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This book is dedicated to all the wonderful doctors and nursing staff at the Wigan branch of the Christies Hospital.



Thank you for all the incredible, selfless work you continue to do helping those who have cancer.
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Author’s Note

For most people, writing is not only a joy, but also something which comes very naturally. They understand the requirements needed in grammar, layout, technicalities, and formatting. For a person such as myself, who loves to write and tell a story, and who sadly is terribly dyslexic, it becomes a whole different world. Quite frankly, it is like asking someone who has never set foot on a hill, to climb a mountain.

As all the monies from this book will go to the Christies Cancer Hospital, I made the decision not to ask and pay for the services of a professional editor. Therefore, although I do hope that you enjoy the book, can I humbly ask that for anyone who doesn’t, you will overlook any flaws in the writing and please appreciate the intent.

Thank you,

Denise Lunt

	


Chapter One

“Hello Ellissia, are you busy?” My friend Patricia West, enquired.

“Yes, awfully Patricia,” I replied, then asked her. “What about you?”

“No more than normal,” Patricia answered, her voice sounding a little tired.

“I am just on my break, which quite honestly I really need.”

Patricia then asked, “Ellissia, I was wondering if we could meet up later for something to eat.”

“I would love to, why not,” I replied, though thought her question unusual as we always meet after work. “Would around eight be all right for you, or is that too early?” I questioned.

Patricia informed me instantly. “I am afraid so dear, I am staying on duty till eight.” Patricia replied, then inquired. “Can we make it for nine?”

“Yes dear, that will be fine,” I agreed, then asked her,“same place if that is of course o.k. with you?” I then hastily went on to tell Patricia before she could answer any further, “Darling, I really must go, speak to you later.”

With that I quickly replaced the receiver. Patricia West had been my best friend since childhood. Neither Patricia nor I had other siblings, which luckily for both of us, meant we had grown very close over the years. I dare say in many ways we had perhaps become even closer than real sisters often do.

From being very young, it had been Patricia’s dream to become a nurse. Something she had never deviated from and was totally dedicated to her job. Patricia went on not only to achieve her ambition, as she was now a brilliant Nursing Sister. Being terribly clever, Patricia had passed her exams with flying colours, thus enabling her to quickly climb the promotional ladder. At present she was working at the busy local hospital, which was situated in the centre of town, and was now in charge of the intensive care unit. All the staff including the doctors, had a huge amount of respect for her, after all how could they not have? Not only was Patricia incredibly clever, as a person she was lovely in every conceivable way. Her charm, her good manners including the way she spoke to everyone, were the first things you noticed about her. Well maybe not quite the first thing, as Patricia was strikingly beautiful, regardless of whether she was in uniform or dressed in normal everyday clothing. Patricia always looked exceptionally well turned out, in evening wear she resembled a film star.

Patricia could well be regarded as a fairly tall girl, and that is where the similarity between us ended. Patricia is a natural blonde, where as I have red hair. Patricia’s eyes are very large and blue grey in colour, surround by long dark eyelashes. My eyes on the other hand, though also fairly large, are deep green and luckily for me, I too had long eyelashes. Patricia’s figure is perfect, while you could describe mine as rather slight. One would certainly describe Patricia as a willowy blonde, who was blessed with an infinite amount of patience. Her other qualities again were lovely, as she is blessed with an abundance of tact to accompany her beautiful manners. Never once have I heard her complain in respect to anything connected to her often hard and sometimes stressful work. While Patricia loves working in the hospital, I for the time being after having obtained my law degree, had chosen to become a secretary. Fortunately, I managed to find myself lucky enough to get a position at Kingston Shipping.

Kingston’s Head Office is situated close to the hospital, which enables Patricia and I to travel to work together. I love my job, finding it deeply interesting. Like Patricia, I have slowly climbed the promotional ladder. Maybe one day when I feel a great deal more confident in myself, I may apply to become an associate of some law firm or other. Who knows what the years may bring, I may even become a Partner? For the moment though, that does seem a long way off? As for the present, I am content to learn about the fascinating business of shipping, enjoying every aspect of it, regardless that the work can frequently be rather demanding.

