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As far as the eye could see there was nothing
but sage, sand and chaparral bushes, with occasional splashes of
red, purple, and yellow from the late blooming spring flowers, set
against the backdrop of the ancient weather worn mountains of the
Mojave Desert. Marcie Treyhorne barreled down the winding road,
taking the curves as fast as she could. She looked at the clock on
the dashboard – 6: 45.

Damn it! I’m going to be late again! I hate
Monday mornings!

She rolled the window down, letting the cool
morning air, with its hints of spicy sage aroma, blow through the
car.

Marcie lit a cigarette, blew the smoke out
the window and watched it float away, wishing that she could float
away with it.

She turned the car radio up loud, blocking
all thoughts from her mind as she sang along with the nasal whining
of yet another country music singer.

Stupid hick radio station! You’d think they
could at least update their repertoire of music!

She spied a patch of the little yellow desert
flowers in full bloom beside the road, almost hidden amongst the
sage and chaparral bushes.

Oh, how beautiful! They look like little
pieces of sunshine fallen from the sky.

Shimmering in the distance was the Mojave
Springs Coal Gasification Plant, man’s intrusion marring the
otherwise peaceful landscape. She snubbed out her cigarette as she
turned off, coasting to a stop at the guard gate.

“Hi, how are you doing today?” she asked,
handing her pass to the guard.

As she waited for him to check her in, she
took off her dark sunglasses and looked at herself in her rearview
mirror.

Do I look as nervous as I feel?

The blue eyes looking back at her appeared
calm. She ran her fingers threw her long strawberry blonde hair,
trying to make some semblance of order out of the windblown
tangles.

It’s really too hot to wear this outfit but
it looks good on me and I damn sure want to look my best, today of
all days!

The blue chambray blouse had tiny rows of
ruffles running down alongside little pearl buttons. The matching
skirt draped softly past the top of her suede boots, her slender
waist cinched in with a silver and turquoise belt.

Should I have worn a business suit and heels
today? I’ve got plenty of business suits from my job in Houston,
but nobody seems to dress up here at MSCGP. Everybody would’ve
wondered what was up with me if I came in all decked out, as I made
the mistake of doing my first day here.

“Looks like it’s going to be another hot one
today,” the guard commented, handing her pass back to her and
waving her on through.

“Yeah, it looks like summer’s almost here all
right.” She waved bye to him and drove on towards the main office
complex. She parked and got out, slamming the car door behind her.
Taking a deep relaxing breath, she started across the parking lot,
her footsteps crunching loudly on the gravel. The whistle blew just
as she opened the door to the main office building.

Whew, made it on time!

Marcie paused as she entered the door,
chatting briefly with a group of her coworkers standing around the
receptionist area, gossiping about their weekend.

“Hi, how are you? ...I’m fine ...Yes, he’s
supposed to be here this morning …No, I haven’t met him yet.”

She hurried on into her office. She sighed as
she saw all the leftover work from Friday stacked up neatly on her
desk. Right on top of the pile was a note from Stephanie Richards,
the plant manager’s secretary, reminding her of the meeting at
10:30.

As if I could forget but Stephanie has to get
that little dig in at me anyway. Oh, to hell with Stephanie! I’m
not going to let her get to me today. I’ve got enough on my mind
without worrying about that little bitch. She’s given me nothing
but grief ever since I got this job!

Marcie wadded up the note and threw it in the
garbage, opened her bottom left hand drawer and put away her
purse.

On my very first day in this position,
Stephanie stormed into my office, slamming the door shut behind
her. Hell, I’m surprised the windows didn’t fall out! It’s a wonder
everybody in the plant didn’t hear her yelling at me, ranting on
and on about how she should’ve gotten this job instead of me. Said
she’d been with the company a lot longer than I had, and that her
husband was Research and Development Manager. So what? Big fucking
deal! She even had the nerve to ask who I slept with to get this
job! Good God Almighty! Is that how she worked her way up the
ladder?

She slammed the drawer shut, walked over to
the windows, and opened the blinds.

Stephanie hasn’t let up since then. She just
keeps making her snide little remarks to anybody who will take the
time to listen! I’m so sick of it I could scream! Why can’t she
just let me alone? What the hell is wrong with her?

She pinched a dead leaf off one of the ivy
plants on top of the row of filing cabinets.

If Stephanie was the best person for the job,
she would’ve gotten it! You would think I’d stolen the last
chocolate bar left on earth right out from underneath her nose! I
don’t care! This war ain’t over yet! As I always say – may the best
woman win!

She walked down the hall to the coffee room,
grabbed a cup of coffee, and carried it back to her desk. She
leaned back in her chair, blowing the steam away from the hot
coffee before taking a cautious sip, looking around her office.

I’m so proud of this office. I’ve finally got
it looking like it’s mine.

The office was spacious enough for her desk,
credenza, and filing cabinets without feeling cramped. It was open
to the receptionist area, with a half wall about chest high
separating the two rooms. She had decorated the counter top of the
half wall with pots of flowering plants, giving her some degree of
privacy but still allowing her to see what was going on in the
receptionist area. She had scattered pots of greenery around on top
of the filing cabinets, mixing in a few snapshots of her and Steve.
The overall look was nice and homey, distinctly hers.

The outside wall of the office had a row of
windows looking out onto the mountains in the distance. She had
faced her desk towards the windows so she could watch the
ever-changing lights and shadows on the mountains as the sun moved
across the desert sky.

Through the open door of her office, she
could see over to her assistant’s cubicle.

Alicia. She’s so cute with those big shining
brown eyes and that auburn hair. Her cheerful disposition and
eagerness to please always seems to make my day a little brighter.
I’m glad I promoted her from the receptionist position to being my
assistant. It’s working out very well. Now if I could just say the
same about her replacement! I just can’t figure Linda out. That
gal’s got problems!

She spotted Alicia walking down the hall.
“Alicia, come on over,” she called out to her. “We need to go over
some things before it gets too hectic around here this morning. Do
you have everything under control for the meeting?”

“Yes,” Alicia smiled. “I’ve got everything
all set up in the conference room. I left home a little early this
morning so I could stop by the bakery on my way into work. I’ve got
the coffee urn ready. I just hope I don’t forget to go back and
turn it on before the meeting begins,” she laughed.

“I’m sure you won’t,” Marcie chuckled. “Say,
have you seen Mr. Davis yet? He wasn’t in his office when I passed
by a few minutes ago.”

“Stephanie said he was in with Mr. Landry
behind closed doors.”

“Damn! I was hoping I could speak with him
before the meeting. Oh well, it can’t be helped. I guess I
should’ve gotten to work a little earlier today if I wanted to
catch him before he got tied up.”

Marcie sorted through the papers on her desk,
finally finding the slip of paper she was hunting. She handed the
note to Alicia. “I need for you to go pull these files for me right
away. I’ve got to have them before I can finish up this report I
was working on Friday.” She waved her hand towards the stack of
papers on her desk, “Just look at all I’ve got to do! I knew I
should have stayed late Friday and finished some of it up.”

“Marcie, you wouldn’t know what to do if you
didn’t have forty dozen things going at once,” Alicia laughed as
she turned and hurried off towards the file room.

No, I wouldn’t know what to do if I had a
spare minute. The pace of this position is murder but I like it.
This job suits me even better than the one I had back in
Houston.

She picked up the stack of message slips,
sorting through them, pulling out the most urgent ones, and placing
them on top.

I had a fit the day Steve came home with the
news that he was being transferred yet again. I looked up Mojave
Junction, California on the map and it was a tiny little dot, just
a crossroads community on Interstate 15 between Los Angeles and Las
Vegas.

She picked up the phone and started returning
calls.

I didn’t think there would be any jobs around
Mojave Junction but when I went down to Victorville to apply for
unemployment, they sent me right on out to Mojave Springs Coal
Gasification Plant for an interview. I guess I impressed the powers
that be because I got the job. Supervisor of Administration and
Public Relations just doesn’t have quite the ring to it as
Executive Assistant to the President like I was back in Houston,
but I was damn lucky to get this job. The only other game around
was the solar energy plant but that’s where Steve works and his
danged company has a policy against husbands and wives working
together. That just burns my ass!

She finally got to the end of the message
slips and reached for the stack of folders that Alicia had brought
to her.

Now, just when I’m getting used to
everything around here, Mr. Tidwell was transferred to corporate
back East and along came Mr. Davis to take his place. God, I
just hate having to break in a new boss!

As she got involved with working on the
report, the forthcoming meeting slid to the back of her mind.

