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Emma’s first morning at Wexler & Co. started like every other first day she had ever had: she was hopelessly late. Not by an hour or even thirty minutes—no, Emma had managed to condense every possible misfortune into a perfect storm that left her sprinting down the sidewalk, her heels clacking like a drumline, and her tote bag flapping open, sending her neatly packed documents scattering across the street.

“Not again,” she muttered, swiping a stack of papers off the asphalt just as a cyclist swerved around her in a blur. A man in a sharp suit gave her a curious glance as he passed. He didn’t look angry, exactly, but there was something in his expression—a mixture of amusement and... judgment? Emma shook it off. She had bigger problems: like getting to the office before someone decided her absence was grounds for immediate termination.

By the time she burst through the revolving doors of Wexler & Co., her hair was slightly askew, her blouse had a suspicious coffee stain, and her face had that perfect shade of “terrified but trying to smile.” The lobby was pristine—gleaming marble floors, glass panels stretching to the ceiling, and the receptionist, an older woman with impeccable posture and a stare sharp enough to slice through metal, looked at her like Emma was an alien who had accidentally stumbled onto Earth.

“You must be Emma,” the receptionist said without a smile, holding out a perfectly manicured hand. “Follow me. Orientation starts in five minutes.”

Emma nodded, muttering an embarrassed, “Yes, thank you,” and followed, hoping no one else had noticed the faint puddle of melted chocolate she’d discovered on her shoe during her frantic run.

The elevator ride to the twelfth floor was silent except for the soft ding of the doors and Emma’s internal monologue—a frantic checklist of everything she had to do to not embarrass herself further. Don’t trip. Don’t spill coffee. Don’t accidentally insult your new boss. Don’t trip again. She didn’t notice the soft chuckle from the corner until the elevator doors opened, spilling them into the bright chaos of the open-plan office.

“Nice entrance,” said the voice, smooth, amused, and distinctly sarcastic. Emma turned to see him—a man with perfectly styled hair, a navy suit tailored to perfection, and a smirk that suggested he knew every trick in the office handbook... and was planning to use them all on her.

“I—I’m Emma,” she stammered, holding out her hand, which he shook firmly. “First day. Sorry... for... all this...” Her gesture encompassed the entire room, the spilled documents she’d yet to recover, and the general aura of chaos that seemed to follow her.

“Alex,” he replied, still smirking. “And don’t worry. If you survive today, you’ll make it through the rest of the week. Maybe.”

Emma raised an eyebrow. “Maybe?”

“Hey, I like to keep expectations low. Makes success feel better,” he said, gesturing to a nearby coffee machine. “Want a cup? You’ll need it.”

She nodded, relieved for the distraction. As she waited for the coffee to brew, she glanced around the office. Sleek desks, endless monitors, and the faint hum of productivity. Everyone seemed impossibly calm, except Alex, whose casual lean against the counter screamed ‘I own this place’ without actually saying it. Emma took a tentative sip of her coffee—way too hot, because of course it was—and nearly burned her tongue.

“Careful,” Alex said, with that same smirk. “First rule of survival: caffeinate before catastrophe.”

Emma blinked. “Catastrophe?”

“Everything in this office is a potential catastrophe,” he said, sipping his own coffee, eyes twinkling with amusement. “Trust me, you’ll see. But don’t worry—I’ll help you navigate it... for a price.”

Emma tilted her head. “A price?”

He leaned closer, lowering his voice conspiratorially. “You owe me lunch. And possibly a few laughs.”

Before she could respond, the office manager appeared—a tall woman with a commanding presence, clipboard in hand. “Emma, Alex, glad you’re both here. Let’s get started with orientation.”

And just like that, Emma realized that surviving her first day at Wexler & Co. might involve far more coffee, chaos, and sarcasm than she had ever anticipated.

The orientation was... overwhelming. Emma had expected a polite tour, a few introductions, maybe a desk assignment. Instead, she found herself navigating a labyrinth of cubicles, conference rooms, and glass offices that made her feel like she’d wandered onto a movie set rather than a workplace.

“Welcome to Wexler & Co.,” said the office manager, her voice sharp but not unkind. “You will find that efficiency is valued, humor is tolerated, and coffee is a necessity. Do not underestimate the coffee.”

Emma nodded solemnly, clutching her notebook like a lifeline. Alex, trailing behind her, whispered, “Don’t worry, the coffee is strong enough to survive a minor apocalypse.” She shot him a look that was equal parts gratitude and suspicion.

As they passed the marketing team, Emma noticed a small prank unfolding. A stapler had been encased in jello—bright, neon green jello—and the culprit, a young man with a mischievous grin, was giggling behind his monitor. Emma stifled a laugh. She’d read about office pranks, but seeing one live, in slow motion, was... surreal.

“First rule of office survival,” Alex murmured again, smirking, “never trust a stapler. Especially if it looks edible.”

