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Chapter One

Samantha Fletcher sat in her
office and wondered where her life had gone. At forty-four, she
felt like her life had been a waste. She was married and had a
beautiful child that was now grown and on her own. Her life had not
been bad it was… just… unfulfilling. Now, too late Samantha
realized that her husband was okay just not what she needed or
wanted to feel happy. Samantha had asked for a trial separation to
see if she could find what was missing in her life. What she had
figured out in the last month was that her husband, Robert, was not
a very strong man, he was so Politically Correct when they met that
all her friends loved him. They said he was her soul mate. Twenty
years later she realized they were wrong. He was a good man just that something was missing
from their lives, something in the dark recesses of her mind that
was always out of reach but always there nagging her.

The new VP of sales had joined the company from the
hugely successful Wilson Group. People whispered why he would leave
a successful company to take over sales at a company that was just
past the fledgling stage of growth. He changed the way people did
things, that to Samantha was embarrassed to even think about. A
month after he took over sales, he fired most of the sales
force.

Doug Mitchell explained in an executive meeting that
most of the staff failed to grow with the company and had to go. Most had become attached to their
employees, doing the same things
that worked to get the company off the ground and didn’t notice the
corporate stagnation. Some like Samantha saw the wisdom in Doug’s
actions and followed suit.

The next month the company took a deep dip in sales
and profit, but the month after that sales took off and had shown improvements across the board. The
rest of the executives listened to Doug when he said, ‘If you do
the same old thing, and getting the same old results, then it’s
time to change what you do.’ The people that kept their jobs helped
guide the new hires and profitability increased.

Doug was the reason Samantha sat stone-faced at her
desk reevaluating her entire life. Doug’s axiom of change sparked a
thought that she might apply in her home life. Doug was unlike any
man she had ever encountered. As
the VP of operations, she first worked with Douglas Mitchell when
the company was launching a new product line.

Douglas Mitchell was just a little older than she was
and the first thing she noticed when he walked into the meeting was
that he was tall, very tall. Okay, the first thing she really
noticed first was he was black as the ace of spades. There were
blacks that worked in the company, even some black executives but
none that had the air of command and strength that he displayed.
Most blacks feared for their jobs,
so they did their best to work under the radar.

Douglas Mitchell acted like he knew what he wanted
and went after it with a boldness that surprised, intrigued and
frightened her all at the same time. He was a male version of her.
Men like him were extinct in the business world she thought. He was
opinionated and stood by his opinions as if he knew he was right.
Some thought of him as arrogant but blacks could never be arrogant
or racist. The part that truly annoyed Samantha was that most of
the time he was right.

The month after their first meeting they hit a snag
causing a few late-night sessions that infuriated Samantha. He
seemed to demand things that were within his rights, but he did it
so boldly that it... It was just wrong, in the new corporate world,
people suggested, or asked, so as not to intimidate. Doug didn’t
recommend and hope the person
caught the hint. He was more, ‘Do this, do it now, but in the end,
he had been proven right, and sales went up, causing more work for
her. The greater the success of the company the busier operations
got. He didn’t encourage ideas he demanded good ideas. Bad ones he
dismissed and did not care whose feelings he stepped on to get the
right idea for the right product. He had the reputation of being
the best at what he did, and his
success gave him a lot of leeway with the CEO.

That fateful evening Samantha was going over the new
project with Doug, and he looked at her strangely and smiled.
“What's so funny?” she asked.

Doug shook his head. “You would not really want to
know.” Samantha felt challenged by his warning and demanded an
answer.

“Okay. It’s simple. I see a waste of talent and life
when I look at you. You have great potential, but you waste it on your husband and this office. I see
you as unhappy because you have reached for the sky and you got it
with little struggle. Men are afraid of you because you are a
strong woman. I see you as a challenge that is worthy of a real
man. I think your husband is not up to the challenge of taming you.
You demand what you need rather than asking for it, you would like
begging. I think I would love to make you beg for what you need. That is what brought the smile to
my face.”

Before Samantha could launch her own attack, he stood
and said. “You demanded an answer, I told you, warned you that you
did not want to hear it. You insisted, and I told you the truth,
I’ll be in my office when you’re ready to continue this, but right
now I have work to do.” Then he walked out before Samantha could
say a word.

‘I worked hard to get where I'm at, and I didn’t do
it by begging! I didn’t do it by sleeping my way up! I earned my
place in the company, and this black bastard was telling me to beg!
I’ll break him, I will…’ Samantha stopped her mental tirade. No one
had ever spoken to her like that. No one had ever struck that cord
within her. Samantha stood and stormed out of her office, people
got out of her way. Samantha stood six feet tall with short cropped
dark hair with blond highlights; she had given up on long hair,
though long hair made her look slimmer it was too much trouble to
maintain in an office setting.