The company I work for, belongs to a man named Elliott Kingston. Elliott Kingston’s father Edward, alongside his grandfather and his great grandfather, another Edward; had founded the business. Each generation of Kingston’s having a very good business acumen, had accomplished into making Kingston Shipping not only very well recognised. They had managed to make it into the multibillion-dollar company it is today, and one that was highly respected. Kingston’s deal in every type of shipping throughout the world. When Edward Kingston passed away quite unexpectedly having sustained a massive heart attack, Elliott Kingston his only son, naturally found himself in the position of having to take over the reins of his father’s vast company. Any young man faced with the responsibility of running a business empire of any sort, would have found it incredibly daunting. Running a business on the scale of Kingston Shipping, was unprecedented.

Elliott Kingston had graduated only a few months earlier from university, sadly, many people at that time regarded him as far too young to take on that sort of commitment. One can barely imagine the thoughts that may well have gone through his mind, knowing of the awesome undertaking ahead of him. He must have given some very serious thought how it would not only affect his life, as he was wise enough to know it would also affect the lives of the hundreds of people that worked for him. Without complaint, he applied himself to the task set out in front of him and has succeeded into making Kingston’s a great success and still continues to do so. Naturally, I have never met him. Well let’s face it, a secretary at my level simply wouldn’t; would she? I should imagine Elliott Kingston lives in a totally different world to nearly all of his employees. I have though often wonder if he had any friends among his Board of Directors, as most are around his age group.

He was not only born as they say, with a silver spoon in his mouth. He had been blessed with every creature comfort a man could possibly have wish for. Occasionally, one employee or another, would state what they thought was a snippet of gossip and delight in telling me how they had heard he was most definitely endowed by the gods. Tall, handsome, extremely athletic; besides naturally being academically very clever, not realising I had heard that same tale on a number of occasions. As to his private life, again, I have no knowledge of anything that may be associated with it. The only facts I or anyone else knows about him, is he is still not married regardless he had just turned thirty. Most days he is already in his office before his staff, and on the odd occasion when he does appear later in the day, he makes his way directly up to his office which is situated on the penthouse floor using his personal lift.

Sometimes we lower mortals may indeed hear new snippets of interesting gossip, as most of the articles that are written about him, would appear in the top glossy magazines. The Press it seems naturally are obsessed with any tip bit of information they can manage to find. The majority of those articles are though, normally concerning his connections to the various charities he is involved with. Come to think about it, very little is known about his personal life. Strangely enough, there are no photos of him as an adult or who he may have dated; or is dating. Obviously Mr Kingston being a deeply private man, must indeed be a rarity I should think in his world.

After having arranged to meet Patricia at our favourite restaurant, I needed to put my head down and get back to try to complete the work in front of me, or at least try to before leaving the office for the evening. No matter how hard I tried, on certain days there never seemed to be enough time to do so, this evening annoyingly being one of those times. Before I knew it, I was already making my way out of the building and briskly walking the short distance to the restaurant. Franco’s, thank heavens was conveniently located between both the hospital and Kingston’s. Patricia and I loved the place, having dined there for so many years, especially after work as we both hated cooking. Occasionally, we felt we were practically becoming part of the fixtures and fittings. The restaurant belonged to a wonderful Italian family; they had created an atmosphere which managed to make a person feel as if you had stepped into a bistro in Italy. The restaurant was kept spotlessly clean, and the menu was excellent, taking in most types of food including serving a first-class salad. Settling myself down on one of the comfy well upholstered chairs, at the small wooden square table we normally used and loved, as it was situated next to a medium size radiator. The warmth emanating from it on cold winter nights; was perfect. We also loved this table for another reason, it was hidden snugly away in the furthest corner of the room, allowing us to observe each guest as they entered the restaurant. Occasionally when we invited friends to join us, it made it easy for us to spot them. While waiting for Patricia, I decided to pull out the small laptop that I carried everywhere, thankful that Franco had thoughtfully installed an internet connection. In many ways I regarded my computer far more important than my mobile. My computer as most people may agree, had become my window to the world. When necessary, granting me the opportunity to catch up with work as and when I chose to do so.