“What was that, Linda? I didn’t catch what
you said,” Marcie replied, looking up as Linda poked her head over
the half wall, nervously biting her fingernails.

I wish she’d quit biting her nails. It drives
me up the frigging wall! I fully expect to see them start bleeding
anytime now.

“Do you want me to go ahead and call JoAnn to
come relieve me at the switchboard? It’s almost time for the
meeting and I need to run to the Ladies Room.”

Marcie looked at her watch. “Good grief, the
meeting starts in ten minutes!” Marcie snapped at her. “Why didn’t
you remind me when it got to be 10:00 like I asked? You should know
by now I lose track of time when I get involved in my work. Alicia
was always very good about things like that! Yes, go ahead and call
JoAnn to come over.”

Alicia walked into the office. “Alicia, is
everything ready?” Marcie asked.

“Yes. All set. I was just coming in to remind
you of the time.”

“Thanks. Do you need a quick break before the
meeting?”

“No, I’m fine. I just took a break.”

“All right then. Would you mind relieving
Linda so she can run to the bathroom before the meeting?”

“No problem, Marcie,” Alicia replied. “Go
ahead, Linda, I’ll handle the switchboard until JoAnn gets
here.”

“Thanks, Alicia. I’m sorry, Marcie.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it, Linda. Just hurry
up and go to the Ladies Room. We don’t want to be late to the
meeting.”

What in the world is wrong with that girl?
She just can’t seem to get the hang of things.

Marcie saved the report on her computer and
turned it off. “Alicia, I need to run to the bathroom, too, before
the meeting. I’ll be right back.”

As she opened the door to the Ladies Room,
she saw Linda huddled over in the far corner. Her sun streaked
blonde hair hung down over her face, hiding it from view. She
looked up, tears shimmering in her green eyes, her face all
splotchy and red.

Oh, for crying out loud! Lord knows I don’t
have the time or patience for this right now. What is wrong with
her now?

“Linda, what on earth is wrong with you? Why
are you crying?”

“You’re upset with me for not reminding you
of the time,” Linda burst out tearfully, “and I just can’t seem to
get the hang of that damned switchboard! I can’t seem to do
anything right! All the other girls are laughing at me for thinking
I could handle an office position. I hear them gossiping behind my
back! They said I should’ve stayed with the construction crew.
Well, maybe I should have. At least I knew what I was doing
there!”

Marcie’s expression turned to dismay as she
stared at Linda.

My thoughtless remarks to her caused this
reaction? Damn it, I didn’t mean to make her cry but I would have
probably gotten in a tizzy, too, if my boss had gotten on my ass
like I did to her.

“Linda, I’m so sorry I snapped at you. I
apologize. My stupid remarks were totally uncalled for. I’m not
usually such a bear.” She reached over and tilted Linda’s chin up,
brushing the hair back out of her eyes. “Besides, it’s not really
your job to help me keep track of time. I’d just gotten so used to
Alicia doing it; I guess I automatically expected you to do it,
too.”

Linda smiled through her tears. “I don’t
really mind it. I want to do a good job but it just seems like I
can’t remember everything I’m supposed to do and that switchboard
is driving me up the wall. All those lights blinking and I forget
who’s on which line.”

“Tell you what. If you’re still not
comfortable with the switchboard, I’ll get Alicia to come back and
sit with you for a couple of more days of training.”

“I do think I need at least one more day with
her, Marcie.”

“Come on, hon, it’s not worth crying over.”
Marcie reached over, got a Kleenex, and wiped away the tears that
were trickling down Linda’s face. “I don’t want you to worry your
pretty little head about what all the other girls are saying,
either. I’m your boss and the one that you have to please. You’re
doing a fair job but there’s a few rough edges to be worked out,
that’s all. ”

“Thanks. I’m trying. I really am.”

Marcie looked at her watch. “I wish we had
time to talk more about this, but we don’t. We can’t be late to the
meeting. I’ll get together with you after the meeting and we’ll
discuss everything. How’s that?”

“Sounds good. Thanks.”

“All right then. Fix your face and come on
back up to my office just as soon as you can.” Marcie gave her a
reassuring hug. “We’ll walk over to the conference room together
with our chins up and our heads held high.”

“Marcie, please don’t tell anybody you caught
me crying. I’d be too embarrassed if they knew.”

“I won’t, Linda,” she smiled, closing the
bathroom door behind her.

I wonder what that was really all about. I
know Linda’s young, not too long out of high school. I wonder if
she’s having problems at home. Maybe it’s boyfriend problems. I’m
sure glad I’m past that age.

Marcie laughed out loud.

Hell, I’m 40 years old. Linda probably thinks
I’m too old to ever have a sexual thought enter my mind. Little
does she know! I ain’t too old to feel a spark or two every now and
then!

“JoAnn’s all set at the switchboard, Marcie.
Where’s Linda? We’re going to be late for the meeting,” Alicia said
as Marcie walked back into her office.

Just then Linda showed up. If you looked
closely, you could tell she’d been crying but she didn’t seem quite
as tense and nervous as she had been.

“Time to get this show on the road, ladies.
Let’s go see what’s in store for us,” Marcie said, as the three of
them walked down the hall to the conference room.

 


* * * * *

 


The conference room was full. Ignoring
Stephanie’s wave to come sit with her, Marcie turned into the last
row of chairs, Alicia and Linda following her. Just as they sat
down, Mr. Landry strode into the room.

Following behind him was the most handsome
man Marcie had ever laid eyes on. His sandy blonde hair and blue
eyes were a startling contrast against his tanned face. He was
dressed in khaki slacks and a light blue shirt with burgundy pin
stripes, a contrasting burgundy tie completing the picture. The
blueness of the shirt picked up the color of his eyes, making them
appear even bluer.

Be still, my heart!

Mr. Landry walked up to the podium. “Ladies
and gentlemen, I’ve called this meeting to welcome Jim Davis to
MSCGP. As you all are aware, Mr. Tidwell was transferred to
corporate and Mr. Davis is going to be taking his place here. Jim
comes to us from the Wyoming Plant. He’s been with the company at
various locations for quite a number of years. Jim, come on up and
say a few words to the gang.”

Mr. Davis strode up to the podium as everyone
applauded. “Thank you all for coming to the meeting. Please, call
me Jim instead of Mr. Davis. I don’t think we’re that formal
here.”

He leaned his elbow on the podium, grinning.
“How in the world did all of you adjust to living in this desert
heat? It’s going to take some getting used to, especially after
living in Wyoming. It’s only late spring! What in the world is it
like here in the dead of summer?”

Everyone burst out laughing. Most of them
were transplants themselves, having to go through the same
adjustment period to the blistering heat of the desert.

He continued as the laughter died down, “I
have some exciting ideas that I would like to implement in the
Public Relations and Administration Department but I’m not going to
start out making any major changes right away. First, I want to
meet with everyone in the department to review the procedures that
Mr. Tidwell already has in place.”

He smiled. “I’m looking forward to getting to
know all of you better in the coming days. That about wraps up what
I have to say.” He stepped back, “Mr. Landry, it’s all yours.”

Mr. Landry moved up to the podium as Jim
stepped back. “I know each of you will do all you can in making Jim
feel welcome as he settles into his position. Well, ladies and
gentlemen, take a few minutes to chat with Jim before we have to
get back to work. Be sure to help yourselves to the coffee and
pastries. The pastries look wonderful, Alicia,” he smiled. “You
outdid yourself this time.”

“Thanks, Mr. Landry.” Alicia blushed as
everyone turned to look at her.

As everyone started milling around, Stephanie
and the rest of the secretaries came rushing up to Marcie.

“Marcie, what do you think of the new boss? I
can’t wait to see the changes that he was talking about making in
the department,” Stephanie smirked.

“Each new boss has their own way of doing
things for sure,” Marcie smiled back at her. “I know he’ll make
some changes. Why shouldn’t he? It’s certainly not like things
don’t need shaking up in our department.”

You really think this is the chance you’ve
been waiting for, don’t you, Stephanie? I just know you’re going to
give him an earful as soon as you can catch him alone for a minute
or two.

“He seems like a nice guy to me,” Alicia
chimed in, “and he did say that he’d be meeting with everyone in
the department before he makes any kind of changes.”

Alicia turned and smiled at Marcie. “Why
don’t we go over and meet him?” she asked.

Marcie shook her head. “Not right now,
Alicia. There are too many people around him now. Let’s wait a bit.
I’ve just got to have some coffee and one of those delicious
looking pastries. I can’t wait any longer. I’ve been eyeing them
ever since you set them out,” Marcie chuckled. She turned and
walked over to the coffee table.

