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I stepped through the revolving glass doors of the SynergySec building, immediately enveloped by the controlled atmosphere of success and power. The lobby stretched before me—all polished stone floors with the company logo inlaid at the center, impossibly high ceilings, and that distinct smell of ambition mixed with expensive air filtration.

My shoes clicked against the stone as I approached the security desk where three guards monitored everyone with practiced efficiency. The tallest one looked up at me, his expression professionally neutral.

"Michael Morrison. I have an interview at 10:00." 

My voice sounded steadier than I felt. Four years in the military had taught me how to project confidence regardless of the churning in my gut. The guard checked his screen, nodded, and handed me a temporary badge.

"42nd floor, executive level. You'll need to scan this at the turnstiles and again in the elevator."

I nodded my thanks and clipped the badge to my jacket lapel. As I crossed the expansive lobby, I caught my reflection in one of the glass walls—tailored navy suit, crisp white shirt, conservative tie. I looked the part of a cybersecurity professional, but this wasn't just any job interview.

The position of Cybersecurity Systems Architect at SynergySec represented everything I'd been working toward since leaving the military. My current firm had been a good starting point, but I'd hit the ceiling there. This was the big leagues.

I scanned my badge at the turnstiles and made my way to the executive elevator bank. The doors opened silently, revealing a small chamber of brushed steel and digital displays already cycling through company achievements. As I stepped inside, I felt the weight of the opportunity pressing down on me.

"42nd floor," I said, watching as the button illuminated without my having to touch it.

The elevator rose smoothly, giving me a moment to gather my thoughts. I'd prepared meticulously for this interview—researched the company's recent security implementations, studied their public-facing protocols, even memorized their last quarterly report. But preparation only took you so far.

When the doors slid open, I was greeted by a hushed atmosphere of productivity. The executive level hummed with purpose—glass-walled offices, sleek conference rooms, and strategically placed seating areas designed for impromptu collaborations. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city sprawled below, making it clear this company literally operated above the competition.

I approached the reception desk, where a professionally dressed woman greeted me with a practiced smile.

"I'm here for my interview with the Cybersecurity Division."

As she made a call to announce my arrival, I took a deep breath. I'd faced insurgents and navigated military bureaucracy, but something about this moment felt more consequential. This wasn't just about a job—it was about the trajectory of my life, about finally reaching the level I knew I deserved.

"Michael Morrison?" A voice cut through my thoughts. I turned to see a petite blonde woman approaching, hand extended. "I'm Lucy Rodgers, Ms. Fairchild's executive assistant. I'll be taking you to your interview."

Her grip was surprisingly firm, brown eyes assessing me with an efficiency that seemed to catalog every detail in seconds. She couldn't have been more than 5'3", but her presence commanded attention despite her size—professional in a tailored pencil skirt and silk blouse, yet with something magnetic lurking beneath the polished exterior.

"Right this way, Mr. Morrison," she said, turning on her heel. "We appreciate punctuality. Ms. Fairchild values time above most resources."

I fell into step beside her as we moved through the sleek corridors of the Cybersecurity Division. Through glass walls, I glimpsed teams huddled around digital displays, security metrics scrolling across monitors, and the focused intensity of people protecting digital fortresses.

"Impressive operation," I commented, trying to sound casual rather than awestruck.

Lucy glanced at me, the corner of her mouth lifting slightly. "SynergySec doesn't believe in half measures. Neither does Ms. Fairchild." There was something in her tone—pride mixed with something more personal—that caught my attention.

As we passed the "war room," I slowed to observe the bank of screens displaying global security protocols. Lucy paused, watching my reaction.

"Military background, correct?" she asked, her head tilting slightly.

"Four years. How did you know?"

She smiled, revealing a playful edge beneath her professional demeanor. "Your posture. The way you scan rooms before entering. Ms. Fairchild mentioned it from your resume, but it's... evident in person."

We continued walking, her heels clicking rhythmically against the floor. I noticed how staff members acknowledged her with a respect that seemed beyond what you'd expect for an assistant.

"Ms. Fairchild has reviewed your technical qualifications extensively," Lucy said as we approached a glass-walled corner office. "But she's equally interested in fit. SynergySec isn't just looking for skills—they're looking for the right... alignment."

The way she emphasized the last word made me wonder exactly what kind of alignment they were seeking. Before I could ponder further, we arrived at double glass doors with "Victoria Fairchild, Director of Cybersecurity Solutions" etched in frosted lettering.

Lucy's workspace sat just outside—an immaculate L-shaped desk positioned to monitor both the entrance and Victoria's door. She gestured toward the small waiting area.

"One moment while I announce you," she said, but paused before turning away. Her eyes traveled over me once more, this time with a hint of something beyond professional assessment. "Good luck, Mr. Morrison. I think you might be exactly what Ms. Fairchild is looking for."

I took a seat in the waiting area, but barely had time to settle before Lucy returned, opening the door with a practiced motion.

"Ms. Fairchild will see you now," she said, her voice carrying a subtle note I couldn't quite place—something between warning and encouragement.

As I stepped through the doorway, the first thing that struck me was the sheer expanse of the office. Floor-to-ceiling windows on two sides revealed a commanding view of the city below, making it clear this was a room designed for someone who was accustomed to looking down on the world.

But the view immediately became secondary when my eyes found the woman behind the massive glass and brushed steel desk.

Victoria Fairchild.

I'd researched her, of course—seen the corporate headshots, read the industry profiles. None of them had prepared me for her actual presence. She sat perfectly straight, her posture impeccable as she finished writing something on the document before her. Long, styled black hair framed a face of striking angles and perfect symmetry. She wore a charcoal suit with subtle pinstripes that somehow managed to be both professionally appropriate and devastating in how it hugged her curves.

She didn't immediately look up, and I understood the power play at work—making me wait those extra seconds, establishing the hierarchy between us without saying a word.
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