This evening, the restaurant seemed a little more crowded than normal, unusually so in fact; particularly as it was a weekday. Sitting this evening in the middle of the room, taking up two tables which had been placed together. Were gathered a number of rather noisy, though most definitely attractive young men, that is except for one! Sadly, he was wearing heavy large black rimmed spectacles which did nothing to enhance his features, the lenses I noted, were not thick or out of the ordinary in anyway. I guess had the man not been wearing them; he may in fact well have been rather attractive. I did observe he was tanned and had a strong square chin with a dimple right in the centre. Unfortunately, due to his glasses I could not quite distinguish the colour of his large eyes. Some of the men were still wearing business suits, one or two wore slacks and what looked to be rather expensive jumpers. As the evening wore on, the men wearing suits, found themselves removing their beautifully tailored jackets. What little I did know of men’s clothes, the quality of both their shirts and suits looked to be very expensive. No women up to this point, had joined them. Leaving me to both think and smile, that may be the reason as to why they were looking totally relaxed and ready I assumed, to enjoy their men only evening dinner.

After ordering coffee, I decided I would try to concentrate on doing some work until Patricia joined me, as it turned out without a great deal of success. Not the fault of the other diners in the restaurant, it was the young men being a little on the noisy side causing the problem. Naturally, they had every right as I did to sit and enjoy each other’s company, even if they were being somewhat loud. Unable to concentrate, I simply sat back in my chair and began taking a slow glance around the room, mostly trying to make out what the other women diners were wearing. My attention being frequently drawn back to the noisy group of men in the centre. Slowly it dawned on me that each time I found myself looking towards their table, the man wearing the black rimmed spectacles, seemed to be the one person among them who sat fairly quietly. He was obviously happy to continue eating, allowing his friends to do most of the talking and laughing. I could of course be wrong, as it occurred to me he may simply just be shy. Maybe he was the type of man that needed a little more something to drink, before he found his confidence to participate in fully joining in the conversation.

Observing the number of alcoholic drinks on the table, including the now empty bottles which had contained them. All of which clearly now stood empty, with quite a number of the bottles having been placed in front of him while he was still happily eating, regardless of the fact he was actually drinking nothing stronger than sparkling water. Now I was most curious, could it be that like myself, he was someone who never drank? Or maybe this evening he simply did not feel like drinking. I guess I will never know, as I doubted I would see him again.

By this time, I was becoming seriously hungry. My next thoughts being, I hope Patricia is not too much longer and arrives spot on nine. Sure enough, Patricia walked in the door at precisely nine o’clock.

“Hello, Ellissia, so sorry to have been a little late this evening,” Patricia apologised.

“Nothing to apologise for,” I replied. Before Patricia could answer, I foolishly told her, “Patricia, you look really drawn and tired this evening which is so unlike you.” I then asked, “Has something unusual happened at the hospital?”

“Yes, and no,” Patricia, answered, then pleaded, “Please Ellissia, let’s order dinner first as I am starving, I promise I will then tell you everything?” Patricia then asked, “I bet it has been another busy day for you and you must also be hungry.”

We called Franco over to give him our order. Along with giving us one of his lovely smiles, Franco had the ability to make Patricia and I always feel welcome. This evening, Franco recommended we have the spaghetti bolognaise his wife had cooked. I must admit that is my most favourite of Italian dishes, and luckily Franco’s wife Maria, was a wonderful cook. Patricia decided she would join me in the same choice of food. Patricia also ordered a half bottle of Australian Chardonnay to go with her meal, while I had sparkling water. By the time Franco had brought our food over, I could hear my tummy rumbling. I was now feeling so hungry, I could quite happily have gobbled every morsel on the plate without saying another word. Patricia so far had not spoken a word of consequence which was unusual for her. Instead, she poured herself a glass of the wine, then drank half of it before eventually saying, “I am so sorry Ellissia, I really needed that, it has been a bit of a rough evening.”