As Marcie stood sipping her coffee, chatting
with Alicia and Linda, she watched Stephanie out of the corner of
her eyes. Stephanie had sidled up to Jim, looking up at him and
batting her skinny little eyelashes at him as they stood
talking.

How funny. Pretty soon she’ll start purring
and rubbing up against his leg like a little kitten!

As she took a bite of her bear claw, Alicia
nudged her in the side, whispering, “He’s coming over this way,
Marcie.” The pastry lodged in her throat and she thought she would
choke trying to swallow it. She set the rest of the bear claw down
as Jim came up to her.

“Hi, Jim,” she smiled, holding out her hand
to him, “I’m Marcie Treyhorne. I’m the supervisor of our
department. It’s so nice to meet you. Welcome aboard.”

“So you’re Marcie,” he replied thoughtfully.
“I’ve already heard about you.” Jim looked into her eyes and smiled
as he shook her hand. “Mr. Landry was telling me that you haven’t
been at MSCGP very long.”

“No, I haven’t,” Marcie replied, smiling back
at him. “I was hired when Carolyn quit to move to Seattle with her
husband.” He finally let go of her hand and she urged Alicia and
Linda forward. “This is my assistant, Alicia Sanchez, and our
receptionist, Linda Taylor. We’re all looking forward to working
with you. We’re really excited to see what kind of new ideas you
have for the department.”

Jim turned to Alicia and Linda. Marcie felt
weak in her knees and her legs were trembling. A whole passel of
butterflies seemed to have found a home in her stomach. She reached
out a hand to the coffee table to steady herself.

Such magnetism!

She looked down at her hand to see if it was
actually burned from the contact with his.

Jesus Christ! I feel like this just from
shaking hands with him? And those sexy bedroom blue eyes of his! No
wonder Stephanie was purring at him.

She looked around quickly to see if anyone
had noticed her reaction to Jim. Stephanie was looking at her,
knowingly, with a little smirk on her face as she talked with the
other secretaries.

Oh boy, this isn’t good. I’m going to have to
watch myself here. I’m a married woman!

“I’m sorry, what did you say?” Marcie looked
up at Jim as she came out of her daze, and again blue eyes looked
into blue. She could tell from the look in his eyes that he felt
the chemistry flashing between them, too.

Jim gave her that sexy little grin of his. “I
was saying that we need to get together in my office later today
and go over some things. I’m going to need your help in getting
familiar with how everything is currently operating before I set up
meetings with the rest of the staff.”

“No problem, Jim,” Marcie replied, hoping she
didn’t look as flustered as she felt. “Just let me know when you’re
ready to meet with me.”

“I’m going out to lunch with Mr. Landry and
the other managers so let’s plan on getting together right after
lunch. Does that fit in with your schedule, Marcie?”

“That will be fine.”

“All right then. It was nice meeting you. And
you, too, Alicia and Linda,” Jim smiled, and then strode over to
rejoin the “boys.”

“What do you think of him?” Alicia asked
eagerly as she and Linda turned to Marcie.

“He seems like a wonderful guy,” Linda chimed
in.

Stephanie and the other secretaries came
hurrying over. “What did he say, Marcie? Did he say what kind of
new ideas he has for the department? What do you think now after
meeting him? Isn’t he good looking?” they all clamored at once.

“He seems like a great guy and I’ll be the
first to admit that he’s a very handsome man. He certainly has a
definite masculine charm,” Marcie grinned.

Can’t hide the obvious. Might as well admit
it. Even if I am married, it doesn’t hurt to look, does it?

“Maybe we should have a ‘who has the best
looking boss’ contest,” she burst out laughing. “I think I’d
win!”

“Seriously though,” Marcie continued, “He
is our new boss and we all need to be on our toes ‘til we
know what he’s going to do. I guess we’ll all just have to wait and
see what the future brings.”

She picked up her bear claw and took a big
bite. “These are delicious,” she said. “Better grab some before
they’re all gone.”

Just then, Mr. Landry called everyone to
attention. “Thank you all for coming to the meeting to welcome Jim
into the fold. I know I can count on each of you to help him make
the transition smoothly,” he smiled. “Now let’s all go back to
work.”

Marcie grabbed a couple of doughnuts for
JoAnn, wrapping them in a napkin. “Come on, Alicia and Linda. Back
to work!”

“I want each of you to pay special attention
to your jobs this week,” Marcie said as they slowly walked back
down the hall. “I have no idea what kind of changes Jim intends to
make in our department but I want to make sure we put our best foot
forward until we know what’s going to happen,” Marcie said.

“Linda, I’m going to have to put off meeting
with you this afternoon. I have to get prepared for my meeting with
Jim. Alicia, I need you to go back and sit with Linda this
afternoon. She’s still not feeling comfortable with the
switchboard. I think your afternoon is relatively free, isn’t
it?”

“I don’t mind sitting with Linda, Marcie. I
was just going to do some filing after lunch. No big deal. I can
always do it later.”

“Good. Linda, just do the best you can until
I can get together with you.” She handed the doughnuts to her.
“Give these to JoAnn and tell her I said thanks for handling the
switchboard during the meeting.”

“If anyone wants me, please tell them that I
don’t want to be disturbed,” Marcie said as she turned in to her
office and closed the door behind her.

Sometimes I wish that stupid half wall
between my office and the receptionist area was a full wall. I
always feel like I’m on display. Oh well, at least shutting the
door should make people think twice before disturbing me. I sure
don’t feel like having a gabfest with anyone right now. Good God,
that Jim is handsome! I felt like I was just melting down into a
little puddle on the floor when I looked into those blue eyes of
his! I’m married, I’m married! Oh, Steve, I’m sorry – but he is
just sooooo handsome!

 


* * * * *

 


“Hi Steve, how’s your day going?”

“Yes, we’ve already had the meeting. It went
fine. He seems like a nice enough man. I have a meeting scheduled
with him this afternoon to discuss the routine of the
department.”

“No, I don’t really think my job is in
jeopardy despite Stephanie’s efforts to undermine me. I know I’ve
been doing a good job. It’s just that I don’t know what kind of
changes he’s going to want to make in the department, but I know
there will be changes. You know how it is. Each new person has
their own ideas of how to run things.”

“Yeah, Stephanie is still being bitchy to me.
I’m not going to worry about it though, sweetheart, I can handle
her.”

“Okay. I’ll see you tonight.”

“I love you, too.”

Marcie hung up the phone. It always made her
feel better talking over her problems with her husband. She was
glad she had called him. Steve’s reassuring words were just what
she needed to hear.

Okay, so what if I am attracted to my new
boss? It’s not the end of the world, now is it? Steve and I have a
good solid bond that’s only been made stronger by facing together
all the problems that life has thrown at us over the years. So far,
we have stood the test of time. We have a good marriage. I really
do love him and he’s a handsome guy, too!

She decided to skip lunch and go for a drive.
She wasn’t hungry anyway. It always made her feel better driving
along through the desert and letting the wind blow the cobwebs out
of her mind. She was as prepared as she was going to be for this
afternoon’s meeting with Jim.

No use in thinking of it any further. I’m
just working myself into a dither the more I think about it. But,
oh, those blue eyes of his!

 


* * * * *

 


Marcie stuck a tape into her cassette player
and turned the volume up loud. U-2’s Joshua Tree was her
favorite tape and she had just about played it to a frazzle.

“I want to ruuuun, I want to hide, I want to
tear down the walls of lonely insiiide,” she sang along. “Hummmmm
mumm hummm, I want to feel the sunlight on my face. Da daaa da da,
and when I go there, I’ll go there with you, it’s alllll I can do.
I’ll show you a place, I know there is a place, where streets have
no name.”

Man, those guys can sing!

“Hmm humm, mumm, blooooown by the wind,
bloooown by the wind.”

Listen to that music!

She banged out the rhythm on her steering
wheel. The wind from the open window whipped through her hair. She
would have hell getting it back into some semblance of order but
for now, she didn’t care.

Let it blow!

She lit a cigarette and blew the smoke and
her cares out the window, singing along as she drove on through the
desert.

She pulled back up into the parking lot
thirty minutes later feeling renewed.

Now I’m ready to face this afternoon. Better
than paying a therapist and a whole hell of a lot cheaper!

 



Chapter Two

 


 


 


Jim sat at his desk scanning the
organizational chart. He could see where Marcie was listed as
Supervisor of Public Relations and Administration but damned if he
could see who was listed as his secretary. He ran his finger on
down the chart.