Because of her height and short hair, people mistook
her for being a dike upon first meeting her. But when they learned
she was married and had a child they knew she was a demanding bitch
that would get her way one way or another. Most people gave in to
her demands just because she was so intimidating a figure. Her slim
form made her 33 ‘B’ cup seem larger and more impressive than they
were. She was what most people called beautiful. Not good looking
for her age, beautiful. Her quick
mind, striking figure and tall stature commanded respect if not
fear. Most men saw her as a challenge their egos would not let them
even try.

As a college student, she was intimidated by her own
body. She was taller than the other women and men drooled over her
from afar, but she never saw any of that. The few that had the guts
to ask for a date rarely asked for a second because she was so shy.
Samantha had thought of herself as ugly or at least unattractive,
the pretty girls had boys flocking
around them all the time; they had big boobs or at least a full
chest. She had always been self-conscious about her breasts; they
were smaller than her proportions should have made them. As long as
she stayed thin, they would look almost passable, in her mind.

Samantha had dates but no flocks of men waiting in
line to be with her. When Robert came along and not just dated her
but asked her to marry him, she jumped at it out of fear that she
would not get a second proposal. Bob was five foot eleven with an
average build, but he doted on her from the very start. He didn’t seem to notice the difference in
height and seemed proud to be seen with her. He had given her the
confidence to strike out into the business world. She may not be
attractive in her own mind, but she had a man that cared for her.
From there she learned the business world and how to get things
done. Soon after Penelope was born, Samantha jumped on the corporate ladder and worked
hard to reach as far as they would let her go.

In that time, she learned how to use her imposing
height and good looks to her advantage. Operations is usually a
man’s job because things had to get done and failure of any kind
was reason enough to get fired. Stepping on people’s feelings to do
the work was not something most business women enjoyed doing, she
excelled at making things work and somehow never got stuck with the
label of ‘bitch.'

Bob worked hard at his job, but he was not as
ambitious as she. He took care of the household chores and the like
while Samantha moved up and out from one company to another until
headhunters sought her out. She knew her next job would be a
company president or CEO it was only a matter of time, and that
black bastard had the gall to tell her she needed to beg!

She went to the executive washroom and stood in front
of the mirror, her eyes flashed with rage and then tears. It was as
if the bastard read her most secret desires. It was the reason she
separated from Bob as soon as Penny started her last year of
college. She had been living a lie and tired of it. Her hard
business image was just a front. Samantha didn’t mind being the
boss at work, but it was hard work
being the backbone of the company. She needed to relax, but at home, she had to pay the bills,
make sure homework was done and even make sure Bob changed his
underwear. She held her husband in disdain because he let her walk
all over him, but stayed with him because a weak man was better
than an empty bed.

She remembered with sadness when she tried to spice
up their sex life. She had bought handcuffs and a leather paddle.
She came home to find Bob cuffed to the bed naked with the paddle
by his side. Samantha had wanted him to use them on her! She tried
to dominate him that night, but her heart wasn’t in it. It was just
one more thing she had to be in charge of. ‘All I want is a little
rough sex and cuddling after. Is that too much to ask?’ She raged
in her mind as Bob snored contentedly.

Samantha longed for a time when someone else would
take charge and let her coast for a while. She composed herself and
trudged back to her office. She was a leader, not a follower,
begging was not in her corporate nature. Sitting back at her desk
and wondered about her life. ‘Was he right?’ There was a twinge of
agreement in the back of her mind but only a twinge. ‘How can I
allow myself to even give this mutt credence? I'm at the top of my
game; I must be doing something right. But if I'm so right why did
I separate from my husband of twenty years? Why is it the only time
I've had an orgasm is when I'm alone with my fantasy man taking me,
making me his? Doug Mitchell made her overthink, too many things he said were too scary, she
had to put some distance between them.

For the next month, Samantha did everything she could
to avoid Mr. Mitchell using her assistant and other subordinates to
take meetings rather than meet with him on any project until she
got that memo. It wasn’t even from him; he had a staffer do the
dirty work. He had countermanded
one of her orders for the Midwest. If he were wrong it would cost
the company millions, if he were right, she would look like a fool
for letting him take the lead. Worse yet, when she read the order,
it made sense. If she had seen the mistake in the supply chain, she
would have done the exact same thing. ‘That was it!’ She looked at
her watch. It was after regular business hours, and most of the
staff would be on their way home. Now was the time to confront him,
it would not cause too much of a stir for her to storm into his
office and tear him a new asshole.

