
“Just Sex” 

by Andrew Boryga 

 
 Body drenching, ass-sticking-to-pants, pit sweat pools in your grey t-shirt, hot. It was that 

hot when I met Rosa on the uptown D. I was distracted. Distracted by the morphing of the 

hipstery I’m cooler than you, quote Kurt Vonnegut and wear shades underground crowd resting 

in the bowels of Manhattan to the starched blue and white-collar businessmen at Midtown to the 

legions of soon to be sun-burned Yankee fans hopping on between 42nd and 145th to the brown 

and black –– occasionally Irish and Italian –– folk remaining by 170th. Damned if all that time I 

missed this dainty cutie at the other end of the car.  

 I don’t talk to girls on trains, usually. Too many impediments. Hustling bums, baby 

carriages, peddling immigrants. People going to or coming home from work –– pissed off 

regardless, grilling Ipods, Ipads, nooks and creased newspapers, oblivious to their bodies 

blocking doors and seats. Got to meander past them. Then there’s the worry of them overhearing. 

Judging when you get brushed off, if you don’t score digits. And you know if you don’t get them, 

if shorty ignores you, you will become the punch line of someone else’s joke later –– that sucks. 

I get self-conscious about talking to girls regardless, but I spoke that day. Because of her legs. 

Small but thick. Perfect proportions, hairless, glistening. Swinging back and forth like 

pendulums. Sultry brown pendulums. Her small hands too –– I love small hands.  

 I didn’t walk right up to her. Covertly, I positioned myself nearby and latched onto a rail. 

Staring at something and nothing at the same time, same withdrawn gaze as everyone else, she 

sat, waiting to be talked to –– but I couldn’t pull. Thought too long about an opener. 

  Hot enough for you? 

  No shit Sherlock.  
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  Luckily the conductor was an asshole and slammed the brakes between Tremont and 

183rd, hurling my face into her lap. Her hazel eyes ogled me and she smiled as I collected myself 

and apologized. God. A sign from God.  

# 

 Date one was at Lincoln Plaza Cinemas –– same place as all date ones. I play it the same 

way each time. Tell them to meet me in the small park nearby and read a book as I wait. Usually 

I read, sometimes I pretend. I was reading Baldwin (for real), when Rosa sashayed my way in a 

snug cherry-red skirt and black tank top.   

 We sat around a small cast-iron table and spoke before the movie. Preliminary shit. High 

school, favorite movie, musician and video game, embellished anecdotes, witty comebacks, 

employment, pipe dreams, and exes. She did cashier work at a Soho boutique owned by a pudgy 

Russian who hired fine women for low wages and hit on them all day. She also said she was a 

part time model. I didn’t believe her until she showed me the pictures on her phone. When she 

spoke about the future she got fidgety; swung her legs and combed her fingers through her wavy 

brown hair. She wasn’t sure –– I asked who the fuck is? That calmed her down some.  

 I can’t tell you what movie we saw; it wasn’t very memorable. What transpired after was. 

Kissing in the movies is awkward. Not because of nerves, more so because of positioning. For 

one, you sit parallel to the girl, which makes looking at her and craning your lips towards hers 

such an extensive process. Then there’s an arm rail between the two of you, forcing you to lean 

forward even more if you’re skinny and halt prematurely if you’re not. And, what if the girl is 

actually enjoying the movie? What if she isn’t concentrating on sex like you? That makes for a 

quick rejection, or if you’re lucky a pity tap kiss. Fuck all that. Wait till the movie’s over.  
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 When it was I walked Rosa to the west side 59th street Central Park entrance. At that 

point we’d progressed to holding hands. I massaged her small fingers as we strode down the long 

avenues and pulled her by the waist at every intersection, pretending to save her from oncoming 

traffic. If I had any doubt as to what Rosa was down for, it was completely erased when she 

agreed to go with me inside the park. We idly walked until stumbling on a spot with waist-high 

fences surrounding a couple of wood-beam supported swings. We both stared at the “no 

trespassing after sundown” sign.  

I counted to three, then gently smacked her butt and made a dash for the fences, hurdling 

them, splaying brittle wood chips on my landing. Rosa looked like a duck when she ran. She 

smiled wide and tried to get over the fence smoothly but struggled –– it was cute. We swung 

back and forth on the swings, the rattle of the metal chains and their groans against the wood 

beams providing the only sound. After a while I made out a police cruiser heading toward us so I 

led Rosa to our final destination –– my favorite spot, where I’d often go to read, smoke a joint or 

just people watch. It’s right near a small pond that reflects a jade gleam when illuminated by 

moonlight in the summer. We sat near the pond and I threw my arm over Rosa’s shoulder. She 

smiled and leaned in for a kiss. A soft one. A feeling out kiss. Followed by progressively 

stronger ones employing a forceful tongue that pounded the walls of my mouth –– I liked that. 