There’s Marcie’s name again. She’s my
secretary too? What in the hell do all the other gals do around
here?

“Come in,” he called out as he heard a knock
on the closed door. He looked up as Marcie opened the door and
smiled at him.

Jesus Christ, what a sexy woman! That reddish
blonde hair and those big blue eyes of hers really turn me on!
Down, boy, down! You can’t be having these kinds of thoughts about
a fellow employee!

“Have a seat. I was just going over the org
chart before our meeting.” He frowned. “Marcie, I’m really
confused. You’re listed on the chart as my secretary in addition to
being the supervisor of the department. That can’t be correct.
Someone must have made a typo.”

“Nope, the chart is correct. I’m your
secretary.”

“Sounds like you are quite a busy lady if
you’re handling that job in addition to being the supervisor.”

This woman must be smart in addition to being
drop dead gorgeous! No blonde bimbo here.

“I’m very busy, too much so. I always tell my
husband that I should have been a juggler. I’ve always got several
balls up in the air at the same time,” she laughed.

“You’re married?”

Fuck! I just knew somebody that sexy looking
would probably be married. What the hell are you thinking about
anyway? Even if she wasn’t married, she’s your employee! Forbidden
fruit!

“Yes.”

“Children?”

“I have one daughter but she finally got fed
up with the constant moving we have to do because of Steve’s job.
When Steve was transferred out here from Texas, she begged me to
let her move back to Georgia where she grew up. Since she only had
one more year of high school left, I finally gave in and let her go
stay with my parents so that she could graduate with her friends in
her hometown.” She sighed ruefully. “I feel like the world’s worst
mother but I understand where she’s coming from. It’s rough moving
around so much, especially when you’re in high school. What about
you? Are you married?”

“No, I’m divorced,” he smiled. “I have a son
but he lives with his mother in Idaho.”

“Oh.”

They stared at each other, business forgotten
as they gazed into each other’s eyes. Marcie was the first to drop
her eyes, breaking the magic spell between them.

“Okay, what exactly do you want to know about
the department?” she asked.

I’ve got to get this meeting over with before
I make a total fool of myself and let him see how much I’m
attracted to him.

“Let’s start with how the administrative side
is set up,” Jim answered, “before we get into the public relations
aspect of the department.” He hesitated for a moment, and then
continued. “Everywhere else I’ve been with the company,
Administration and Public Relations were two different departments.
Here, they are one department. That seems odd to me.” He grinned,
“I guess I should be asking that question to Mr. Landry instead of
you, though. Forget I said that.”

Marcie laughed, “Well, if he gives you a good
answer, would you pass it on to me? I’ve never figured that one out
either. It does seem odd.”

Jim chuckled. “Maybe I should just split up
the department and make you the Manager of Administration and I
would stay as the Manager of Public Relations.”

If I did that, then she wouldn’t be working
directly for me and maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if we got together
later on. However, damn, that wouldn’t change the fact that she’s a
married woman!

“Yeah, and while you’re at it, would you help
me try to sell that piece of ocean front property that I own in
Arizona?” Marcie laughed.

Guess that’d show that little bitch Stephanie
once and for all if I was the Manager of Administration! Oh, I’d
just love that! Yeah, right. Dream on, Marcie. Get back to
reality.

“Pipe dreams, huh?” Jim grinned.

“Yeah, they seem pretty set in their ways
around here. Seems like once a policy is decided on, it would take
a stick of dynamite to change it.”

“What do all the other ladies do around
here?” Jim asked. “I see on the org chart that they are all listed
under administration. Do they report to you for assignments or how
does that work?”

“Yes, they’re all listed under
administration. And to answer your question of how it works, let me
just say that it doesn’t work very well at all,” she laughed
sarcastically.

She stood up and walked over to the window,
gazing blindly out at the mountains.

How far should I go in telling him what’s
really going on around here? I don’t know him very well yet. I’d
better just play it slow and easy for now.

She turned back to Jim.

“I’m the supervisor of the department. The
other ladies are in what I call the secretarial pool. When the
managers of the other departments need secretarial work, they are
supposed to come to me to assign the work to one of the secretaries
but for some reason when Carolyn was the supervisor, the guys
started bypassing Carolyn with their requests and started going to
Stephanie instead. Then Stephanie would assign the work to a
secretary. This practice has continued since I took over the job. I
don’t like it one little bit. It makes for a really sticky
situation for me. The ladies are supposed to be under my
supervision and answer to me. But with Stephanie assigning them
work, most of them think she’s their boss instead of me.”

Jim frowned. “I can see how that would cause
conflicts, Marcie. Why haven’t you changed the policy? You are the
supervisor. Can’t you just tell the managers to come to you instead
of going to Stephanie?”

“I wish I could, but it’s not as easy as
that. I went to Mr. Landry about the problem shortly after I took
over the job, but he more or less told me to back off. He said it
had worked out fine that way when Carolyn was the supervisor, so he
didn’t see why I was having problems with it.”

“What would you do if you had the authority
to change the present setup?”

“I would have a secretary assigned to each
manager. Then the manager wouldn’t have to go to anyone with a
request for work. If the manager didn’t keep the secretary busy
full time, then whichever person had spare time could help me or
one of the others with the workload.”

I know I wouldn’t like it if I worked for Jim
but had to report to Stephanie. It just doesn’t seem right. I can
understand why Stephanie and the other secretaries resent it.
Whoever set this crazy org chart up had to have been out of their
minds! It had to have been Mr. Landry who set it up since he’s the
Plant Manager. Ain’t that just like a man not to understand the
complexities of a situation like this? It’s just asking for
trouble!

“What about Stephanie?” Jim asked. “Isn’t she
Mr. Landry’s secretary? She seems to do his work and has the office
right beside his.”

“Stephanie is listed in the secretarial pool
on the org chart. I don’t think she should be though. I think it’s
wrong that she doesn’t officially have the title of Plant Manager’s
secretary. She does the work; she should have the title. She should
work directly for him instead of being listed under me. In fact, I
can’t see why any of the secretaries are listed under
administration at all. As I said earlier, I think they should be
assigned directly to the other managers and listed under the
departments where they work. They shouldn’t have to report to me at
all.”

Sure as hell would make my job a
lot easier if that were the way it was.

“What about Alicia and Linda? What would you
do with them?”

“They would stay working directly for me. I
couldn’t handle my workload without them,” Marcie replied.

“That all makes sense to me, Marcie. Why
wouldn’t Mr. Landry agree to it?”

“I don’t know, Jim. You wouldn’t believe all
the grief this set up has caused me. It is a source of never ending
contention. Why don’t you approach Mr. Landry with it? Maybe he
would listen to you.”

Jim pushed his chair back, propping his feet
up on the corner of the desk. Marcie watched the emotions running
across his face as he sat in silence.

Maybe, just maybe, he will do something
about this impossible situation. I really don’t see why they can’t
put the secretaries under the other departments instead of in a
damn secretarial pool. Especially Stephanie. I don’t think she
would resent me so much if she weren’t listed under me in the
Administration Department. Hell, she is secretary to the Plant
Manager in all but name, for crying out loud. She shouldn’t report
to me! If I were her, I wouldn’t like it either.

“All right, Marcie, I am going to have to
give this further thought. Let’s get on with it. What about the
public relations aspect of the department?” Jim questioned.

“As you know, this is a model plant. We have
visitors from all over the United States, and even from some
foreign countries, coming to look at how we operate. Since we’re
quite a ways out from town, we usually have lunches catered for the
visitors while they are here.”

“Who takes care of scheduling the
catering?”

“I do.”

“I guess I shouldn’t have had to ask,” Jim
chuckled. “You seem to do a lot around here.”

“You’re right on that score. The public
relations aspect keeps me busy enough without even taking into
consideration the administrative side of the department,” Marcie
laughed. “I’m glad that I have Alicia to help me.”

“Well, it seems I have a lot to think about.
As I said, I’m not going to be making any major changes right away.
In the morning, I’m going to start meeting with all the other
people in the department. Would you schedule Alicia and Linda to
meet with me first thing in the morning?

“Sure, Jim.”

“I’ll set up the meetings with the others
myself. There’s no use in you having to do that.” Jim smiled as he
stood, holding out his hand to her. “Thank you for all your
information, Marcie.”

“You’re welcome, not a problem,” Marcie
replied. She felt the tingle all the way up her arm as she clasped
his outstretched hand.

“Carry on with business as usual until I get
back with you, Marcie.”

