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Some lucky people work at jobs they love.
Most of us are not that lucky. I certainly wasn’t. Some people have
amazing talent, are artistic, super smart, or skilled. I’m none of
that. Some are fashionistas, or brave enough to ignore fashion. Not
me. Some are rich and lead glamorous lives and travel all over the
world, seeing fabulous sights. I’ve never been on an airplane.

I’m just a girl. A very ordinary girl. Maybe
I’m prettier than most and have nicer hair. I have a nice body. Is
that enough to make me special? I guess it is if you’re a boy. But
I’m not really brave enough to flaunt my body or rebel against the
rules for what I can do with it.

I’ve always been careful about doing things
that would cause people to call me slutty or something like that. I
don’t want people gossiping about me or guys telling stories about
what we did together. Ick!

I didn’t graduate from high school at the top
of my class. I wasn’t the valedictorian or any of that. And I don’t
have the money to go to college, nor the marks, nor much interest,
to be honest. Four more years of class. Bleh. A part of me would
like to go just to say I’m a college girl, and maybe live in a dorm
and see if there are wicked parties and stuff. People would look up
to me as someone smart.

But I don’t really consider myself that smart
or anything. And I’d probably have trouble getting good marks.

So, I just got a job at a fast-food
restaurant where I got pawed by the acne-faced assistant manager.
That didn’t last long, but being a cashier at Walmart getting
bitched at by a three-hundred-pound woman in leopard skin spandex
wasn’t all that fun either.

Too many middle-aged women at Walmart. And a
lot of middle-aged women don’t like me. I don’t think they like any
young women who are more attractive than they are, really. They’re
jealous on some level because they’re not young and shapely and
wanted by men anymore.

I left Walmart and then worked at what was
essentially a sweatshop, doing data entry for a contractor for an
insurance company. They gave you a little card you had to swipe
every time you went on break and came back, or on lunch, or if you
went to the bathroom. If you were late to work or left early or
took too long on break or lunch, or too many bathroom breaks, they
docked your pay.

Bastards.

I learned there that the insurance company
used to have its own data entry employees, and they made decent
money and had benefits. Then these guys offered to do it for them a
little cheaper, so the insurance company fired their data entry
people and gave the job to this company, called Business Data
Processing. The company paid their data entry people a third less
and gave them no benefits.

They also treated them like shit. Like
slaves.

I learned there that working for a living is
no dream. It’s something to be endured.

But at least the data entry job meant I now
had ‘office experience’ on my resume. Not much, but some. So, I
quit and went to work for a temp agency. And guess what, they also
took a third of our wages! But at least the jobs were better and
paid a bit more. And the more you worked, the more experience you
had, the better the jobs you would get, and the higher the pay.

Or so they said anyway.

The money I got was enough to pay half the
rent on a two-bedroom apartment across the river. My roommates were
two girls who shared the master bedroom. One of them worked the
midnight shift as a security guard. The other worked at Dollar
General as a cashier.

The three of us split the rent, with me
paying half since I had the most room. From the sounds that I
occasionally heard from their bedroom, they were more than just
‘friends’. Maybe friends with benefits. That didn’t really bother
me, but it wasn’t fun being the outsider with two people who’d
apparently been friends since junior high.

The apartment wasn’t the greatest, either. It
was the kind of apartment where you looked through the peephole in
the door before opening it, then glanced carefully up and down the
hall before stepping outside and locking it behind you. The kind of
place where you not only locked it when you came in for the night
but also propped a board up under the doorknob with its other end
jammed against the baseboard of the wall behind it.

Getting my drift?

My wardrobe pretty much all came from thrift
stores or the Goodwill shop, especially my office wear. It was
really easy to find slutty outfits there, but more difficult to
find things you could wear to a respectable job. But I managed.

My parents split when I was ten. My dad lived
in another city with his new wife and two kids, who are my
half-brother and half-sister. My mom is an alcoholic, which is why
Dad split, and why I chose to leave home as early as possible. Yes,
we’ve tried to reform her but she’s stubbornly in love with the
booze and is irritating as fuck.