In all the years Patricia had been nursing, I had never heard her state that type of sentiment before. Now looking up reluctantly from my food, taking in my friends drawn appearance, I could see that Patricia was indeed upset. “Would you like to talk about it?” I asked.

“Does it show that much?” Patricia asked, taking another sip of her wine.

Gently I went on to tell my deeply disturbed friend. “Yes… Yes, darling, I am afraid it does. You look dreadfully tired dearest, and to be honest with you Patricia, I cannot even remember the last time you looked or sounded out of sorts like this. You know dear, you do not have to say anything should it cause you any further upset.”

“Thank you,” Patricia replied, finishing the little wine still remaining in her glass. She then once more refilled the glass, pouring the last of the wine that still remained in the bottle. Instead of playing with her food as she had done so far, at last she attempted to try and eat the rest of her meal. After completely clearing our plates leaving us both to feel a great deal better, Patricia, decided not to order another half bottle of wine, instead she joined me for coffee. While waiting for our coffee to arrive, Patricia took me into her confidence, and went on to tell me about what had happened that day at the hospital. Knowing of course I knew so very little about medical procedures, Patricia tried to make things easy by just sticking to the basics.

Her next words were, “Ellissia, earlier in the day they brought a young man in. He had been involved in a frightful motorbike accident, which really was simply awful. For the moment, I have no idea if he will make it or not. You know when I normally walk off the unit, I leave my work behind. This time I am unable to do so. His handsome face is constantly in my mind’s eyes. Ellissia, there is something about him which, for some unusual reason, I am finding myself thinking about him, regardless of my other patients. Something which I should not be doing. For the first time in all the years I have been nursing, this young man has awoken emotions in me which I have never felt for a patient before. What those emotions are, I have no idea? Just seeing him lying there, the state of his broken young body is beyond awful. All I do know; is the utter feeling of revulsion I now have against damned motorbikes. To be honest with you Ellissia, each time I think about them, I think about him laying there fighting for his life. That thought has become so prevalent, it even induces a feeling of nausea. Should he make it, I swear it will be a miracle.”

“Darling I am so sorry,” I replied. “I had no idea that you looked on your patients as normal people. Oh, for goodness sake what am I saying. Please, allow me to apologise as that sounded utterly ridiculous and totally incoherent. My thoughts did not translate into the words I wanted to express. Let me rephrase that.”

Patricia interrupted by saying, “Please do not upset yourself Ellissia. I know dearest what you are trying to tell me, and I know you mean well which I appreciate.” Before I could reply, Patricia continued. “You are of course quite right. Normally nurses and doctors do not become emotionally involved in any medical case regarding to their patients. They would never be able to treat or look after their patients to the high standard they do should they grow emotionally too close. With this young man Ellissia, all my years of training seems to have flown out of the window and I am still questioning myself as to why?” I looked into my friend’s eyes and waited a moment before replying just in case she had something further to say.

As Patricia sat silent, I then gently answered, “Patricia, I am so sorry. I have never heard you talk in this manner before. Dearest I can hear as well as see you are deeply disturbed. Maybe I should clarify my words a little stronger by saying, you are uncharacteristically distressed”. Carefully I then tried to emphasize my thoughts. “Patricia dearest, obviously I know I am unable to help in regard to your work, but you do know darling I am always here for you no matter what. Patricia whenever you feel you may wish to talk or should there be anything I can do to ease your pain, then all you need to do is ask.”

“Thank you Ellissia, I am most grateful to you. You have always been a wonderful friend and you know I love you dearly. I will certainly take you up on your offer; heaven help me. Let us hope that by tomorrow, my young patient will be off the critical list enabling me to get back to feeling normal once more. The prospect of my feelings becoming stable would be highly welcome.”

