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Bright and early Monday morning, Scarlett walks into the glass building of C&C Apparels, coffee in hand, and on her way to her office. Sarah, her receptionist, stops her.

“Hey, just a heads up. Bob called an emergency meeting in five minutes.”

“Awesome. Thanks, Sarah.”

She walks into her office to take off her black jacket, mentally preparing herself for this meeting, then heads toward the conference room, turning the heads of many men. Scarlett is a slim woman with long blonde hair and big green eyes. She is always dressed to impress, wearing fitted jackets and tops and tight jeans that accentuate her curves and breasts. She knows she has assets and uses them to her advantage. She radiates confidence, and she knows it. 

Scarlett composes herself before walking into the conference room. She takes her usual chair near the head of the table; being the head of the Marketing Department means she sits close to Bob. 

Bob walks in with a grim expression on his face. It isn’t like him to call emergency meetings, and she wonders just how bad it could be. 

“Good morning, Scarlett. Hope you had a good weekend,” Bob says. 

Before she can answer, in strolls Henry, head of the Production Department, his loud presence immediately taking over the room. He wears a perfectly tailored charcoal-gray suit that hugs every muscle in just the right way. He is handsome, tall, with chestnut-brown hair and just a hint of a five o’clock shadow gracing his chiseled face. Henry always walks around like he’s God’s gift to women, and Scarlett can’t stand it. 

“Good morning, Bob,” Scarlett finally says.

Henry scowls as he sees that Scarlett is already in the room. 

“Hello, Henry. Late as usual, I see,” Scarlett remarks. 

“Not all of us can be Little Miss Perfect,” Henry says, with an eye roll. 

“I can’t help it that I’ve been on the ball since I started working here, and you’ve been less than”—Scarlett pauses for a moment—“timely or as ‘perfect.’”

“No way you’ll beat me when you’ve had a stick shoved so far up your—” Henry stops abruptly. 

“Come on now, there is no time for that,” Bob interrupts as he clears his throat. “We have bigger issues at hand.” 

Both of them stop bickering as Henry takes his seat across from Scarlett, where he’s sat for the last four years.

“Let’s cut to the chase. Our new line is delayed, yet again. I’d like it to be resolved before I retire in six months. We think we know what the problem is—” 

Before Bob can finish his sentence, Henry speaks up. “Obviously, it’s delayed because perfect Miss Scarlett doesn’t know how to run the Marketing Department.”

“What the hell, Henry! As if it’s my fault! Maybe if Production didn’t have an idiot running it, they’d be fine.” 

“Well, it’s not my fault, princess. Maybe if you—”

“Get your head out of your ass, man. If anything, it’s because of your inability to meet deadlines. I could run both departments with my eyes closed!” Scarlett shouts. 

The two of them get more and more heated as every minute passes. Every meeting is like this; the two of them are constantly clashing. 

“THAT IS QUITE ENOUGH!” Bob’s voice booms throughout the room. 

The room falls silent. 

“I have had just about enough of the two of you always butting heads. You are both here as heads of your departments. It is not a competition. We need to work together to solve this problem, or we will have to start cutting positions pretty soon.”

Both Scarlett and Henry look baffled. Neither one wants to break the silence, no matter how badly they still think it was the other one’s fault. 

“Good, now that you’re both listening, I can continue.”

Bob passes out a few folders to the respective heads of departments. 

“I want you all to look that over before you say anything. I’m speaking to Scarlett and Henry directly.” 

Everyone silently reads their portfolio. It details the delay in the line and what each department needs to do to help it move forward quickly and on time for the upcoming launch. 
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