Emma laughed despite herself. “Is that... really necessary?”

He shrugged. “You’ll find it’s part tradition. Think of it as a test of your... adaptability.”

Their next stop was the IT desk, a cubicle filled with tangled cords, blinking lights, and two very serious-looking techs. One of them glanced at Emma, barely lifting his eyes from the screen. “You’re Emma. Don’t touch the red button. Trust me.”

Emma raised an eyebrow. “Red button?”

Alex stifled a laugh behind her. “Ignore him. It’s... a metaphor. Or maybe not. Hard to tell with IT.”

By mid-morning, Emma was introduced to her own desk: a compact corner space with a view of the city skyline and a neatly stacked pile of paperwork that looked intimidatingly permanent. As she began to organize her things, a small, brightly colored sticky note fluttered down from above. She looked up—Alex, perched casually on the edge of his own desk, had grinned and waved.

“Consider that your welcome gift,” he said. “Hope you like sarcastic advice in neon ink.”

Emma picked up the note. Written in bold, messy handwriting were the words: Don’t spill coffee on the first day. Failures are expensive here.

She laughed aloud, shaking her head. Alex’s presence was infuriatingly charming. Somehow, he made the office feel less like a looming battlefield and more like... a stage for absurd comedy.

Her first task arrived soon after—an email marked “URGENT” that made her stomach twist. She was to draft a client presentation due in three hours. Three hours. Emma blinked. The last time she’d handled a presentation on this scale, she’d tripped over a microphone cord mid-sentence and sent half her notes flying into the audience.

Alex noticed the panic flicker across her face and leaned over, dropping a reassuring hand lightly on her shoulder. “Step one: breathe. Step two: survive. Step three: make them think you planned it all along. Consider it... performance art.”

Emma blinked at him, unsure if she wanted to punch him or hug him. “Performance art, huh?”

“Exactly,” he said with a grin. “And lucky for you, I’m a connoisseur of fine performances. I’ll be your critic. Hopefully a gentle one.”

As she began drafting slides, she realized she was... actually enjoying it. The office chaos, the pranks, Alex’s endless quips—they made the day feel lighter. The coffee helped, too, though she may have had one too many cups already.

By the time lunch rolled around, Emma had survived minor catastrophes, avoided paper cuts, and even managed a small victory: a perfectly formatted spreadsheet that earned her a thumbs-up from the manager. Alex, of course, had been watching the whole time, smirking, clearly amused by her little triumphs.

“You’re... not bad,” he said during their lunch break, handing her a sandwich. “Better than I expected for someone who just nearly spilled coffee on the new hire orientation folder.”

Emma laughed, biting into her sandwich. “Thanks, I think?”

Alex shrugged. “Consider it a compliment. Office survival is a rare skill. You might just make it here... alive.”

And for the first time since she’d arrived, Emma thought maybe, just maybe, surviving this office wasn’t going to be entirely miserable.

The afternoon dragged on like a slow elevator ride, except with more emails and less music. Emma had settled into a rhythm, her fingers flying over the keyboard, drafting the client presentation while trying not to glance too often at Alex. Not that she wasn’t curious—she just... didn’t want to admit she was.

Alex, meanwhile, had returned to his desk, pretending to be absorbed in some financial report. Pretending, of course, was the operative word. Every so often, he’d glance at Emma, raising an eyebrow or smirking whenever she hit a tiny triumph—or disaster. Today it was a triumph: she had correctly formatted a pie chart without crashing Excel.

“Look at you, mastering charts like a pro,” he said casually, leaning over her cubicle wall. “Next, you’ll be teaching the office how to brew coffee without scalding themselves.”

Emma shot him a playful glare. “I’ll have you know my coffee technique is... impeccable.”

“Impeccable,” he repeated, mimicking her word with mock solemnity. “Right. And yet somehow, you nearly turned the orientation folder into a modern art installation this morning.”

Emma laughed. “Fine, maybe the folder had... artistic potential.”

Alex raised his hands in mock surrender. “Touché. I suppose that counts as creativity. Creativity is valuable. Especially in an office that drinks too much coffee and laughs too little.”

Their banter was interrupted by the office manager’s voice booming over the speaker system. “Reminder: client call in ten minutes. Conference room B.”

Emma groaned, gathering her notes. She didn’t mind working hard, but public speaking, even in a room full of friendly faces, made her stomach twist like a roller coaster. Alex, seeing her anxiety, leaned closer.

“Remember my earlier advice?” he whispered. “Breathe. Survive. Performance art. You’ve got this.”

Emma smiled, feeling a little braver. She followed him into the conference room, where half the office was already seated. The client call went surprisingly well. Emma stumbled over a few words, but Alex, ever the opportunist, jumped in with witty commentary that made the clients chuckle instead of cringe. By the end, she felt like a star—and perhaps, more importantly, that she had survived the first day without total humiliation.