At last Franco brought our coffee over, accompanied by some delicious mints which he knew were always welcome. The coffee being piping hot as always, gave me a moment or two to sit back and take another glance around the room. My eyes once more focusing on the men in the centre who had now become extremely noisy. One or two of them seemingly appearing the worse from over indulging in drink. Their table was now covered in half empty plates, holding many various kinds of food. I also noticed the increased numerous of empty bottles accompanying them. The man wearing the black rimmed glasses, still sat quietly while continuing to eat his way slowly through his food. To all appearances, he seemed not to be taking in very much that was occurring around him. He would of course from time-to-time smile or laugh where appropriate, yet strangely he did not seem uncomfortable with those around him, just different from the rest.

“Ellissia.” The soft sound of Patricia’s voice once again drew my attention. “Would you like another coffee?” my friend questioned.

“No thank you.” I replied, then instantly changed my mind. “Yes, actually I will Patricia, thank you.” Accepting Patricia’s offer would allow me the extra time to just sit and unwind my tired brain from the demands I had made on it during the day, it would also give me the opportunity to stare rather rudely at the man in the black rimmed glasses. Whether it was a coincidence, or he sensed I was staring at him, he looked up from his food and returned my glance. I could feel myself blush from embarrassment, instantaneously turning my head away though still feeling myself blushing.

“Ellissia are you all right as you look very flushed? I hope you are not getting a cold or something untoward?” Patricia questioned.

“No, no. I am fine.” I laughed feeling such an idiot. For the moment, I decided to hold my own council and not mention that a man I had never set eyes on before, had just made me turn a very noticeable shade of pink, instead I asked Patricia, “Do you feel a little better dear, now we have eaten?” Before giving her time to answer, I told her, “My tummy feels completely full thanks to Maria. She is such a super cook, I wish we could take her home with us, as I bet she is also a brilliant housewife.”

At those thoughts, Patricia laughed heartily. Hearing Patricia laugh at last, I assumed I was helping in some small way to relieve her tension. For the first time since Patricia had entered the restaurant, she gradually started to take notice of where she was. Her next words quite startled me. “Ellissia, do you know there is a man who has constantly been looking over here? Do you know him as I have no idea who he can be?”

“What on earth are you talking about?” I answered. I then asked her pretending to be surprised what man was she talking about, regardless I knew full well who she meant and who she was going to describe. Sure enough her next words indeed were the ones I was expecting.

“The man sitting at the table in the middle of the room with his friends. The one who is wearing black rimmed glasses and appears very reserved compared to the rest of them.”

“No dear, I do not have a clue who he is. I dare say he may think you or I could well be someone he may have been acquainted with at some time, though not very well.” Having answered Patricia’s question, using it as a further excuse into taking another quick glance at him.

“I suspect you are right Ellissia,” Patricia agreed, she then informed me. “One thing I do know for sure, it certainly has been one of those rare days that has gone on and on endlessly, I am now dreadfully tired and ready for home.” Patricia then asked, “Are you ready for home, as I am most certainly longing for my bed this evening?”

I smiled and informed my dearest friend, “Yes darling, come to think about it, I fully agree with you.” Even though like Patricia I was very tired, the thought of not seeing the man in the black rimmed glasses again, made me feel a little regretful. I then asked myself as to why did I feel that way, and like Patricia. I had no answers either to that particular question.

“Hello dear, good morning how are you feeling?” I asked Patricia, as she entered the kitchen looking unusually pale and drawn. I could see even before she answered me she had obviously not slept well.

“Tired, if I am being honest,” Patricia answered softly, she then opened up to inform me of her feelings. “You know Ellissia how much I love my work, this morning I am simply dreading going in. I have tossed and turned half the night, unable to get that young man out of my mind. Should he by some miracle have made it through the night, he is going to have a huge fight ahead of him. Blasted motorbikes, how I hate them.”

“I am sorry darling; I wish there was something I could say to ease your mind.” Gently, I then asked, “Would you care for a little breakfast before we go to work? I have made a pot of coffee and some toast, or would you prefer a glass of orange juice, maybe some cereal?”