Pardon the French.

There is one thing I have going for me and
it’s that my mom was pretty attractive before she started drinking,
and my dad is tall and handsome, if a bit of a dick. As a result,
I’m tall, have nice, long legs, am slim-hipped with a nice ass, and
more than decent boobs. I’m also pretty, with thick, soft, brown
hair that hangs down past my shoulders.

Except it’s blonde.

What can I tell you? I read blondes have more
fun, and since I have a fairly pale complexion, it suits me very
nicely. I just have to be careful what I use to dye it, since a lot
of that stuff can be pretty nasty. I really value how soft my hair
is. When I was younger, I started to slide my fingers through it
just because it felt so good, and that became kind of a habit.

Being an attractive blonde gets me hit on a
lot by guys of all ages. I tried Tinder once and got flooded with
offers on my first day! I was so overwhelmed by them all, I backed
off and never went back!

It sure was good for the ego, though!

Anyway, I wasn’t exactly living la vida loca
when I went to work for Anderson & Fergus. It was another temp
agency assignment as a clerk.

I was wearing my grey dress slacks. They’re
thin since it was summer, and fit pretty well. The previous owner
had had to have them hemmed, but I’m taller than whoever she was,
so I had to have the hems lowered.

No, I don’t know how to sew. Except really
simple stuff. It’s not like my mother spent any time showing
me.

Anyway, the slacks felt decent but were kind
of tight, especially across my ass. Form-fitting might be the
better word. They didn’t feel so much tight as form-fitting. But
they were grey, so I figured I could get away with it. And I wore a
white dress shirt tucked into them that was similarly tight, at
least across the chest, but looked good on me.

And, to top it all, a nice black blazer that
had only cost me ten dollars. It was long enough to cover half my
butt, so it didn’t matter if the slacks were ‘form-fitting’ and
also covered up that the shirt was kind of tight across my
chest.

When you don’t know how they want you to
dress, go for something that works almost everywhere. That included
high heels on my feet, and a pair of black flats in my purse in
case the job needed a lot of moving around. They’re rarely specific
when they contact the temp help company I work for.

The woman I had to see when I got there was
really basic. I’d met her many times so far. Middle-aged, shortish
hair, matronly, frowny, looking doubtful about who had been sent to
them, then stern, then lecturing about exactly what was expected
and wanted of me.

Blah blah blah.

I stood there attentively, not rolling my
eyes like I wanted to. Some of the information was important, like
when I had breaks and when I had lunch. And also what I was
supposed to do. Mr. Fergus, who was a big shot since his name was
on the company, wanted a room cleared of file boxes and other
things, but wanted the contents examined for anything that involved
a foreign client. Those were to be set aside.

This was on the top floor, btw. Rarified
heights for me. The fucking floor in the corridor was hardwood! The
walls were of some kind of soft rippling stone with artsy pictures
hung along the way. And the doors and doorways looked like real
wood.

And then she led me to one and went inside.
It was an outer office complete with a huge L-shaped desk that sat
in front of a big set of matching shelves with another counter or
top or whatever you call it that held a printer and other stuff. A
really attractive blonde woman of maybe thirty sat behind the desk
and glanced up at us as we entered, but the woman I was with didn’t
speak to her.

I barely had time to glance around before the
matronly woman tugged me aside and opened another door. This was
your typical storage room. Though it wasn’t a whole lot smaller
than my bedroom. It had no window and was loaded with file boxes
and some furniture.

“You can start by clearing off this table,
then use it to sort through the contents,” she said. “Do it
quietly. Don’t bother anyone. If you have questions, you can ask
Katja.”

She indicated the blonde behind us.

Then she withdrew and closed the door. Like,
fucking hell! I’m stuck in a closet all day with boxes. Shit job.
But at least it was something easy enough to do. I lifted the stuff
off the table, then started sorting through the boxes one at a
time. It didn’t take that long. They were full of thick files in
folders, and you could usually tell just by flipping open the
folder whether some foreign company was involved.

