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So, I trudged into the lobby and saw them standing 
there, her and the boss man, Mr. P. Normally, I 
managed to avoid them when they were in the 
office together but that morning she maneuvered 
the three of us into the elevator. Just like that, she 
was in charge of both me and him.

I was eating a company bagel cause I’d left my 
apartment without breakfast. I was trying to wrap 
the bagel back up, you know, out of respect for 
Mr. P when she reached over and broke off a 
piece. Just like that, she reached over with those 
long fingers of hers, took part of what I was eating 
and put it in her mouth. The cream cheese was 
sorta oozing out on the wax paper and then she 
looked at me. I mean, this married woman who 
I’d been sleeping with for the past three months 
was standing right there with her husband. I didn’t 
want to look in her face with the cream cheese 
speaking for itself and all.  

We were between the fifth and sixth floors, 
nowhere near the offices on twelve, but there 
wasn’t any place to hide so I handed the bagel to 
Mr. P since, technically speaking, it was his.

He didn’t take it or even look at me. I was just 
standing there with my left knee twitching real bad, 
trying not to put too much weight on it. He let me 

stew for a couple seconds before he reached over 
and hit the button for six. 

“You shouldn’t start things you can’t finish.” He 
said it smooth as could be. He’d been checking the 
streaming stock prices on the overhead monitor 
all the while. Then, as soon as the elevator doors 
opened, he stepped out.

My job was gone so I didn’t have to worry about 
getting fired anymore. I didn’t have anything left to 
lose so I glanced at her over my shoulder. 

“Thanks a lot,” I said. I did a double take when I 
saw her lips quivering.

So then, she started digging through her purse 
like, maybe, the man she’d married was hiding 
in there. “I can’t get off this elevator alone.” She 
pulled her sunglasses out and put them on. “Just 
stay with me until we get upstairs.”

I almost felt sorry for her; that’s how good she 
was. 

“Can’t do it,” I said to the wood paneled ceiling. 
The elevator doors opened on nine and I 

squeezed past a couple of secretaries who rushed 
to get on. I took the stairs two at a time and made 
it down to the street in three minutes flat.  So 
there I was, no money, no job, and, forget about a 
reference, but I was cool. ¤
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