Doug Mitchell sat at his desk going over sales
figures. This was going to be a great quarter, they had already hit
an all-time high sales record, and they still had two months to go
in the quarter. Worse case for him would be another huge bonus for
him and his team. Doug was at the top of his game, he knew what he
wanted, but unlike other
people, he did not go after his
dreams haphazardly.

Doug was a planner. He would sit and study what he
wanted then work out a plan to get it. It had worked most of his life. In college, he learned the
strengths and weaknesses of his professors and adjusted his school
work to exceed their expectations. Because he turned in work better
than the teachers expected of him, B work became A+ grades. It was
all in reading the professors correctly and getting them to
underestimate him. It wasn’t that he couldn’t do better; Doug just
didn’t see a reason to hand in better work if he could get the same
grades by doing less. Yale was a challenge until he graduated.
While Yale law school was almost too easy, Harvard Business School
was a little tougher, the University of Florida, Gainesville, where
Doug got his Ph.D. in economics, was the hardest of the three, and
he graduated top of his class as he did in the other two
schools.

Doug’s goal was not to be rich he just wanted to be
well off enough to do as he pleased. To some, that was the same as
being rich, but for him, it just
meant having enough money to do what he wanted when he wanted. Rich
people were tied to their money and ended up consumed with building
more wealth. Doug had no respect for money. Money was just a tool
rather than a goal. He had made a pile of money on the stock market
and gotten out just before the bubble burst. He sunk all his money
into real estate and pulled out again before the market collapsed.
Being greedy had cost many of his friends their fortunes when they
refused to take his advice. Doug understood the ebb and flow of
money and moved it around rather than let it stagnate. In doing so,
Doug had built up enough money to do exactly what he wanted.

At fifty-five he was still an impressive figure. Doug
stood six feet four and had a build that made most weightlifters
his age envious. He was not so much mussel bound as he was toned.
In his tailored business suits, he
gave the impression that if you did not agree with him, you better have a damn good reason why. But
when he smiled, most people felt disarmed; women especially were
charmed by his gentle manner of speech. He was not loud or
obnoxious; he was, for the most part, quiet but forceful. Doug
could charm the habit off of a nun if he put his mind to it and
when displeased, he could frighten a Navy Seal.

His plan for Samantha Fletcher, VP of global
operations, was one he had thought out for almost two hours. She
intrigued him from the start and out of habit he studied her as he
did Jack Packard the CEO. He learned how they thought and how they
would react to situations. Doug knew this was going to be his last
job. He had enough money to retire on and could have retired ten years ago, but there was
one goal he had not reached. Once Doug reached his goal, it would
be time to get out and start his second life. A life of pleasure
and relaxation all he needed was one last item on his list of
desires, and his life’s master plan would be complete. Or at least
that phase of is life’s plan.

Samantha wanted him, Doug knew it, but she was
fighting herself over it. He could tell by the way she blushed when
he entered the room. The sudden poor excuse to leave, or the
sending of subordinates to take meetings that were at her level. He
knew what she was doing and his plan to get her was working, the
only thing he needed was the unwitting help of his boss.

Jack Packard the CEO came into Doug’s office, Jack
went straight to the credenza and pulled out the bottle of single
malt scotch and poured two glasses. Jack was impressed that this
black man had shown taste in his drink and the crystal, he had
never had a black vice-president before and damn few blacks in
sales. This was new ground for him, and Jack patted himself on the
back for hiring him. Jack had never dealt with black executives in
his own firm before, so he took a week-long sensitivity class to
ensure that he did not offend his new vice-president.

Jack had done the same thing when he hired Samantha
as his vice-president of operations; she cleaned up the division
and got things moving. Samantha was another feather in his cap. But
Doug was the star this year, in less than six months’ sales, had
gone above expectations with Doug at the helm of sales, and since
Doug was the only change he had made to the company in that time,
it would be hard not to give Doug credit for the success.

Jack handed Doug a drink. He had seen trouble brewing
between his two stars, and he
needed to get a handle on it before they had a blowout of some
kind. He did not want to wreck the
company just when he was beating the competition and gaining market
share. First, he noticed that Samantha was avoiding Doug, and he
worried that Doug had offended her, or worse, harassed her. He
subtly asked around until he learned that there was no misconduct
of any kind attached to Doug.