It didn’t take me long to lose the blazer as
it got hot in there. I vowed that the next day, I was just going to
wear a T-shirt and jeans. Why dress up if no one was going to see
me? I had already ditched the heels for sneakers and untucked the
shirt as well as unbuttoned the first couple of buttons.

I was bent over a pile of boxes when the door
opened behind me. I didn’t notice at first until I heard a
voice.

“Now that’s a lovely view,” it said.

I stood up quickly, confused, half turning to
see a middle-aged man standing in the doorway holding the doorknob.
He had a square-jawed face with short dark hair, broad shoulders,
and a suit I immediately knew must be extremely expensive. Like, he
was very zaddy, you know? And very cocky about admitting he’d just
been admiring my ass.

“Uh, hi?” I said uncertainly.

How do I talk to this clearly important guy
twice my age who was looking at me like I was his snack? Everywhere
the agency had sent me, they’d had all kinds of rules about how men
and women could talk and treat each other. This guy was acting like
he’d just found me in a slutty dress at a club. Like, there were no
rules. When I rose and half turned his eyes left my ass and
fastened on my chest for a noticeable few seconds before taking in
my face. And then he gave me a lazy, confident grin, not
ashamed.

“I’m Miles Fergus,” he said in this really
scrumptious Brit accent. Like, not the kind of accent you heard on
Coronation Street, but the kind from the Crown or Belgravia. “And
who might you be, beautiful girl?”

I was a bit flustered because this wasn’t a
club but an office, and the matron chick had lectured me no more
than an hour before on proper behavior. Apparently, he’d missed the
lecture, though. And unless I was mistaken, he was way more
important than her. Also, he was definitely hot. For a middle-aged
guy, anyway.

“Uhm, I’m Codi,” I said.

He stepped forward and held out his hand. It
was a large hand, and it swallowed mine as I turned completely
around, still flustered, using my other hand to quickly comb back
the hair from my face.

“And how long have you been working for us,
Codi?” he asked.

“I’m just a temp!” I blurted. “I mean, I’m
just here to sort through files.”

I tried vainly to look over his shoulder
toward where the blonde girl was supposed to be, but he was way too
tall and broad-shouldered.

“That seems a waste of your talents,” he
said, which was weird since he didn’t know anything about me. “And
rather cruel to lock you away in here with the door closed. Girls
like you, my dear Codi, should be front and center, not hidden
away.”

What the fuck did that mean?

His eyes flicked down to my chest, then back
up, and I started to get that feeling I’d had on previous occasions
as a temp dealing with a middle-aged man. You know, like this guy
is going to make me uncomfortable by hitting on me? Except this guy
was fucking hot, which none of the others had been. And he didn’t
seem at all sleazy or furtive in what he was interested in.

“That’s a lovely blouse, by the way,” he
said, looking down again.

I felt my face flushing because yeah it was
an okay shirt, but I was sure he meant the way it strained a little
across my boobs.

“Uhm, thanks.”

“If you were a member of our staff, it would
be against the rules to simply have you working alone in a closet
with no windows like this,” he said. “Or should be, at any rate.
Tell you what, you should bring these boxes into the other room and
sort them in the light of the day, where the air is better and you
won’t feel so closed-in.”

“Uhm, that’s okay,” I said uncertainly
again.

“Nonsense!” he said in a kind of smiley,
tolerant older guy sort of way that meant he knew what was best for
me.

Then he picked up three of the boxes piled on
the table and turned to carry them out.

“Let’s move these boxes into the other room,”
he said.

“Uhm…”

I wanted to tell him the matron lady said not
to bother anyone, but he was already out the door. And then I
discovered he didn’t mean I should sort them there where the blonde
was working, but through another door into another room.

The blonde wasn’t at her desk just then
anyway, so, quite confused and just a bit wary, I grabbed a box and
carried it out after him through the front office and then into
this enormous office that was clearly his. It was, no shit,
enormous, with built-in bookshelves along the wall, a desk as big
as my bed, and a deep-piled blue rug over some kind of white and
gray marble floor.

It had this big table with chairs around it,
and he set the boxes there, then turned toward me, that smile on
his face again.

