked with a look of worry.


“I didn’t forget, Avonté.”


“Okay, thanks.”


After leaving Avonté, I decided to go to the one place that always made me excited about coming to work—my office. It’s like heaven to me most of the time and I guess it allows me to feel like I don’t have to deal with a lot of the petty office drama that goes on. I could see right then that Mr. Avonté wouldn’t be immune from the drama. The reaction he got from Vanessa really intrigued me.


“Knock, knock!”


Nakia stood at my door and it wasn’t a surprise to see her so soon. I knew she would come over right away since she loves to indulge in some gossip herself. Plus the girl had truly become my best friend, even though I still had a hard time going over to her house to pick her up. She lives deep inside the hood and I live completely on the other side of town; where it’s safe, I might add.


“What you doing, Girl?” Nakia asked.


“Right now I’m trying to clean off all this paperwork that everyone piled up on my desk. Did somebody write trash can on my office door while I was away?”


“No, but you were missed, Ina.”


“Well, I guess so, but folks got a strange way of showing it.”


I had tons of paperwork and no time to look at it. This was gonna take several days to complete, considering I didn’t have anyone to assist me. Now that Nakia had her new job title, she was gonna be very busy. She didn’t have an office yet but one day she would. I was proud of my girlfriend.


“What happened with the new employees?” she asked.


“Oh, those two are gonna be a trip around here. Did you know that Avonté has a master’s degree?”


“No, and I don’t care!”


“What did he do to you?”


“Nothing. Why’s he working in the mailroom if he has a master’s degree? He’s probably lying!”


“Well, Nakia, that’s easy to confirm; if he’s being truthful about that. Why do you have so much attitude about him?”


“He just doesn’t seem real to me. He only talks to people that he thinks will get him a better job.”


“Well, he’s ambitious and his ego is probably gonna get him in trouble, but I don’t think he’s a bad person. I wanna get to know him. Plus, I need an assistant, so maybe I can get personnel to give me the okay to transfer him over here.”


“You mean as your personal assistant?”


“Yeah, why not?”


“That’s on you, Ina.”


“I think it would be nice. I need somebody that’s really driven.”


“If you say so. Can we talk about something else? What was Vanessa like?”


“She seems nice but Avonté just took over the conversation, so I didn’t get to speak with her. I told her to come by my office, so maybe when she gets a moment, we’ll be able to talk then.”
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