Back at their desks, Emma sank into her chair with a sigh of relief. “I can’t believe I made it,” she said.

Alex smirked. “Told you. You’re tougher than you look.”

Emma glanced at him, noticing something in his eyes—a spark of genuine warmth behind the usual sarcasm. For a brief moment, she wondered what it would be like to know Alex beyond coffee breaks and office pranks.

Her thoughts were interrupted when a small paper airplane landed on her desk. She looked up—Alex was grinning, a mischievous glint in his eye. Written on the airplane in neat handwriting were the words: Lunch tomorrow? My treat.

Emma blushed, feeling a mix of amusement and curiosity. She picked up the airplane and unfolded it. The corners of her mouth tugged upward.

“Consider that... another test,” Alex said, leaning against her cubicle wall, arms crossed. “If you accept, you pass with flying colors. Decline... well, I’ll have to come up with a more elaborate prank.”

Emma laughed, shaking her head. “Fine, I accept. But only because I don’t want you plotting any more elaborate pranks.”

He grinned, clearly victorious. “Wise choice. Trust me, you’ve just made your first survival decision in this office. And it’s a good one.”

As the afternoon sun dipped behind the skyline, casting a warm glow across the office, Emma realized something: surviving her first day wasn’t just about coffee, spreadsheets, or dodging flying paper. It was about laughter, unexpected moments, and maybe... just maybe, the start of something she hadn’t anticipated at all.

And with that thought, she smiled—ready, somehow, for whatever chaos tomorrow might bring.
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Emma’s second morning at Wexler & Co. started a little less disastrously than the first—though “less disastrous” was, in this office, a very relative term. For starters, she arrived on time. Not ten minutes early, not fashionably late, but exactly on time, thanks to an elaborate system involving multiple alarms, strategic outfit preparation the night before, and a thermos of coffee she carried like a sacred relic.

As she stepped through the lobby, her tote bag neatly zipped, shoes clean, and hair mostly cooperative, she felt a tiny sense of pride. She was ready. Ready for the chaos, ready for the deadlines, ready for whatever sarcastic commentary Alex had in store.

“Morning, Emma,” said the receptionist without looking up from her perfectly organized desk. It was the same greeting as yesterday, but somehow, it felt warmer. Maybe Emma was imagining it.

Emma gave a small wave and continued toward the elevators. The ride up was quiet, except for her internal monologue—a constant, nervous hum that reminded her she had a client email to respond to, a report to finish, and probably three or four office protocols she hadn’t even noticed yet.

When the elevator doors opened, Alex was already there, leaning casually against his desk, holding a cup of coffee. His smirk was exactly as it had been yesterday, though today it seemed slightly more... triumphant.

“Survived the first day, huh?” he asked, tilting his head. “And you didn’t even spill coffee on your outfit. Impressive.”

Emma smiled, though a little awkwardly. “Thanks. I owe it all to... strategy.”

“Strategy, huh?” He raised an eyebrow. “Care to elaborate?”

“I can’t. It’s classified,” she said, smiling despite herself.

Alex laughed, a warm, low sound that made her forget, for a moment, about the endless spreadsheets and emails awaiting her. “Very well, Agent Emma. Mission: survive the office continues.”

Emma rolled her eyes, but the smile stayed. She noticed something new today: the office felt a little... lighter. The morning sunlight streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting golden patterns on the desks. People moved with purpose but also with a relaxed rhythm, chatting quietly over the hum of keyboards and the occasional ring of a phone. Even the stapler-in-jello prank from yesterday had been replaced by a more subtle—but no less mischievous—display: someone had replaced all the pens in the supply drawer with crayons.

Emma laughed quietly to herself. She was beginning to understand that this office, chaotic as it was, had a personality. A living, breathing ecosystem where humor, creativity, and the occasional minor disaster were not just tolerated—they were celebrated.

Her own desk awaited her, neatly arranged with a sticky note that read: Good luck today. Don’t make me regret hiring you. Signed, of course, Alex.

Emma shook her head, smiling, and got to work. The first task of the day involved a follow-up report for a client meeting scheduled later in the afternoon. She opened the email, reviewed the figures, and began typing. Alex occasionally leaned over to glance at her screen, offering whispered quips or sarcastic encouragement.

“Careful with that formula,” he murmured at one point. “One wrong decimal, and we might have to explain why our quarterly report looks like a phone number.”

Emma giggled. “I think I can handle it.”

“You think,” he said, mock-skeptical, “but thinking isn’t enough. Precision is key. And a little bit of luck doesn’t hurt either.”

Hours passed in a blur of numbers, emails, and occasional laughter. Emma found herself enjoying the rhythm, the interplay between serious work and playful banter. At one point, a small group from marketing stopped by her desk, curious about the new hire. They asked questions ranging from “What’s your favorite office snack?” to “If you could redesign the coffee machine, what would you change?” Each question seemed designed less to gather information than to test her sense of humor and adaptability.
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