“Thank you for taking the time to listen to a
few of the problems that I’m having with the department,” she
smiled. “I hope that you can solve some of them.”

“I hope so, too. I’ll be meeting with you
again after I get through with all the other meetings.”

That wasn’t so bad after all. I think I
managed to get through the meeting without making a fool of myself.
Wonder what it would be like to kiss those lips of his, to feel
those arms holding me close? Forget Jim! You can’t have him! You
are married, Marcie, and don’t you forget it!

“Linda,” Marcie said as she poked her head
over the half wall separating the two offices, “you’ll be meeting
with Jim first thing in the morning. I’ll get Alicia to take over
the switchboard while you’re in with him.”

“What is the meeting going to be about?”
Linda asked apprehensively.

“You know that Jim said he was going to be
meeting with everyone in the department. Yours is just the first of
those meetings. He seems like a fair man. Just answer whatever he
asks you.”

“All right,” Linda replied. “I just hope I
don’t give him the wrong answers.”

“I’m sure you’ll be fine. I don’t think there
are any right or wrong answers. I think he’s just trying to get a
feel for the department.”

Marcie picked up the phone and called Alicia.
“Alicia, Linda is scheduled to meet with Jim first thing in the
morning. I need for you to handle the switchboard while she’s in
with him. When her meeting is over, then it will be your turn to go
in and meet with him.”

“That’s fine, Marcie. Did your meeting with
him go all right?” Alicia asked curiously.

“Yes, I think it went very well. I know that
he’s going to be making changes but I think things will end up
being a lot better around here,” Marcie replied.

“That’s good. I certainly hope so.”

The “go home whistle” was blowing and every
one started heading for the door. Marcie was putting her things
away getting ready to leave when she looked up to see Jim poking
his head through her door.

“Did you need to see me, Jim?” she asked as
she put away the last of the papers she had been working on.

He leaned against the doorframe and smiled.
“Marcie, I appreciate your honesty and candor when we were talking
earlier. I’ve got a much clearer picture of how things really are
around here now.”

“Thanks,” she smiled up at him. He was
looking at her as if he wanted to say something else but then he
turned to leave.

“Well, I guess I had better be going. I’m
still trying to get my apartment set up and everything unpacked.
I’ll see you tomorrow,” he grinned as he headed out.

 


* * * * *

 


“Steve, honey, are you home?” she called out
as she unlocked the door of her apartment. Silence greeted her.

“Steve?” she called again. No answer.

Guess he’s not home yet. Think I’ll go to the
pool and unwind. One good thing about getting off work at 3:30 is
that there’s still plenty of sun to work on my tan.

As Marcie slipped on her bathing suit, she
looked at herself critically in the full-length wall mirror, trying
to see herself objectively.

What would Jim think of me in my bathing
suit? I wonder if would like what he saw? Lord knows, I ain’t no
spring chicken any more!

The turquoise and black bathing suit
complimented her blue eyes, making them appear even bluer. Her skin
was tanned to the color of warm honey and the sun had streaked her
strawberry blonde hair with golden blonde highlights. Her waist was
still tiny even after having a child and the skimpily cut top of
the suit showed off her cleavage nicely.

You ain’t such a bad looking old broad, my
girl, especially not for a forty-year-old woman with an almost
grown child.

The pool area was nearly deserted. Only a
couple of other people were there, sitting down at the far end
under the green and white striped umbrellas. Marcie spread her
towel out on one of the lounge chairs, positioning it to catch the
afternoon sunrays. The cool blue of the water looked inviting.

Just a couple of laps around the pool to cool
me off and then I’ll get some sun.

The water was a shock as she climbed in. Even
though the sun had been beating down on it all day, it still felt
cold to her heated body. She did her laps quickly and climbed out.
Her nipples were tiny little buds from the cold and she had goose
bumps all over her arms and legs. The sun felt good as she rubbed
the oil over her body. She put a tape in the Walkman, placed the
headphones on and lay down.

The strains of The Joshua Tree filled
her ears.

“I have climbed the highest mountain, I have
run through the fields, only to be with you, only to be with you. I
have run, I have crawled, I have scaled these city walls, only to
be with you. But I stiiiill haven’t found, what I’m looking for,
but I still haven’t found, what I’m looking forrrr.”

 


* * * * *

 


“Oh yes, that feels so good,” she whispered.
“Yes, massage my neck and shoulders, get those knots out.”

His hands slowly rubbed her neck and
shoulders and continued down her back. The massage turned to a soft
caress as his hands slipped down her back to her legs. Slowly,
slowly they rubbed her legs with little circular teasing motions on
down to her feet. Light as a feather the touch felt.

“Oh, that tickles,” she giggled.

His fingers slid slowly and enticingly back
up her legs and lingered temptingly at the juncture of her
thighs.

“Yes, yes, touch me there,” she moaned.

His fingers came tantalizingly close to where
she longed to be touched and then moved on to her buttocks. Little
circular rubbing motions on her buttocks. Then teasingly close
again.

“Oh, this is agony,” she groaned.

She wiggled trying to get him to come closer
to where she needed to be touched. She was wet with the need for
him to touch her there.

“Patience, love, patience,” he whispered as
he brushed aside her hair, his hot breath blowing teasingly into
her ear.

Ooooh, goose bumps!

He nibbled on her earlobe and playfully bit
and sucked on her neck and she shivered with pleasure. She could
feel his hands urging her to turn over. She turned and put her arms
around his neck, hugging him close.

He kissed her, long and passionately, his
tongue playfully teasing hers. He bit her lips with little nips of
his teeth, soothing the love bites with his teasing tongue.

His body felt hot from the sunrays and slick
with suntan oil as he lowered himself down beside her. She rubbed
her body sinuously up against his.

Blue eyes looked deeply into blue eyes.

Drowning in those eyes!

“Yes, yes, yes,” she sighed breathlessly.
“Yes, now, please, I need you now,” she moaned. “Now, Jim,
now!”

 


* * * * *

 


“Marcie, wake up. You’re getting burned.”

She sleepily opened her eyes to see Steve
standing over her. “What?” she asked groggily. “I’m getting
burned?”

Where was Jim? Had Steve seen him?

It had all been a dream.

Oh my God, what a dream!

 



Chapter Three

 


 


 


Marcie glanced out of her office door to see
yet another person coming out of Jim’s office. It had been a
constant parade of people going in and out of his office all week.
Surely he must be almost through by now. She was beginning to be
impatient, ready for the meetings to be over with and find out what
the results from all this would be.

Linda seemed to be more upbeat since her
meeting with Jim. She seemed to be doing a lot better with handling
her duties. It wouldn’t hurt to check in with her, though, to make
sure she was all right with everything.

“Linda, got a minute?” Marcie asked as she
perched on the edge of Linda’s desk.

“Yeah, sure. What’s up?” Linda asked.

“You seem to be doing better with the
switchboard. Are you getting the hang of it now?”

“It does seem a little easier,” Linda
replied. “But when all the lines start blinking at once, and I have
someone waiting to log in for their appointment, and everything
starts happening at once, I get flustered.”

“That’s quite understandable. I feel the same
way when I have several things going on at once. Everything seems
to have top priority and needs to be finished at the same time.
You’ll just have to learn to do more than one thing at a time. It’s
hard to do but with a little practice, you’ll get the hang of it.
Let me ask you this, Linda. What would happen if you missed
answering a call?” Marcie asked.

“Well, the caller would probably be upset but
I guess they would call back.”

“What would happen if a visitor had to wait a
few minutes until you could log him in for his appointment?”

“He would be late but would still make his
appointment.”

“Right on both counts,” Marcie laughed. “Now,
I’m not saying that it is acceptable to always miss answering a
line or to make a visitor wait. But it’s not the end of the world
if you do, now is it?”

“No, I guess you’re right,” Linda smiled. “I
just thought that you would be really upset with me and fire me if
I couldn’t handle it.”

“You’re right, Linda. If you couldn’t handle
the job, then I would have no choice but to replace you but I think
you can handle it. You’re still in the learning process. It’s going
to take time to become comfortable with the skills required to be a
receptionist. The knowledge required to do this job is a lot
different from the skills you had to learn to do your construction
job.”

Marcie paused and then continued. “I spoke
with your construction foreman last week. He told me that you did
very well on that job and that he hated to lose you when you
transferred up to the office. He said he would be glad to take you
back if that’s what you decided you wanted to do.”

“He said that about me?” Linda asked in
amazement. “That makes me feel better about myself,” Linda replied
thoughtfully.

