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“Have you ever felt the urge to touch something you know it’s forbidden? Have you ever had the irresistible desire to try something you know it’s unethical or socially incorrect? So forbidden and at the same time so desirable that it may destroy you? ”



––––––––
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It was my first day at work. I was super nervous. I got so lucky by managing to get a place in C&H Medical Systems. I don’t even know if I can simply call my job as a senior executive secretary a ‘place’, I mean, I am the executive secretary of the biggest of all jobs in the group. “Lord! I’m so nervous I can’t even focus”. 

When Kary called me saying that Abigail had been in a car accident and couldn’t work for a long time, I never thought I would be the one taking her place.

Kary and Abby, that’s what we call Abigail, are my friends. We studied together on college, but we took different paths after we graduated. We tried to keep in touch, but Abby was always very busy with meetings and travels, because her boss, the all-mighty Carter, always needed her beside him. Therefore, our friendship was basically reduced to text messages and phone calls, as well as e-mails and a couple of likes on Facebook.

I don’t know him. I mean... I obviously know that the companies of C&H Medical Systems’ group are actually super companies, with the best projects, jobs and salaries. Professionals from every area struggled for a chance to be on the board. At the moment that was, for me, the most exciting part. 

The group was so strong and important, not only in Chicago, but all over the United States, and the rest of the world, that it filled a whole week of my University course. The professor needed all that time to talk about its economic development, its great exportation capacity, its development, technological innovations and, of course, what that meant to the American economy. This meant that working for the group would be not only important for the beginning of my career; it would be my big chance.

All that I know is that, because of my impeccable university curriculum, I was able to get the job, even if it was just for a temporarily available post. I should mention that the fact that I speak three languages fluently, and, adding to my competence as an executive secretary, due to a long internship in a trading company, I also have a degree in economy, which makes me the perfect person for the job.

I wasn’t bothered for filling my friend’s place. The salary was fantastic, the experience would make a major difference in my curriculum, and besides, Abby wouldn’t be able to work for a long time, so I wasn’t really doing anything wrong.

I took one last look in the mirror. My knee-long high waist pencil skirt perfectly matched the long sleeved white blouse I had chosen for my first day, though I knew the color didn’t flatter me much, due to my fair complexion. A little sun would do me wonders. My long dark hair was loose, but neatly pulled back. I took special care with my make-up. Looks were fundamental for my job. 

It wasn’t the real me I saw reflected in the mirror, but that would be my style from then on, at least while I had this job. The high heels on my feet reminded me how much I felt uncomfortable in them. I hadn’t even left the house and already longed for my jeans, my sleeveless shirt and my old comfortable All Star’s.

I went down to the garage, walking slowly towards my car, afraid to fall and ruin my looks. I smiled, remembering how much it looked like me: small, comfortable and practical, although old, everything I needed all in one place. I could, of course, ride my bicycle. It was such a beautiful day! So rare in Chicago. But I didn’t think my high heels and tight skirt would allow me to pedal twice without crashing on the floor, so I chose to go by car.

During the whole journey to C&H I was wondering what it would be like. How would I introduce myself? How would Mr. Carter be? I didn’t know him. I remembered seeing him on a photo of the group managers, but they all so close together, and there were so many of them that I didn’t care to check which one he was. To fill such an important position, he would certainly be an old grumpy man, full of weird habits. I sighed.

Abby hadn’t told me anything about him when I visited her to tell her the news; she had just told me how to behave. Be focused at work, only speak when questioned, or to deliver information. Always be available and with an impeccable appearance. Keep the due distance towards the employees, especially the ones in superior ranks. So many instructions only made me more nervous. Damn! With my lack of balance and shyness I wouldn’t survive to the first day at this job. Who did I think I was? I would certainly spill coffee on him on the first working hours and would be thrown out the window.

- Good God! Calm down, Mel! – I stopped in front of a barrier and an officer came to me. I opened the window and handed him my access card, which I got when I was accepted for the job. He just nodded and opened the barrier so I could get inside.