Patricia smiled, and politely told me her preference. “No thank you to cereal, but I would appreciate a piece of toast with a mug of coffee, plus the orange juice if you would not mind?”

“Of course, I do not mind. Come and sit down dear, the coffee I will serve now Madam,” I teased, giving a tiny laugh, as I tried to lighten Patricia’s mood while continuing to tell her, “The toast will be just a few moments; it is nearly ready.” I handed Patricia her glass of fresh orange juice, which she drank instantly. This morning unlike other morning as we ate breakfast, we were unusually quiet. Patricia deciding to keep her thoughts very much to herself, while I decided not to intrude or disturb her. I hoped by the time she entered the intensive care unit; things would have improved slightly after she had left the previous evening.

As we drew up to the hospital, still very little conversation so far had taken place between us. I hated to encroach on my friend’s thoughts, trying as best as I could to be understanding, knowing how concerned she felt about her patient. Unfortunately, I had no alternative but to break in on whatever it was Patricia was thinking about, having the need to know whether she would be joining me later at the restaurant, or would she prefer I made my own way home. So gently I asked, “Darling would you prefer not to eat out this evening? I am more than happy to find my own way back to our apartment.”

“No no, Ellissia, absolutely not.” Patricia stated her voice firm. “Of course I will join you, with luck if I am not too busy, I will phone you on my lunch break. I dare say you are interested to know about my patient.”

“Yes darling, of course I am interested,” I replied softly. I could not help but notice the change of tone in her voice. Giving Patricia a hug, accompanied by a loving smile. As I went to open the car door, looking at Patricia as I did so; her face was as sad as I have ever seen it. “Speak to you later,” I managed to say quietly, allowing Patricia to be alone once more with her thoughts. Maybe I should say her emotions, as that would probably be a better way to describe what was going on in both her mind and heart.

Walking quickly to the office, I felt somewhat cold regardless that the air was already growing quite warm. My mind fully occupied, wondering at what Patricia would find once she stepped inside the intensive care unit. Not only concentrating on Patricia, my peace of mind still somewhat a little disturbed, but for more personal reasons. I wish I had been able to discuss with my loving friend what was distracting those personal thoughts. Naturally under the circumstances, I kept them to myself. On arriving at the office, a little earlier than normal, I took the opportunity to stop and have a chat for a moment or two with a few of my colleagues. Then hesitantly continued on my way to my allotted workspace, still naturally worrying about what Patricia would find at the hospital. Once at my desk, I went on to perform the same daily ritual of first removing my jacket and slipping it over the back of my chair, then carefully popping my small purse safely into one of the desk drawers. While doing so, I noticed at the far end of the room, this morning one of the bosses from the upper offices standing talking to the manager of this floor. Seeing this strange man being accompanied by my initial boss, who incidentally was a woman, and one I would certainly never call a lady. Regrettably, as she is a really mean person who went by the name of Mrs Baxter.

The strange man and Mrs Baxter, appeared to be having a very intense conversation, occasionally both would then glance in my direction. Naturally, I was totally fascinated about what was being said, due to the sullen look on Mrs Baxter’s face which was not pleasant by any stretch of the imagination. After a few minutes both very slowly started walking, making their way in the direction which would inevitably lead them directly towards my desk.

There were of course other members of staff they may have wished to stop and talk to, especially with it being reasonably early and most of the staff for the moment were still currently at their desks. Watching as they gradually drew closer, I started to feel even more than a little curious, drawing to the conclusion this man could indeed be one of the senior bosses. Wondering now what had brought a very senior boss to visit this floor, and bestow his presence among us humble workers?

Obviously he was intent on seeking someone out who worked here, otherwise I doubted very much he would have ever graced this floor with his company. Watching Mrs Baxter and the man gradually pass one member of staff after another, it now became very apparent for all to see, they were indeed making their way directly towards my desk. Whatever it was they wished to see me about, at this stage I naturally did not have a clue. I guess whatever it could be, will shortly be made very clear as they were about to approach my desk within seconds.