“It should, Linda. It’s a very high
compliment and speaks well of you. Do you want to go back to the
construction crew?” Marcie asked.

“No, I really don’t. I would like to stay
here as the receptionist. Do you really think that I’ll be able to
do the job?” she asked eagerly.

“Yes, I do. You will become more confident as
you get used to things but right now, you’re too tense. Try to
loosen up a little bit. I believe in doing a job to the best of
your ability but I also believe that you can and should have a
little fun with it, too.” Marcie grinned. “I don’t mean for you to
be irresponsible though. There is a difference you know.”

Linda laughed. “I know. I’ll try to loosen
up.”

“That’s good, Linda. You’ll do fine. Do you
think you’ll be alright now or do you still need for Alicia to come
back over with you for a while?”

“No, I know what to do. It’s just actually
doing it that comes hard to me. And like you said, that’s just
going to take practice.”

“All right then but if you run into trouble,
be sure and let me know. I’ll give you all the help that I possibly
can until you become comfortable with your position. I don’t want
you to be concerned with what all the others think of you while
you’re learning. You report to me and as long as I’m pleased with
you, that’s what counts. However, you have to promise me that
you’ll give it your best shot. If you do decide that you’ve had
enough of it, come to me and let me know. I’ll give you a transfer
back to the construction crew.”

“Thanks, Marcie, I really appreciate that.
I’ll do my very best.”

“That’s all anyone can ask of a person; their
best. Okay, Linda, go get’em, girl!”

It’s been so many years ago since I had my
first office job that I can’t remember what it was like starting
out. Linda really does seem like she wants to succeed at this. She
seems grateful that someone is willing to give her a chance. Well,
I certainly am willing to give a person a leg up if they’re willing
to try.

“Hey, Alicia, how’s it going, girl?” Marcie
asked as she stood in Alicia’s doorway.

“Pretty good, Marcie. I really like Jim,
don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, I do,” Marcie smiled in reply.

More than you will ever know.

“Alicia, I just had a talk with Linda. I want
you to keep an eye on her for the next few days. Help her if you
think she needs it. I think she is going to be a good addition to
the department if she can get over the ‘new job jitters’. I know
you’re busy but give her what time you can spare.”

“Sure, I’ll do what I can.”

“Thanks, I appreciate that. I don’t mind
helping anybody if they seem willing to help themselves and she
does.”

“I don’t mind at all.”

“I think she’ll be all right,” Marcie
replied. “And in case you were wondering, I told Jim that I was
very pleased with the work you’re doing as my assistant. You’re
doing an excellent job.”

“Thanks, Marcie,” Alicia blushed with
pleasure.

“You’re welcome. By the way, do you know
who’s in Jim’s office now?”

“Stephanie.”

“Oh, really. How long has she been in there?”
Marcie asked.

“Quite a while.”

“Somehow that doesn’t surprise me. Oh well, I
can’t be worried about it. I’ve got to get back to work.”

 


* * * * *

 


It was almost time to go home and Stephanie
still hadn’t come out of Jim’s office. She must be giving him quite
an earful. Well, let her. If they thought she was the best woman
for the job, they would have given it to her. She had her chance at
it. Why can’t she just accept the facts of life and get on with
it?

Stephanie had just better not push me too
far! I don’t like making trouble but I’m only going to take so much
from her. I’ve handled worse than her and came out on the winning
side!

I can’t figure out why she wants my job
anyway. She’s secretary to the Plant Manager in all but official
title. That’s a pretty prestigious job and doesn’t have near the
headaches as this one. I think I’ll ask her if she wants to switch
jobs. That would solve the whole problem.

The “go home whistle” blew and Marcie headed
for the door. Stephanie was still behind closed doors in Jim’s
office. Maybe they were getting it on together on Jim’s desk.
Marcie laughed out loud at that mental picture as she walked out to
her car for the drive home.

 


* * * * *

 


The night air was cool on her heated skin.
The darkness was broken from the brilliance of the full moon
hanging suspended in the endless sky, the stars twinkling like
diamonds on a bed of midnight blue velvet. The hot water bubbling
and swirling all around and the hissing from the jets of the
Jacuzzi were the only sounds that broke the silence of the
night.

Marcie’s body floated free in the water, her
mind drifting along lazily.

“Want some wine, Marcie?”

“Sure,” she replied softly.

He poured both their glasses full, handing
hers over to her and set his down on the edge of the Jacuzzi. The
moonlight gleamed off his wet body but his face was hidden in the
shadows. They sat in silence, letting the bubbles soothe their
bodies. He slipped his arm around her shoulders and pulled her
close. She snuggled up to him, resting her head back against his
arm as she watched a shooting star streak across the sky.

This is about as close to heaven as I can
get.

She turned and set her glass down beside his.
She nestled down between his outspread legs, leaning back with her
arms resting on his legs, her body floating free in the hot water.
She softly stroked his legs as she snuggled back against him.

He kissed her, his tongue thrusting into her
mouth as he slipped his hands inside her bathing suit top,
caressing her breasts, gently pinching her nipples. He slipped her
bathing suit straps down and unfastened her top, throwing it to the
side.

Her breasts gleamed free in the moonlight. He
took a breast in his mouth, sucking the hardening nipple before
turning his concentration to the other breast that was demanding
equal attention, bringing that nipple to hardness, too. He licked
his way back up to her mouth and kissed her deeply, with increasing
urgency. She slipped her hand inside his bathing suit, stroking him
lovingly.

He pushed her wet hair aside, whispering
sweet love words in her ear.

“I need you, Marcie. I need you now,” he
whispered. “I’m burning up! Love me now, honey!”

She turned, pulled his bathing suit down off
his legs, and threw it to the side. Her bathing suit bottom joined
his in the water. She pulled him down further into the water,
straddling him as she sank slowly down on to his hardness. She
kissed him passionately, rubbing her aching breasts against the
hair on his chest as the bubbling water hissed all around them.

The moon looked down upon them and time stood
still as they rocked urgently together in the hot swirling
water.

She looked deeply into his dark blue eyes as
she whispered feverishly, “Yes, darling, yes, yes, yes, now!”

She threw her head back, looking up at the
sky and the light from a thousand stars was reflected in her blue
eyes.

He groaned, pushing into her urgently. “Now,
Marcie, yes, now!”

Their own private stars exploded, streaking
up to the heavens to join those already in the night sky. She
collapsed against him, the bubbling water soothing them as they lay
still.

She looked up at him, the moon rays gleaming
off his dark hair as she whispered, “I love you, Steve.”

“I love you, too, Marcie.”

 



Chapter Four

 


 


 


The phone rang. Marcie turned from her
computer to answer it.

“Marcie, would you come into my office for a
moment, please?” Jim’s voice said into her ear.

“Right now? I’m working on a report for
corporate and the deadline to get it out is this afternoon,” she
replied.

“I think this takes priority over that,” Jim
answered.

“You’re the boss, Jim.”

I don’t like the tone of his voice. Wonder
what’s up?

“Linda, hold my calls,” Marcie said as she
poked her head over the counter. “I’ll be in Jim’s office for a
while.”

“What should I say if someone wants you?”
Linda asked.

“Just take messages and tell them I’ll get
back with them as soon as I can. I don’t know how long I’ll be. If
you run into any problems, call Alicia.”

The door to Jim’s office was closed. She
knocked, then opened the door and went in.

“Close the door and have a seat,” Jim said as
she stood just inside the door.

She couldn’t read the expression on his face.
She sat in silence, letting him take the lead. After all, he was
the one who had called her in even though she had told him she was
busy.

He just sat there, looking at her, not saying
anything. She couldn’t stand the silence any longer. She had to
know what was going on.

“What’s up, Jim?” she asked.

“Marcie, it took all week but I have finally
finished meeting with everyone in the department,” he replied.

“Yes, I know that, Jim. Stephanie was your
last one. You and she were behind closed doors for a very long
time.”

Jim chuckled. “Yes, we were. She had a lot to
say.”

“I’ll just bet she did,” Marcie replied
sarcastically.

“She does have a gift for gab!” he
grinned.

“That’s putting it very politely, Jim. That’s
not quite how I would have phrased it, though,” she laughed.

“I don’t want to talk about Stephanie just
yet. Let’s go over some of the things the other secretaries had to
say first.”

“All right then. What did they have to say?”
Marcie asked curiously.

