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I fixed my hair as the elevator stopped on my floor. As the doors opened, I brushed my hands to my sides, confident that I looked presentable.
I was dressed in a long button down, a modern grey blazer, and tight, black dress pants. I was normally dressed in something similar, but today my boss warned me that there was an important figurehead in the company arriving, so we all needed to dress more formal.
I teased my hair that morning, hoping that would suffice. As I approached my desk, I noticed my coworkers didn’t go all out either. Our dress code was already formal. What else could we do? Drop to our knees, offer our superiors wine and grapes to eat out of our hands?
I wheeled my chair over to my familiar spot, in front of the computer, and began familiar cases. Everything ran like clockwork. I didn’t even have to think about what I typed. All muscle memory.
I was at Grailtech for five years. The same position. Same motivation. Hardly any raises, yet it didn’t stop me from working just as hard. It was natural. I didn’t like to make mistakes, and in my entire time there, I made none.
No one seemed to notice. I got a pat on the back a couple of times, but other than the “keep up the good work,” not much else happened.
Until that day.
My boss scurried from his office. A nervous wreck, he wrangled his hair through his fingers, racing across the cubicles to the elevator. As he waited in front of the steel doors for the elevator to rin, he fixed his hair in the reflection.
What’s got him so nuts? I wondered. He was always confident, cool and collected. For him to be so nervous, I clenched my teeth, hoping it wouldn’t affect me.
Layoffs? Maybe just his job in jeopardy? It was something serious, all right.
The doors opened, and I knew the answer. It didn’t make me any less worried.
Out walked Christopher Shepard, head CEO. I recognized him from corporate memos and from pop culture magazines in check out lines. He strode past my boss, trying to keep pace.
My heart beat. I kept my head down, going back to my work, afraid he might see me procrastinating. First impressions.
He looked incredible. Chiseled, stunningly handsome, yet there was something I didn’t expect to see, a cold calculating visage. Penetrating eyes, roughness marked his face like a veteran.
He led my boss away from the workers. They were across from me, and I could see everything they were doing. Mr. Shepard leaned in, whispering to my boss.
He straightened, whispering back nervously. I couldn’t hear, but I knew it wasn’t anything good.
My boss nodded in my direction. Mr. Shepard glanced my way.
I froze.
No, he didn’t just look my way…he looked right at me.
They continued to stare, and I grew more worried, confused that they would point at me.
It wasn’t good. Whatever it was, I was in deep trouble. I went back to my work, trying to ignore them.
Until they approached. I turned, giving them a shy smile.
“Jane?”
The brooding voice didn’t come from my boss. No, it was Christopher Shepard asking for me. I spun in my seat, shaking his hand, firm, yet not so firm that it hurt. The perfect handshake.
“Yes, hi, Mr. Shepard.”
I waited, unsure what this could possibly be. I glanced at my desk, already thinking about the order I would pack my things and take them away when I was fired. Fired for what? I never did anything wrong. My mind raced, trying to think of reasons why we needed to talk. Nothing came to me.
“I would like to speak with you. Come with me, please.”
I rose, following Mr. Shepard into my boss’ office. Weak, my knees buckling, I took a seat as he towered.
“You can relax. This isn’t anything bad.”
I nodded, still gritting my teeth.
He glanced over me, and for a moment, I thought he checked out my long legs. I shivered, fear and excitement running through me.
“In fact, this is quite good news. I’m guessing you already know who I am. You knew my name.”
“Yes, I know who you are.”
Christopher Shepard, billionaire, one of the richest men in America. Playboy, Bachelor of the Year how many years?
“Good. Let’s jump ahead. Last month my personal assistant left. Since then, I’ve been searching for a new one. I’ve seen your report. No mistakes. Five years. A small five percent raise, yet you continue to excel. Why?”
“I don’t like to make mistakes.”
He grinned, running his hand over the desk. My boss’ desk was solid, furnished wood, curved at the edges with Greek columns. A wonderful desk, but to Mr. Shepard, severely lacking.
“I like that. That’s the type of attitude I need. I’d like to offer you the position of being my personal assistant.”
What? Did I hear him correctly? Me? Assistant to a billionaire?
“Oh wow,” I said, too stunned to continue.
“Don’t jump into it just yet. You’ll be leaping into the fire. It’s a tough job. I’m hard on my assistants. They need to be tough, willing to meet my demands. Do you think you could do that?”
I glanced into his cold eyes. Obviously, I didn’t know. I didn’t think so, but how could I say no to him?
“I can,” I said. I tried to sound as confident as I could.
“Good,” he said, then he pushed a stack of papers my way. “The contract. Once you have it signed, you’ll meet me at the main office, and we’ll get you settled.”
“Thank you, Mr. Shepard.”
He smirked as I grabbed the heavy stack of papers.
“No, thank you, Miss Haley.”
***
The next day they relocated me to the main office. No longer did I have to work in a cubicle, instead they gave me a tremendous room with a stunning view right next to Mr. Shepard.
The first day was brutal. Mr. Shepard barked orders, telling me to send reports, copy documents, and search for files. It would’ve been fine, if I knew where any of that was.
He tossed me into the flames, all right.
At the end of the day, I was on the verge of tears. He patted his desk, telling me to sit on it. I raised my eyebrows, unsure if he was serious.
He did it again.
I decided not to disappoint. I climbed on his desk, crossing my legs in my tiny, black skirt.
“The first day is a test. You passed. You didn’t leave. I hope you’ll be back tomorrow.”
I came back. Then the next day, then the next, until weeks into my new position, I started to get the hang of it.
Mr. Shepard gave me new tasks. New, personal tasks. I answered his calls as he stood above me, correcting me every time I made a mistake. I’d never let a man correct me so many times, but he had that effect on me.
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