She liked when I bit her lips.  

# 

 Turned out Rosa didn’t live too far from me. She was off Creston –– right on my way to 

Jinx’s. I stopped by a couple days after our date. My shift didn’t start till 11 –– some morning 

reverie was in order. Rosa’s building was a five-story tenement right next to C-Town. Apartment 

5F. Back in the day when buildings were built they made everything five stories because if you 
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had six you had to build an elevator. I still find that funny. Old school Bronx landlords were just 

as cheap as the present ones –– some shit never changes. I was heaving when I got to the fifth 

landing, but my fatigue went out the window when Rosa opened the door. She was wearing a 

long pink t-shirt, long enough to cover her black panties, which were only visible when she lifted 

her arms to hug me.  

 Her apartment was small with a kitchen the size of a closet and assorted scorched-bottom 

pans hanging from a line of braided string above the cabinets. She wasn’t alone. She had a little 

brother; think he was about 15 or so. She started to kiss me against the fridge when I asked about 

him and said he was cool. We moved to the living room, which was also on the smallish side and 

decorated with her Moms’ pictures of Puerto Rico and late-night partying in borrowed dresses 

and multi-color high-heels as a teen. She showed me her pet gecko Pacquito. Why she loved that 

fucking gecko so much I don’t know. He wasn’t attractive, not like a cute dog, and he didn’t do 

shit. He just sat on his fake log.  

 Her room was painted yellow, with blue bordering near the ceiling. Her bed was pushed 

against the far wall, which was bare. They were all bare except for one small Marilyn Monroe 

poster hanging near the door. Near her bed was a brown stand with a bunch of books on it, a few 

titles about love and dealing with guys should’ve set off a signal in my head, but didn’t at the 

time. We laid on her bed and kissed again. Her hair was matted and sticking out at all angles, and 

she apologized for that but I told her it was hot –– it was. She got on top of me and kissed me as 

she grinded on my crotch, hard enough that I could feel the lace from her panties on my thighs. 

She was ready. We undressed and I slid in.   

 When we were done we lay side-by-side, naked. She liked me. That’s what she told me. I 

told her I liked her too. She told me more about her last boyfriend. He was a lot older than her, 
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almost 30 when they dated. He’d taken her virginity young; too young and she felt indebted to 

him. She was infatuated by his age, his apparent wisdom, and his independence. That fueled the 

relationship, and the sex of course. But he grew dissatisfied with her, as she got older; maybe it 

was the other way around. She said she wasn’t sure she was ready for another one and I was fine 

with that. She said we should use each other. I was fine with that too. Just sex. Just sex.  

# 

 It was nice to get laid regularly again; it’d been a while, ever since I left school. College 

girls are easier, especially the ones in Connecticut. Most times you didn’t even have to go on a 

date. I missed that. But even so, I couldn’t stand it there. I wasn’t cut out for that place. I 

should’ve known when I first visited. Prep-school kids with popped collars and designer 

sweaters draped around their shoulders in the spring, salmon shorts, yellow pants. Who does 

that? Then they have the balls to think they’re entitled to shit. They join a frat and it’s like their 

dick grew two inches. I’m glad I got kicked out. And I’m glad I took a couple of them assholes 

down a notch before I left. I was gonna drop out of there anyway.   

 Moms isn’t happy though. That’s about the only thing I regret, letting her down. I 

remember her face when the dean called her in for a meeting. She didn’t know about all the 

fights, the suspensions. I hid everything. I was supposed to be the good kid, the star child. The 

one who goes to college and does something. She never says anything, but I know she’s 

disappointed. She doesn’t look at me the same way, doesn’t take an interest in me like before. I 

just live with her now; sometimes I think she doesn’t even want me to do that. She hates that I 

work at Jinx’s. That I spend all day stacking overpriced Jordans and Nikes and talking shit with 

customers and Joey for minimum wage. That I go to community college and struggle to pass my 
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classes even though I was on the honor roll in high school. That my clothes breathe weed stench 

when I come home.  