There was a parking lot on the outside, which was full, and an entrance for the one inside the building. I chose the inner one. If it should rain, I wouldn’t get wet while getting back to the car.

I checked my watch and... Damn! Five minutes to introduce myself at the Human Resources’ Department. One of the most important recommendations Abby gave me was to never, ever, be late. I looked around, searching for a place. The inner parking lot was a lot smaller than the one on the outside, and there was no time to go back. Double damn! “What am I going to do?” I drove on and saw an empty space, away from the others, but still a spot where I could park my car. I quickly headed towards it, afraid some moron would get there first, although I was the only one there. Right after parking, I practically ran towards the elevator that, as if by miracle, arrived instantly, so I had a whole minute to relax listening to the soft music.

The elevator doors opened on the fifth floor. I entered an ample room with a small reception desk and glass walls that allowed me to see the buzz behind them. Some people walked with coffee cups in their hands, other people stared at the computer on their desks. I watched each one of them. It was important for me to set my character inside the company. I was happy to find my looks matched the rest of the people. I waited until the receptionist finished her phone call.

Every sort of contact with the company to date had been in a hotel where the selection was made. I was then interviewed by two other people, a woman and a man, of whom I couldn’t remember their names, a phone call confirmed my admittance as an intern, and, finally, I signed the contract, also in a private room in an hotel with an intern of the department. Which meant I didn’t know Mrs. Carter.

- Good morning! – Her smile was nice. – May I help you?

- Yes – I took my credential out of the briefcase I carried, along with some papers I should deliver on my first day. – Mrs. Carter is waiting for me – it wasn’t until then I realized I would be working with Mr. Carter, but the person expecting me was Mrs. Carter. Married? Probably.

- Melissa Simon? One moment, please! Miss Carter is already expecting you. – miss? It must be his daughter then.

The woman in front of me pointed towards the cream colored, almost white stuffed chair next to the reception desk. I sat waiting while she, once again, called someone. I stared at my nails, praying my nail polish hadn’t peeled off. It would be the end of the world if it had, precisely on the day I would shake so many different hands.

- Miss Simon? This way, please! – called the receptionist. Her angel face stared at me as if something wrong was happening. “What have I done?”

I followed her tall thin body, covered by a perfect classic dress, with a color close to rare meat. The woman turned round, throwing me a quick glance, as if checking if I as following her. We passed to the inside of the glass doors and I could see people turning their heads to stare at me. I felt my face burn. I filled my brain only with the effort of not tripping on anything. That would be really tragic.

- Please hurry! – The woman drew my attention. – We cannot be late – she confided.

My heart raced, as it always did in stressful situations. What sort of company was this, where schedule was more important than anything else? I tried to rush, focusing not to fall, while we passed through the different tables, all filled with papers. Did anyone there know that bureaucracy killed companies?

- This way – she pointed to a massive wooden door with no knobs. I’m sure my eyebrows drew a question mark. 

The woman simply pushed it softly, making the revolving door open to a perfectly neat room. Although it also had an immense glass wall on the other end, with a view of Chicago River in all its magnitude, it was a reserved room, and very discreet.

The woman motioned me in and left immediately afterwards, letting the door close behind me. I was tense. I could hear an almost childish voice somewhere in the room, but where?

- She is in the building – the person said. – No. In spite of the delay, it will all be okay – pause. – No. He’s not here yet, we still have time – the woman came in through a door I couldn’t see and walked towards the glass wall. – Right. We’re coming up right now. – She turned off her cellphone and looked at me as if we have already been introduced. Smiling, she walked towards me, with her hands stretched in front of her.

- Miss Simon, Nicole Carter. I am responsible by the whole HR sector of the C&H Medical Systems’ group.

So young? But how? Oh, right! She was the daughter of the all mighty Carter. Of course she would have a job matching her genetic heritage.

