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Chapter One: The New Boss


[image: ]




"I can't believe that you are just okay with all this," Casey said as we walked into work.

"Why shouldn't I?" I asked.

"Damien, you were overlooked," Kenny argued.

"I was not," I smiled.

"You've been here the longest, you know the work back to front and everybody likes you," Casey smiled.

"That doesn't mean I am Director material, just means I have to work harder on my management skills," I said as I remembered the email I got sent.

"That's a load of bullshit!" Kenny said as we walked through security.

"Sorry to hear that you didn't get the promotion Damien, a bunch of bullshit if you ask me," Toby, one of the security guards, said.

"Why is everybody treating this like it's a big deal," I shrugged. "It was my first attempt, there would be others."

"That's the way to look at it," Toby said as we made our way to the elevators.

"See you at lunch?" Kenny asked as he got in the other elevator.

"Yeah," Casey smiled.

Casey and I worked on the higher levels of the building while Kenny worked on the lower levels of the other building.

It was wild that he had to enter this building to go through security, go up two levels, and then cross the walkway to the other building.

They said the lower levels of the other building were for the servers and other equipment, so only techs and other specified people could use them, but we all thought it was bullshit.

We worked as a third-party firm to the government, so everybody had their conspiracy theories about the top of our building and the bottom of the other one. 

No one could get into either part, or we never saw anyone turn the unique key needed for the elevator to go to the top.

"So, who got it anyway?" Casey asked as we got out of the elevator.

"Someone named Diane, she's from another district or region," I shrugged.

"So, some bitch is going to come here and tell us what to do?" Casey asked as she put her blazer over her chair.

"Yes," a voice said behind her.

I stared at a pale white woman with bright red hair and green eyes.

'Shit!' Casey muttered.

"That would be correct," the lady said. "I am that bitch."

Casey slowly turned around and faced her.

"Diane the bitch, nice to meet you," she said with a smile. "See me in my office after hours and we can discuss the use of words like that on the floor."

"Yes ma'am," Casey said.

"Damien?" Diane asked.

"That would be me," I said.

"Office please," Diane said as she sauntered to her office.

"I warned you about that shit!" I whispered to Casey.

"I know!" Casey shook her head.

Casey was always good at putting her whole foot not only into her mouth but down her throat.

"So, does everyone have the same thought as your friend out there?" Diane asked as soon as I entered the office.

"Yes and no," I replied. "Most are glad that I didn't get it."

"I see," Diane said as she sat back in her chair.

I sat down, and we had the usual stare-down contest of someone who had applied for the job versus the person who got the job.

"If it's any consolation I was told I barely got it over you," Diane said, breaking the silence.

"Yeah, they told me," I responded.

"So, will there be any problems between us?" Diane asked, leaning forward.

"None at all," I smiled. "I heard you are better than the last person. If that's true there would be no problems at all."

"Well, seeing the mess he left me, I can honestly say it will be a better transition," Diane offered her hand.

I shook it and smiled.

"I will leave you to do what you normally did, and I will start looking things over," Diane swiveled in her chair.

"Sounds good," I said as I stood up.

"Nice to meet you Damien," Diane said.

"Same to you," I responded as I went out the door.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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