 I bonded with Rosa over that. She was kinda fucked up too. There was something tragic 

about her. I still can’t put my finger on it. She never went to college. She moved in with her 

boyfriend after high school and lived with him for two years. But after they were done she 

thought about going again, getting her associate and doing who knows what. We talked a lot 

about that. Doing something. What we would do with our life. She didn’t have a clue. She was 

scared, scared she wouldn’t make it, scared she wouldn’t be able to pay rent one day or eat at 

nice restaurants every now and then. Scared she wouldn’t be able to go to Yankee games or on 

vacations. Regular life, that’s all she wanted; semi-quasi-regular life.   

 I told her I was going to be a director. That I was going to direct the greatest Bronx flick 

in history, 20 times better than A Bronx Tale. She laughed and thought my love for old movies 

was weird. I told her about my film noir course, the only course I cared about at school. I told her 

how much I loved Humphrey Bogart, how much of a gangster he was, how fucking cool and 

slick –– all 5’8 of him. About Billy Wilder’s direction; long pauses, the clipping sound of shoes 

on pavement; trench coats and fedoras. About The Big Sleep, Maltese Falcon, Double Indemnity 

and Citizen Kane. About Orson Welles, greatest goddamn director in history. I was speaking a 

different language. I tried neo-realism. Fellini, Bicycle Thieves and the power of its simplicity. 

Nothing. At least she entertained me though. She didn’t laugh when I told her I spent hours 

thinking of a screenplay. How I’d lean my head against windows on busses and trains and think 

of stories to tell, actors to cast, places to shoot. How I liked films because you could act out real 

life without actually having any repercussions. How you could experiment with things, with 

situations and people with no consequences because everything and everyone was fake. Well she 
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did laugh, but it wasn’t a bad laugh. It was a good laugh, it was a you’re nuts but I like that, 

laugh. It was cool.  

# 

 Rosa and I saw each other pretty regularly for that month or so. It became routine. I’d 

come over before or after work and she’d lead me into her room. A couple times I saw her moms 

around, but she didn’t seem to care. She seemed as disconnected from Rosa as Moms was with 

me. She heard the noises, smelled the weed, but said nothing, neither did her brother. They just 

let us hole up in the room. 

 It’s funny the way your perception of sex changes as you get older. My first time felt so 

important. Like membership in this special club. When it first started to happen, in high school, 

I’d ride the train and often wonder who else was doing it. Are you doing it sir? You couldn’t be. 

I don’t think any girl would do it to you. How about you ma’am? I’m not so sure either about 

you either. I wouldn’t do it to you. But I’m doing it. You guys know that? Me. I’m doing it. I 

wanted to scream that out. But I realized no one cared. It wasn’t a big deal.  

 I thought sex would change your life. Make you a new person. Be magical. That’s how 

the movies make it seem. But it’s not. It’s sweaty. It can be awkward if you’re not drunk and 

don’t actually like the girl. Excuse me, let me just put this uh, there, yeah. There’s doubt. Are 

you good? Is she good? Is she faking? I’m kind of faking. She’s screaming, am I supposed to 

scream?  

 Ahh!  

 Ahhh!  

 Ahhhhhh!  

 AHHHHHH!  
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 Maybe growing up’s the day you realize sex isn’t such a big deal. It isn’t as magical as 

people make it out to be. But there’s still a fascination with it. Everyone’s doing it. Or are they? 

And why do we care if they are or aren’t? Danny’s doing it, so he says. Ralphie’s doing it, tells 

me about it all the time. Luis definitely isn’t doing it. He never talks about it. Or maybe he’s 

doing it more than anyone else is –– and just not saying anything about it. Maybe Luis is the 

smartest of them all. The true player. Silent but deadly. Like Clark Gable.  

 Rosa and I would finish and afterward pretend like nothing happened. We’d stay 

undressed and talk –– mostly about music. She had pretty eclectic tastes, or at least she liked to 

think so. Jimi Hendrix, Rolling Stones, Beatles, Michael Jackson. I don’t know, I thought her 

choices were pretty average, but she seemed to think she was cool because she didn’t listen to a 

lot of pop shit. I entertained her. I tried to get her into some hip-hop but she said she didn’t like 

rap, which pissed me off because they’re not the same thing. She did like some of the old school 

stuff I played her though. I mean who doesn’t. How can you not like De La Soul or Digable 

Planets? The Rebirth of Slick. The snapping fingers before the bass drops and just thumps out. 

And those horns. Are you serious? Those fucking horns? Out of this world.  