“A girl like you, Codi, should be more than a
temp here,” he said as I set my box down.

Like, what the fuck!? Like, what was he
suggesting?!

And as I bent over a bit to set the box down,
his big hand slid smoothly down from my shoulder and along my back,
pulling away before it met my belt.

Uh oh, was my first reaction. But I
had trouble focusing on it because my mind was still working on
reacting to what sounded very much like, well, not exactly an offer
of working here steadily, but the strong hint of it.

“Just bring those other boxes in and you can
set to work here,” he said.

“Uhm, sure,” I gulped.

My mind was working overtime as I walked back
into the outer office, went into the storeroom, grabbed another
box, and returned. I did this multiple times as he went behind the
big desk, sat down, and looked at the monitor, typing from time to
time.

He eyed me every time I came in and set down
a box, though.

What was I to do here? This guy must be super
important to have an office like this. Then I remembered the name
of the guy the matron had mentioned, and then the name of the
company. I doubted it was a coincidence that his name was on it. My
mind filled with ‘what ifs’ as I moved back and forth between the
storeroom and his big office.

He was a good-looking guy. If he had
approached me in a club, I’d have agreed to dance, but not anything
more because of his age. But I couldn’t help thinking about it now.
What if he tried, and what if I did, and what if he got me hired as
a permanent person here? I don’t know, clerk, receptionist,
something like that? Would there be actual benefits? Would the pay
be better than at the agency? Would there be promotion
possibilities?

Not to mention what would sex with an old guy
be like?!

He was by the table when I came back with
maybe the twentieth box, looking at the files in one of the
boxes.

“This was left as it was for far too long,”
he said with a frown. “Bloody stupidity that.”

He grinned at me. “Not your fault, my dear,
but that of my predecessor.”

His hand slid along my back again when he
said that. It was a big hand, but smooth in its movements. I didn’t
really react to it except that my heart beat faster. I went back
for more boxes, still wildly uncertain what I should do if he
should do what I suspected he was going to try to do.

Like the next move would be to slide that
hand lower, you know? That would be a little crass, though. But
guys do that.

I took more boxes in as he went back to his
desk, then he came back again, grinning at me.

“So, how do you enjoy the work, Codi?”

“Uhm, well, it’s pretty simple so far,” I
said.

“I mean, working for your agency?”

“It’s varied,” I said cautiously. “Depends on
where they send me.”

“And they take what, thirty percent of your
salary?”

“I don’t… yeah, something like that, I
think.”

“Seems a shame. You should try to get on
somewhere permanently, somewhere that pays better.”

“I am,” I said. “The agency is letting me get
more office experience.”

“Oh, my dear girl, I could give you more than
enough of an office experience to please,” he said with a lazy
smile.

What the fuck did that even mean!?

“You know, the reason all this accumulated is
that my father, who had this job until a few months back, had lost
his personal assistant and hadn’t bothered to hire another since he
planned to retire. I haven’t hired a PA myself yet as I’ve been
busy. But I’m thinking you look like an industrious young lady and
might fill the role.”

“Uhm, me? What does a personal assistant do?”
I asked cautiously.

“Have you ever heard the term ‘bitch’?” he
asked still in that sort of kindly, smiling way.

The word seemed odd in his mouth and startled
me.

“Pardon?” I squeaked.

“Being someone’s bitch is basically doing
whatever you’re told. Go and fetch the paper. Go and get the dry
cleaning. Take these messages to these people. Go get me a coffee.
Make reservations at a hotel or restaurant. Contact building
services to get the heat turned down or windows cleaned, all sorts
of little things I’m too busy for, and Katje is rather above.”

“Uhm, well, I could do that,” I said
cautiously.

“The job does require working odd hours
sometimes,” he said. “Often without notice.”

Yeah, I bet!

“How much does it pay?” I asked, getting down
to basics.

“It’s a sliding scale. Between fifty and a
hundred dollars an hour.”

I felt my jaw drop, and my mind was quickly
taken over by basic math. Or is that just arithmetic? Fifty bucks
an hour full-time was over seven thousand a month. That was
ridiculous!
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