“They know that technically you are their
supervisor, but since Stephanie is the one who plays the go between
with them and the other managers, they’re confused as to what her
position is in the scheme of things. ”

“I told you that the day of our meeting, Jim,
so it shouldn’t have come as a surprise to you. I can see why
they’re confused. I would be, too, if I were in their shoes. I have
never understood why Stephanie was the liaison instead of Carolyn
but that’s the way it was when I took over this position. When I
asked Mr. Tidwell, he just said that’s the way it is and that’s the
way we’ll leave it. So be it. If he or Mr. Landry wasn’t willing to
change things, then how could I? If I had my way, I would change it
today. It causes too many problems the way it is now.”

“Now don’t go getting all bent out of shape,
Marcie,” Jim replied. “I had a long meeting with Mr. Landry this
morning. He seems to be very pleased with you and your job
performance.”

“That’s good to know.”

“He said that Carolyn had been having
personal problems which interfered with her job performance. That’s
why he gave that part of Carolyn’s job to Stephanie.”

“I didn’t know that. Why didn’t someone tell
me?”

“I don’t know the answer to that. It was that
way before I got here. Mr. Landry has no qualms about you being
able to handle all the duties that are required in your position as
Supervisor of Administration. And one of those job duties is acting
as the liaison between the ladies in the secretarial pool and the
managers of the other departments.”

“So you’re telling me that I’m going to be
the one doing that now instead of Stephanie?”

“That’s right.”

“And I can change things as I see fit?” she
asked.

“Up to a certain point, Marcie. What have you
got in mind?”

“I would like to eliminate the secretarial
pool. There’s no reason that I can see to have it. I want to assign
each of them to work directly for the different managers. I think
it would work out much better for all concerned.”

“They have to remain under administration.
They cannot be listed on the org chart under the different
departments.”

“Okay then, but is there any reason why I
can’t assign them to work for the different departments as long as
they officially remain under administration?”

“I see no reason why you can’t do that if you
think it would make things better.”

“Fantastic! That’s what I’ll do then. I can’t
wait to call a meeting with the staff and announce the changes. I
think they’ll all be relieved.”

She got up to go.

“Sit back down, Marcie, we’re not
finished.”

“We’re not? I’m sorry, I thought we
were.”

“No, I still have some things to tell you
about my meeting with Mr. Landry.”

“Oh? What?” she asked.

“Well, here we are, back to Stephanie again.
Of course you know that Stephanie’s husband is the R & D
Manager here, don’t you?”

“Yes, I know that, Jim,” she replied
impatiently.

“Did you also know that both of them have
worked for the company at different locations for quite a number of
years?”

“Yes, Stephanie told me.”

“When this project was first getting started,
her husband was transferred here. They needed to place Stephanie,
too, so they let her come in acting unofficially as Mr. Landry’s
secretary.”

“It must be nice to be automatically assured
of getting a job when you move with your husband. It’s never worked
that way for me. Steve’s company has a policy against husbands and
wives working together.”

“Sometimes I think it would be best if this
company had that policy. It does cause conflicts sometimes. Anyway,
that’s beside the point. What I’m trying to tell you is that
Stephanie is getting a promotion. Mr. Landry is officially making
her the Executive Assistant to the Plant Manager.”

“That’s great! I’m really glad. She deserves
it. She’s doing the job already. She should have the title to go
along with it.”

“I agree and that’s why I suggested it to Mr.
Landry. He took it one step further though. Stephanie is going to
be the only one of the secretaries who will be moved out of the
secretarial pool and assigned directly to another department. Mr.
Landry can justify that since she will be the Plant Manager’s
assistant.”

“What a relief! I won’t have to put up with
her at all! Now maybe she will get off my back. Oh boy, this is
turning out to be a wonderful day!” She was practically jumping out
of her chair with excitement.

“I’m glad you’re pleased with the changes,
Marcie,” Jim chuckled. “I’ll have a staff meeting and announce it
so that there will be no chance of misunderstandings with any of
them.”

“That sounds great, Jim. I’m quite pleased
with this turn of events. I just know this is going to eliminate a
lot of the friction that’s been going on around here. I hope that
Stephanie will be pleased with her new title and stop bugging the
crap out of me about wanting my job. There’s no need for her to
want my job anymore that I can see. Hell, she’s got a much better
job than mine and doesn’t have near the headaches with it that I do
with mine.”

“All right, Marcie, I guess that’s about it.
You can go back and finish your report now. Oh, I almost forgot,”
Jim said as she stood up to leave, “call everyone in the
department, and notify them of the meeting. Let’s set it up for
10:00 tomorrow morning.”

“All right. Do you want me to have Alicia set
up with pastries and coffee?” Marcie asked.

“No, I don’t think that’s necessary. It’s
just for the staff of this department. Let’s just have the meeting
and get it over with,” Jim replied. “It shouldn’t take very
long.”

As Marcie reached the door, she turned back
to Jim and smiled. “Thank you, Jim. You’re the best!”

“You’re welcome, Marcie. Close the door on
your way out. It’s almost time to go home and I have some things I
need to finish up before I can leave.”

“Okay,” Marcie replied.

Marcie sat at her desk, the unfinished report
up on her computer screen. She couldn’t concentrate on it. The
report would just have to be late getting to corporate this time.
She saved the report and turned her computer off.

I knew that Stephanie had pull but I didn’t
know she had that much. Some of it’s because of the position her
husband has with the company, but that can’t be all there is to it.
I wonder who she screwed along the way to get where she is now.
Stop it, Marcie! You’re sounding as catty as Stephanie!

Anyway, who cares how it came about? This way
both of us win. I get the proper authority with the staff that I
need and Stephanie gets a promotion to save face. At least I know
that I earned my promotion. Stephanie got hers by default, so to
speak. Oh well, so be it. I just hope it cuts out some of the
backstabbing from her. I’m thoroughly fed up with it.

The “go home whistle” blew. She grabbed her
purse and headed towards the door. She couldn’t wait to get out of
this place.


Chapter Five

 


 


 


Marcie sat at the conference table, watching
Stephanie’s beaming face as she accepted yet another congratulatory
handshake from one of the secretaries. The highlight of the meeting
seemed to have been Jim’s announcement that Stephanie was being
given a promotion. Somehow, the other announcements regarding the
changes in the department had gotten lost in the news.

She really thinks she pulled one over on me
this time. Well, let her have her moment of glory. I’ll get with
the other secretaries later and discuss the details of the changes.
Might as well join the fray around Stephanie.

“Congratulations on your promotion,
Stephanie. You’ve been doing the work and I’m glad that it was
finally made official,” Marcie smiled as she shook hands with
Stephanie.

“Why thank you, Marcie,” Stephanie smirked.
“Executive Assistant to the Plant Manager does have a nice ring to
it. Much better than Supervisor of Administration and Public
Relations, don’t you think?”

Marcie stepped back, stunned. She vaguely
registered Alicia’s gasp of shock at Stephanie’s remark.

You little bitch! You little fucking
backstabbing bitch! I should have known you wouldn’t let it go! If
we weren’t here at work, I’d slap that smirk off your ugly
face!

She was so mad she was shaking. The desire to
tear into Stephanie was almost overwhelming. She looked over at
Jim. He was watching her as if to see what she would do.

Enough! I have had enough! I ain’t taking
this shit lying down! Girlfriend, you just openly declared war as
far as I’m concerned! You better watch yourself now because I’m
going to tear you a new asshole before all this is over with!

“Ladies, I need for you to stay a bit longer.
There are some other things that I would like to discuss with you
in regards to the changes that Jim announced,” Marcie said as she
walked over to the conference table, pulled out the chair at the
head of the table and sat down.

“I’ve got some things to do, Marcie,”
Stephanie snapped impatiently. “Mr. Landry wants me to get a letter
out before lunch. Surely, this can wait until later. What do you
want to talk about anyway?”

Marcie smiled sweetly at Stephanie for giving
her the opportunity to get a little revenge. “I didn’t mean you,
Stephanie. Don’t you remember what Jim said? You’re no longer part
of the Administration Department. What the Administration
Department does is no longer any of your concern. So go on back to
your office. We need to get this meeting over with before lunch and
the sooner you leave, the sooner we can get on with it.”

Alicia and Linda walked over and stood
loyally by Marcie as the other secretaries looked uncertainly from
Marcie to Stephanie. Stephanie stood there with her mouth hanging
open.

Well, well! Stephanie’s finally
speechless!

Marcie glanced over at Jim. He gave her a
little wink. Go for it, his look said to her.

“Stephanie, I think it’s time to for us to
get back to work,” Jim said as he walked to the door. “My portion
of this meeting is over. I don’t have anything further to add to
it. Let’s go and let Marcie get on with it.”