# 

 Rosa started showing signs of attachment at the pizza shop near her place. We’d go there 

often to grab a slice, usually after we were done. She was good. I’d pay for the slices and as I did 

she’d steal a couple sodas out of the vending machine and meet me outside. This must’ve been 

about a month after we’d first started seeing each other. Throughout that time we’d kept it 

strictly sexual. No real dates, just hanging out. It was nice. She was easy to get along with and 

did cute things. When we were done having sex she always made her bed in a funny way. She’d 
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stand up and grab both corners of her sheet and lift them as high as she could then jump and fall 

flat on her mattress in a ball of giggles. 

 We sat on her stoop and ate our slices. She said she’d been talking to her friends about 

me. They said I was the kind of guy she should date. I sidestepped that. I was caught off-guard. I 

liked her, but. I didn’t know what I wanted at that point. When she said it she was smiling, like 

she really meant it. I didn’t respond with the same enthusiasm, I was kind of cold. I thought she 

felt it. But after that day she started inviting me places. She said she was tired of me just coming 

over and leaving; she wanted us to go out together. I obliged once. It was a double date, or at 

least it turned into one. We went downtown to eat and her friend and her boyfriend happened to 

be around. Her friend was very attractive and I thought about her for much of the dinner, even 

when she said she thought I was good for Rosa. I forced a smile and put a hand on Rosa’s lap. 

 Joey told me to cut her off. Give her space, he said, not looking up from his cellphone. So 

I did. I made up excuses the next couple times she invited me places, told her I was busy, that I 

was taking extra shifts at Jinx’s. She believed the first few times, but eventually her faith waned. 

So did the sex. We took a break for a couple weeks. I avoided her and at one point I thought 

maybe she was over everything. I can’t say I didn’t miss her during that time. Maybe she would 

say the same. I wanted her around, but then I didn’t. Shit had to be on my time.   

# 

 She was the first one to call, ask how I was doing and all. We agreed to hang out soon, 

which was a mistake. I should’ve left it alone right there. We made plans to meet up in Pelham 

Bay Park. I knew she wanted a date, so I figured I’d try to spice things up a bit. I packed a bag 

with some sandwiches from the bodega near Jinx’s and took one of the sheets Joey presented the 
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new sneakers on. I stopped home quick and took a bottle of sangria from Moms’ cabinet and put 

it in the bag, along with her radio and some plastic cups.  

 At the park I found a spot and laid the sheet out in a nice square. I put the radio out and 

tuned into some R&B. It was a nice evening, a nice summer evening. The kind you appreciate 

because the summer’s almost run its course and you won’t get but a few more. She found me in 

my spot and smiled when she saw me. She sat down next to me and we kissed. I was playful like 

when I first met her. I hoped maybe the time off had eased her mind about stuff and we could go 

back to having fun. And it was like that for a while. We ate our sandwiches and she asked me 

what I’d been up to. I told her stories about Jinx’s, about weird customers I’d dealt with, about 

stupid shit Joey said.  

 Then she asked me what I thought about her. She was smiling before she said it, but 

wasn’t smiling after. Her flush cheeks seemed a little more inward than usual and I noticed bags 

under her eyes I hadn’t noticed before. I asked what she meant, and she repeated her question 

though she knew I understood the first time. I told her she was pretty, that she was smart and 

funny and a cool girl. She digested that; I could see her doing it. She played with her hair and for 

a while we both listened to the radio and whispers of cars driving by on the expressway.  

 So why don’t you want me, she finally asked. I panicked, tried to side step again. I said I 

did and rubbed my hand up and down her skinny arm. Of course I want you, I said. I want you 

right now. I eased her back down to the ground and kissed her lightly. I whispered in her ear and 

asked if she’s ever had sex in a park. She immediately pushed me off her. I’d never seen her look 

so disgusted; I’ve never seen anyone look so disgusted. I smirked and told her it was a joke and 

tried to get closer but she pushed me away. She said that’s all I ever thought about, sex. That’s 

all I wanted her for. I don’t know if that was true, maybe it was. I reminded her about what she 
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said, what she said about using each other. She slammed her hand on the ground, rattling the thin 

gold bracelets on her wrist. She didn’t know she said. Things changed. 

 She asked me what I was afraid of. Why I was so afraid. I didn’t respond to that. Heat 

rose to my face, I gave up trying to be playful. She told me I was full of myself. That I didn’t 

take time to acknowledge other people’s opinions, that I’m too full of my own thoughts to give 

anyone else space to be heard. I finally told her to shut up. She stood up and grabbed the bottle of 

the sangria and poured it on my head before telling me to fuck off. I watched her walk away in a 

hurry and stared down at Joey’s sheet, stained purple.  

 


