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	Ya Like That?

	by Iyana Jenna

	Personal Assistant Wanted

	Evan's heart skipped a beat. His hand, clutching a pen, halted and hovered over the small want ad in the newspaper. He'd been circling several that looked and sounded not too complicated. He wasn't a bum and he had spent almost two years at college. But right now he needed money quickly, and not many companies hired high school graduates. His dad had screwed up his company big time, and the screw-up included his own family. Now he was in jail and Evan's mother was sick. They had practically nothing left and Evan would take any job, especially if the pay was good. He flicked his gaze back to the last line of the ad. He could use that kind of money.

	Evan threw his pen away. No more circling. He tore that part out of the paper instead and turned to the PC he rented in an Internet café near the motel where he was staying. He signed in to his email and typed fast. He'd had his resume ready and just had to attach it to the email, then put it on to his memory stick. He'd send the close-up photo he usually attached, but this time he needed to find another one, a decent one, full body. It wasn't the norm, he thought, but what the heck. Evan smirked. He'd send anything they asked him to as long as it wasn't a nude picture. He found one of him in a casual shirt and pants and guessed it was okay. Or more than okay. The bright blue shirt punctuated his blond hair and freakishly fair skin, and he saw how his golden brown eyes shone in the light. Evan added it to the other attachments, closed his eyes briefly, took a deep breath, and clicked send.

	"Phew." Evan yawned and stretched. He'd worked all day at a diner and his bones felt as if they had turned to jelly. Being a waiter was hard, hard, hard. He never had a chance to sit down for more than five minutes. And the pay...hmf, what pay? Even with the tips, it wouldn't make up for what he'd lost. Far from it. Stupid, Dad, just stupid.

	When everything was done, he went back to his room and plopped onto his hard bed. Since his dad had gone to prison, none of them lived in their cozy mansion. The bank took it and their other possessions as collateral. Evan had to rent a small room, saving as much as possible so he could send his mom to a mental institution. They were lucky they got some donations from the church, though it wasn't much. They didn't have insurance--that too had been taken away from them.

	He linked his fingers behind his head. The figures from the ad replayed in his mind. They weren't offering a full-time job. It was some type of internship at first. But five hundred bucks a night? That was insane. Wait, was it per night? Wasn't that supposed to be per day? Evan's head whirled at what it might mean. He found no answer, though, and eventually decided to let it slide. Damn typo. It must be a typo.

	As his eyes fluttered shut and he drifted to sleep, Evan dreamed of what he could do with the money. Five hundred a day, meaning twenty-five hundred a week. After paying off a part of his mom's medication, he hoped there'd still be some left for him. He wanted a bigger room with an air conditioner and hot water available every night. Perhaps some new clothes. When he'd left their house, it was with nothing but the clothes he was wearing at the time. He dreamed of other things as well, imagining all the fancy things he could have after he finished his first month at the job. He would have ten grand by that time. He couldn't believe it. What could he say and do to make them interested in him and call him for an interview?

	His cheap cell phone vibrated and Train's Hey Soul Sister ringtone started playing. It wasn't that loud but it still made Evan jump out of his skin. Who might be calling him in the middle of the night?

	"H-hello?"

	"Good evening. Am I talking to a Mr. Evan Foster?"

	Evan sat up straight. "Yes." It was a woman's voice. Sounded like a secretary. Could she be...

	"Mr. Foster, I'm calling from Brian Donaghue's office."

	"I don't--"

	"I believe you sent an application letter along with your résumé and photographs."

	What?

	"Hello, are you still there?"

	Evan cleared his throat. "Uh, yeah."

	"Is that correct, Mr. Foster, that you just applied for the position of Mr. Donaghue's personal assistant?"

	Well, there was no name in the advertisement, and what the heck? Why were they calling him the moment they got his email--in the dead of night? Evan couldn't imagine someone was still at the office at that hour.

	"I just sent an application letter for that position, yes."

	"Good."

	"Okay...since you're calling me, does it mean I'm accepted?"

	"Oh no, not that fast, Mr. Foster. You still have to go through several interviews. This one tonight is a preliminary interview and another, scheduled tomorrow, will be with our HR manager. If things go smoothly, you'll meet Mr. Donaghue himself for a private interview."

	Evan swallowed. "This...this is an interview?"

	"That's correct, Mr. Foster. And tomorrow at ten, will you be available?"

	He had to wait tables but for five hundred dollars a day, anything could wait. Half a day's leave it would have to be. "Sure."

	"Excellent. I'll contact HR. The appointment with Mr. Donaghue will come after that."

	"Okay."

	"So, Mr. Foster. If you're ready, we're going to start our interview. It will be recorded so I suggest that you think through your answers carefully."

	Evan frowned. He'd applied for a personal assistant position, not a legal position in some big-name law firm. What kind of company did this Brian Donaghue have?

	"Is it really necessary?" He'd withdraw his application if he had to. He knew he needed those Benjamin Franklins but shady jobs were out of the question. Even for five hundred every night...

	"Yes, Mr. Foster. This is one of the requirements. Are you in?"

	"Why are you calling me in the middle of the night? Why not wait until tomorrow morning?"

	"You'll get the chance to ask questions later, Mr. Foster, and I need to know if you're ready to be recorded."

	Damn, damn, damn. He was desperate. He did need the money.

	"Mr. Foster, we can cancel this altogether and you'll never hear from us again. Good evening."

	A beat.

	"Wait." Evan didn't care if he sounded resigned, defeated. "Okay. What would you like to know?"

	"We'll start the recording now, Mr. Foster?"

	"Yeah, yeah. Whatever."

	"Please state your name, sir."

	Sir. Huh.

	"Evan Foster."

	"Your age."

	"Twenty-two."

	"Your height."

	Evan blinked. "Excuse me?"

	"How tall are you?"
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