Stephanie stormed out of the room.

“Carry on, Marcie.” Jim smiled at her with
unspoken support as he followed Stephanie out the door.

Boy, if looks could kill, I’d be on the
floor, and they would be calling the paramedics. I have to watch my
back now for sure. Oh well, what else is new? At least it’s out in
the open between us now. The battle lines are drawn. May the best
woman win!

“Okay, ladies, come on and sit down. I will
make this as short and sweet as I can.”

Alicia and Linda sat down beside Marcie as
the others straggled over and sat down.

“First of all,” Marcie said, “I know that all
of you are pleased to hear the news about Stephanie’s promotion.
I’m pleased, too. She deserves it. But I want to make it perfectly
clear to all of you that Stephanie is no longer part of the
administrative staff.” She spoke slowly, enunciating her words
carefully so that there would be absolutely no misunderstanding. “I
am the Supervisor of Administration and as such, I am your boss.
Stephanie will no longer be telling you what to do. You will report
directly to me.”

Marcie looked around the table at each of
them. They sat in silence. She continued.

“We all know that there are times when your
workloads are slack. I don’t want to catch any of you sitting
around with your thumbs up your ass when you’re not busy. If you
don’t have enough work to keep you occupied, then I damn sure can
assign you some of my workload. I, for one, don’t have time to sit
around looking for trouble like a certain person around here that I
won’t name.”

They still sat in silence, looking at her
sullenly, wondering what the hell was going to happen next.

“I am changing the set up around here as of
now. You will all still be listed in the secretarial pool on the
organizational chart as you have been. Believe me; I don’t like it
any more than you do. I tried to get Jim and Mr. Landry to change
that but they either couldn’t, or wouldn’t, I have no idea
which.”

She scowled, her disgust at not having the
authority to do what she felt best for her department plainly
evident.

“But I did manage to get them to agree that I
could assign each of you, unofficially, to the managers of the
other departments. That should work out a lot better for everyone
concerned. Officially though, you’re all still in the secretarial
pool and will still report directly to me. Are we clear so
far?”

Nothing; not a word was spoken by anyone.

“All of us sitting here at this conference
table are in the Administrative Department and I don’t want any of
you to forget it. We are one department—the Administrative
Department—and I want it to look good.”

She stood, pushed her chair back, and leaned
with her hands on the conference table as she spoke.

“I know there will be times when some of you
will be overloaded but there will also be times when some of you
won’t have enough to work to do to stay busy. There’s absolutely no
need for one person to be sitting idle while another struggles to
get her work done. If any of you find that you are having trouble
keeping your head afloat with the workload, I want you to come to
me and tell me. I will get one of the other ladies to help you out.
I want all of you to cooperate with me if I ask you to help one of
your fellow workers. Got it?”

You could have heard a pin drop.

“Basically, the bottom line here is
cooperation between us all for the good of the department. I am
here for you if you need me. I will work with you but, in return, I
also expect you to work with me. Do any of you have any
questions?”

Marcie slowly looked around at each of them.
She met Alicia’s look and read admiration in her eyes. Linda was
smiling at her as if she were a hero.

I know that I can count on them both for
loyalty.

There was grudging admiration on some faces
and the others looked like they didn’t know what had hit them.

“No questions?”

No one spoke up.

“Well, I guess that’s it then. Let’s get back
to work.”

Chairs scraped as they stood up, filing
slowly towards the door. Marcie couldn’t let them leave like this.
Something had to be done to bring them together.

“Hold up a minute, ladies.”

They all turned back to look at her,
wondering what shoe was going to drop next.

Marcie smiled. “You all act like this is the
end of the world. It’s not. Give it a chance. I think you all will
end up being very pleased with the changes that have been
implemented today. The main thing that each of you should carry
away from our meeting is this – if the department looks good, then
you look good.”

“Well, I like the changes, Marcie,” Linda
smiled.

“Yeah, I think it’s about time, Marcie,”
Alicia added.

“I’m glad you think so. I think it’s way past
time, myself,” she grinned. “All right, ladies, back to work.”

Marcie sat at the conference table after they
had gone, thinking about the meeting. It had not gone well. What
could she have done differently?

Did I come on too strong? No, I had to let
them know how things are going to be around here from now on. This
is not a popularity contest between Stephanie and me. It is a place
of business. This confusion has gone on long enough. It’s time it
ended here and now.

The lunch whistle was blowing as she got back
to her office. She grabbed her purse and headed out the door to her
car.

 


* * * * *

 


I think I’ll go to The Watering Hole for
lunch. That should get my mind off all this crap. Maybe I can hit
someone up to play a game of shuffleboard with me. There’s usually
someone around who’s willing to indulge in a game or two during
lunch.

It took a minute for Marcie’s eyes to adjust
to the dim interior after coming in from the bright sunlight. She
looked around to see if she recognized anybody.

Is that Jim sitting over in the corner?
Wonder who told him about this hole-in-the wall joint? I’ve never
seen him in here before. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised to see
him in here though. It’s the only place to eat within miles of the
plant.

She walked over.

“Hi, Jim. Looks like you found the local
hangout,” she grinned. “Are you with anyone?”

“No, I’m by myself,” he smiled at her. “Go
ahead and pull up a chair.”

“Thanks. I believe I will.” She pulled out a
chair and sat down. “Do you play shuffleboard?”

“I sure do,” he replied eagerly. “I saw the
table over in the corner.”

“Want to play a game after we eat?”

“Sure, why not. It’s been a while since I
played though. I’m a little rusty.”

“Yeah, sure,” Marcie laughed. “You’re
probably an old pro at it.”

“What’s good to eat here?” Jim asked, looking
at the menu board hanging on the wall behind the bar.

“I know you could never tell from looking at
this place but the food here is actually quite good. They make a
hamburger that tastes like it was done on a grill out back. I
usually get the chef salad, though.”

“That hamburger sounds good. Let’s order,” he
replied as he motioned for the waitress to come over. “I’m
starved.”

“How’s it going with getting your apartment
set up and things unpacked?” Marcie asked as they sat waiting on
their food.

“Slow. I have boxes everywhere. I hate
unpacking and putting things away. I guess with the weekend coming
up though, I’ll have time to get it all done. I’m tired of the
clutter and living out of suitcases and boxes.”

“What’s the name of your apartment complex?”
she asked curiously. “There’s not too many around town so I’m sure
I know where it is.”

“It’s the Hacienda over on Thistle Road,” he
replied.

“That’s near my apartment complex,” Marcie
exclaimed. “I live in Sunset Village on Turtleback Road just over a
couple of streets from you. It’s right on the edge of the open
desert. Steve and I love to go for walks in the desert by our
complex.”

The food arrived and they started to eat.

“Ummm, this hamburger does taste like
homemade,” Jim mumbled around a mouthful. “I eat out too much. I’m
not that crazy about cooking.”

They sat in companionable silence, eating
their lunch. She finished her chef salad, pushed her plate away,
and leaned back in her chair.

“Mind if I smoke, Jim?”

“No, go ahead. I don’t smoke but I don’t mind
if you do.”

She lit up a cigarette, watching him as he
finished eating.

I sure do like him. He’s so damned handsome
and seems like such a great guy. What a package! Makes my little
heart go pitter-patter.

“How did the rest of the staff meeting go
this morning?” Jim asked as he finished eating and sat back in his
chair.

“Not good but I guess it went as well as
could be expected at this point in time. After that nasty remark of
Stephanie’s, I felt that I had to let them know what I expected of
them right from the beginning.” She frowned. “Let me try to work it
out. I’ll let you know if I have any problems that I can’t handle.
In the meantime, let’s just wait and see what develops, all
right?”

“All right then.” Jim leaned over and patted
her hand in encouragement. “Just remember you can come to me if you
need to.”

“Thanks, Jim, I’ll remember that,” she
smiled. “That means more to me than you know.”

“Let’s forget work and play some
shuffleboard, babe,” Jim grinned as he stood up and pushed his
chair back from the table.

“All right! Let’s get it on!” She laughed and
walked with him over to the shuffleboard table. “May the best man
win!”

The time just flew by as they played.

“That’s game point, Jim!” Marcie crowed,
jumping up and down in excitement. “I won, I won! I beat you!”

“Yeah, but it was too close for comfort,” Jim
laughed as walked over to her and shook her hand in
congratulations. “I demand another game!”

“I think I can beat you this time, too!” she
grinned. “Want to bet on it, Jim?”
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