Then he worried that Sam and some racial issues. He
had asked Doug if he felt uncomfortable around any of the staff or
executives but Doug assured him that he had felt nothing but
welcome here. When Jack subtly asked about Sam, Doug said he had no
problem with her, working with women executives were not a problem
and pointed to Sam as an example of a good hard working woman that
was a true asset to the company. Jack relaxed upon hearing this,
well the problem was not on Doug’s side, he was almost ready to
dismiss his feeling of unease and chalk it up to over
sensitivity.

Just to be sure, Jack then asked Samantha about Doug.
Samantha seemed evasive, he was sure she was hiding her true
feelings about Doug being black. He worried that there might be
some sabotage between offices, but
over time it seemed calm enough. When the sales numbers came in
proving the new ideas from Doug were not just correct but bringing
in more than projected under the last VP, Jack was sold. Now it was
time to pat Doug on the back and let him know he was appreciated,
this was how you kept good people.

“Great work Doug. If things keep going like this, we
are going to show the shareholders what profit actually looks like.”

“That’s my job, Jack,” Doug said with a confident
smile.

“What about the Midwest?” Jack asked sitting on the
sofa.

“Looks solid to me, operations is doing an excellent
job of getting product to stores on time to meet demand, you can’t
ask for more than that.”

“So, she’s okay with the changes you made?” There was
concern on his face. Samantha was a typical operations VP in that
she was very territorial and anytime someone messed with her area
of responsibility she had the good
and sometimes nasty habit of stomping people into the dirt.

“I don’t know yet, Eugene just sent the memo an hour
ago. I told him to wait until I talked to Sam about it but he
misunderstood and sent it out anyway. We’ll know when she replies.”
Doug said with a knowing smile.

“I’m not so sure I agree with you making the change
without clearing it through Sam first.”

“Jack, she’s a smart woman, she will know that it was
the right move to make, and the memo was sent prematurely. I think
Eugene is trying to impress me.” Doug said with a shrewd look and a
laugh. Jack nodded; young guy wanting to impress the boss with
efficiency was not new to him.

The door burst open slamming against the sofa
blocking her view of Jack. “You black bastard! I am going to rip
you a new asshole, then I’m going to fuck your black ass ‘til you
beg for mercy!” Samantha said standing in the doorway. Doug smiled
at her he glanced to Jack and held up his hand to quiet him, but to Samantha, it looked like he was
trying to calm her. “I got your memo asshole, here’s is my
reply.”

“There’s been a mistake,” Doug said in his
defense.

“Look fucker! My job is operations, yours is sales.
You stay in your house, and I stay in mine. You screw around with
my operations you better expect me to put a foot up your black
ass!”

“It was the right thing to do,” Doug said.

“Yes, it was, but you don’t make the changes to my
operations, I do! Did Jack approve this cluster fuck?”

“Nope,” Doug said calmly. “I think there is a
misunderstanding,” Doug said trying to explain again.

“God Damn right, you thought your arrogant black ass
could walk all over me, and I would take it. I’ll be talking to
Jack in the morning, and by noon I
will expect your written apology on my desk, or I will skin your
black ass!” She turned around and stomped back to her office a
smile on her face at having stood up to him and not melted.

“She got the memo, Jack,” Doug said with a smile.
Jack sat on the sofa appalled at the language she had used.

“Look, Doug, I'm sorry she went off on you like that.
I mean she was right you did mess around in her area. But she had
no right to talk to you like that. This company does not condone
her actions.” He said automatically. This was what sensitivity
training had told him he had to do and say to avoid a discrimination lawsuit. The last thing he
needed was for Doug to file a discrimination suit and destroy
everything they had built in the last few months.

Doug raised his hand dismissing it. “She’s a
go-getter, you need her and what she said did not bother me that
much. I’m sure we can work it out on our level.” Doug pressed send
on his computer. The apology had been written before the first memo
went out.

“But she had no right to bring race into the
argument.” Does she treat her non-white employees like this? Jack
asked himself. If this was systemic he could be open to a class
action suit, he could lose his company. “I have to do something
about this.”

“Jack, I see where you are going with this, leave it
to me, and you won’t hear another
thing about it. If you put her through sensitivity training, you
will waste her time and your money. I have dealt with this kind of
thing before; if you let me handle it, we can have it worked out
over the weekend.” Doug said with a confident smile.

“I’ve noticed that she has been avoiding you for
months, I had no proof until now that she had any racist
tendencies. Doug, I can’t have my VP’s fighting and using racial
slurs.”

OEBPS/cover.jpg
MITCHELL JoveE