“Good morning Miss Shelby?” Mrs Baxter in a cold, monotonous voice said, breaking the silence that had now descended across all parts of the floor.

“Good morning, Mrs Baxter,” I replied, my voice sounding calm, though that was not how I was now feeling.

Mrs Baxter, in her harsh voice then stated, “Miss Shelby allow me to introduce to you Mr Lauder.”

Before I could say a word, Mrs Baxter was just about to continue, but before she could, Mr Lauder intervened by gently saying, “Good morning Miss Shelby, delighted to meet you.” He then stretched out his beautifully manicured hand for me to shake.

Automatically I accepted his gesture, my hand trebling a little returning his handshake while quietly replying, “Good morning Sir.” I did not feel it my place to say another word, no matter how pleasant this man was being. Mrs Baxter then intervened, and in a cold voice she formally requested.

“Miss Shelby, would you please accompany Mr Lauder and I, to my office.” Before I could answer, she turned abruptly and walked back in the direction to where her office was situated. Mr Lauder looked at me, smiled; before he also turned to follow, finding himself having to walk at a reasonable pace while trying his best to keep up with her. At the same time, I dare say, maybe finding Mrs Baxter behaviour to be rather abrupt. I stood, as if frozen to the spot I was standing on. By the time I had gathered my senses, Mrs Baxter and Mr Lauder were by this time way ahead of me. I found myself practically having to run like a small ignominious child to catch up to them.

On reaching her office, Mrs Baxter begrudgingly offered Mr Lauder her seat. “No thank you Mrs Baxter, I am fine just sitting on this chair.” Mr Lauder indicating to one of the two spare hard wooden chairs available which Mrs Baxter had ensured had been placed exactly facing her, though not too close to her desk. He then went on to address me while Mrs Baxter returned to her own chair. “Miss Shelby, do please sit down.” Mr Lauder indicated to the unoccupied chair next to him.

“Thank you Sir,” I quietly replied, cautiously going on to sit myself down as close to the edge of the seat as I could possibly manage. Not because I was trying to be overly ladylike as was my normal manner, but because I was now feeling extremely nervous. As I looked from one boss to the other, my thoughts were going around in circles, wondering what in the world was going to be said to me. I noticed Mr Lauder gave a pleasant smile at my careful manoeuvring as I went to sit down.

Mrs Baxter showed no emotion whatsoever, as was her normal behaviour. When Mrs Baxter had resumed her seat, Mr Lauder like myself gingerly sat himself down on the narrow chair. Mrs Baxter then looked glaringly at me; her voice cold without any tone of warmth, until she eventually announced, “Miss Shelby, Mr Lauder has something he wishes to question you about. Communicate to you would perhaps be a better word to use, his sentiments may well come as a surprise, they certainly came as a deep shock to me.” I could practically feel myself shaking, at her cold indifferent tone of voice, her words sounding like ice. Turning to Mr Lauder, who first gave me another lovely smile and by doing so, he instantly allowed me to feel less fearful at what I was about to hear.

“Thank you Mrs Baxter,” he stated firmly, before turning his head to look back at me and said, “Miss Shelby I would like to ask you a number of questions.” Only this time, the tone of his voice became gentle. He was obviously a man who was very cultured and knew how to treat a lady. He then proceeded to go ahead and asked, “Miss Shelby, I have been informed you have been with the company quite a number of years. May I ask a rather silly question but one I have been instructed to ask. Do you really enjoy working here, or do you regard it as just a normal job?”

“Yes Sir, I love working at Kingston’s, and find the work actually very interesting,” I replied in a firm but quite voice.

Mr Lauder, then continued, “Delighted to hear your answers. I have also been told Miss Shelby; you have a good work record. They tell me you are a very conscientious and an exceedingly hard working young woman. I believe you ensure what work needs to be done, is completed before the end of each working day.” Mr Lauder still carried on in the same vein, only instead of asking questions he was actually making statements. “I have also been led to believe my dear, you are a very good timekeeper ensuring you arrive at work on time. I have also been informed, you do not take unplanned days off when they are not due to you; in fact, Miss Shelby, you are a very good all round employee.” He stopped for a moment giving me the opportunity to reply.

“Thank you. I do try to do my best Sir,” I answered.

“That you most certainly do my dear, which is very commendable of you.” Mr Lauder commented with another smile, he then surprised me by saying, “Now Miss Shelby, once again I must ask you what you may think is another silly question, but this time it will make sense I promise you, so here is my question. Miss Shelby, I am wondering if you would care to give yourself a little extra time in coming to work? By doing so Miss Shelby, it would enable you to further your ambitions and move up the promotional ladder. You would of course Miss Shelby, naturally only be moving up a floor to go to your work. That being the reason you will need to give yourself a little extra time?” Mr Lauder then chuckled, quietly laughing at his own joke. Stunned at hearing those last words, unable to instantly digest them I just sat there in silence without saying a word. Mr Lauder concluded as he broke into my thoughts, “Well Miss Shelby, are you amenable to my suggestion?”

I looked directly into his eyes, noticing how amazingly blue they were. “Yes Sir. Very much so. Thank you,” I managed to reply, giving a very small smile.

“Good, that is excellent Miss Shelby. Delighted you have accepted my offer. I hope you will be as happy working upstairs as you have been here.”

Mr Lauder once again offered me his hand to shake, before going on to say, “Miss Shelby if you would like to get your personal belongings, I will escort you to your new place of work and then introduce you to some of the other staff who you will be working alongside.”

“Thank you Sir. Thank you again so much.” I replied, though still too shocked to ask any questions at this stage.

As I looked across at Mrs Baxter, the look on her face could only be described as, someone who was totally disgusted with the whole matter. Perhaps if I was being honest, angry would be a better word. Her next words confirming all that had crossed my mind. Her tone of voice echoing my thoughts. Her words were not only unkind, but said by someone who was really mean. Mrs Baxter knew she had to hold her temper as she went on to inform me, “Miss Shelby you will now go and vacate your desk immediately and ensure you leave nothing behind, especially any rubbish in your waste bin. When you have collected your things, you may then wait for Mr Lauder by the lift.” She then continued in her spiteful way being the horrid person she is, “By the way Miss Shelby, make sure you do not disturb any of your previous co-workers.”

Mrs Baxter had just displayed by the sound of her cold angry voice, while she remained sitting behind her desk, that she was indeed one very angry woman. Well, I did not care how upset she was. The thought of not explaining or saying goodbye for the present to my fellow workers, was most definitely not on the cards. I simply refused to be as rude as Mrs Baxter, regardless of what she demanded or may have expected of me. I have always loved working with my colleagues and had no intention of not telling them where I was going.

As I got up off the chair Mr Lauder once more gave me a smile, only this time I took it to be a rather sympathetic one, obviously sensing my discomfort at Mrs Baxter’s behaviour. On leaving the office I remained silent, hoping I suppose Mr Lauder would appreciate that all I wanted to do now and as quickly as possible; was to escape from that obnoxious woman’s company.

Being a boss does not mean you have the right to be rude or speak to people in the way Mrs Baxter had just spoken to me. Thinking about it, no one should ever be rude in the way they converse to someone whether they may be of lower rank in the workplace, or for that matter; especially if they have less money than yourself. I put that down to ignorance and very bad breeding. Quickly passing my co-workers once again, I practically ran to my desk. Having very little to pack up, ensuring I checked the waste bin which thankfully was still empty. I called across to my friends to give them my exciting news. Within minutes I went on to pick up my jacket, popped my purse into my computer bag while making myself laugh at the same time. The silly thought of, was I ready to move up and onwards had entered my mind. Before I did so, I stopped for a few moments to receive many sincere good wishes. The girls making me promise I would inform them about my new position and all it would entail.
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