The little woman was very pretty. Her black hair was short, with a modern hairstyle, full of tricks. Her huge green, almost gray eyes watched me, and her smile was really reliable. Her body language showed how much she felt confident in her position, leaving no room to doubt she took her job seriously.

- We’re late, so I’m going to skip a large part of the protocol and take you directly to your room. Robert will be here any minute – she started walking immediately. I tried to follow her quick steps.

Once again we crossed the wooden door, returning to the large room full of employees. I was again observed by each and every one of them. I blushed with the fact.

- Miss Alexa Madden will help us on this first day, because we are late and therefore will not be able to tell you about all the activities. We’re really lucky – she smiled, turning towards me. How could she walk so fast without falling in those high heels? – Mr. Carter is never late. I don’t know what happened today, but the truth is, luck is on our side – we got into the elevator and she pressed the 16th floor. 

- It’s fifteen floors, one for each sector. You will be on the 16th with Mr. Carter. We don’t have the 13th floor, superstition. I don’t believe in those kinds of things, but well... So it’s fifteen floors and we’re going to the sixteenth. – She laughed. I managed to relax a little. – In time you will know every floor and their particular director; for now you only need to concentrate on knowing yours. Robert is nervous with Abigail’s sudden absence, so it’s vital that you can comply with all his demands on these first few days. Don’t be scared by him. Mr. Carter is tough, but he won’t bite – she laughed once again. I started to fell more and more curious about her kinship with Mr. Carter.

The elevator’s door opened to show a broad room, divided in huge aquariums, separated by glass walls. That could only be an obsession. In the center of the three aquariums, an impeccably neat room with a huge table, two office desks, also made of dark wood and full of drawers, a white armchair and two modern chairs, and also a jar with a plant that looked like a palm tree stood out.

On the table were a computer and three notebooks: a white one, a red one, and a black one, some office material like pens, ink markers, paperclips, and some other things. In another corner of the table were papers, just a few, but still there, showing that the company was still very bureaucratic. And, finally, a modern printer, which looked like a mix of a printer, a photocopy machine and a scanner, although very discreet, not a monster like the one on the company where I did my internship.

Next to everything I described, stood a woman. She looked anxious, although nothing would stop any mere mortal from admiring her. She was simply stunning. Blond hair tightly pulled in a perfectly neat bun, blue, expressive eyes, and a thin nose that totally matched the rest of her features. Her lips were full and looked like an inviting piece of fruit. I confess I felt miserable. Who wouldn’t, next to her? To make things worse, her body seemed to belong to a goddess. Her tight white trousers with high waist drew the outline of her legs so well that I felt embarrassed with my skinny ones. Her pink blouse seemed to match her lips. She smiled at us, or maybe just at Miss Carter, which made me feel even worse. Her teeth were fantastic. How could that woman be there instead of a cover of a fashion magazine?

- Thank God! – She said, anxiously. – They already called telling me he’s here. It seems he had some kind of inconvenience in the garage.

- Alexa, this is Miss Simon – she stretched her hand towards me, with a warm smile. Even her skin texture was perfect. – Melissa Simon, this is Alexa Madden, executive secretary of the marketing department. She works with Bruno Carter. She was helping Robert while we couldn’t find someone to replace Abigail. Be sure that Alexa will help you in every possible way.

- Well... Melissa Simon, our time is up. Mr. Carter will show up at any moment. I can only explain that this is your table, the room behind you is Mr. Carter’s, to you right is a meeting room, and to your left is some sort of pantry, that should only be used for his needs and whoever else gets permission to do so. This is all your responsibility. Everything must be ready and impeccable for whenever he asks for it. Never go in his room unless he sends for you. Never forget your tasks, which leads me to introduce you to these three appointment notebooks, which will be your life from now on.

She spoke without pausing, interchanging between looking at me, checking if I was following the whirl of information she was giving me, and pointing each thing she was describing.

- The red notebook is for personal appointments, the white one, for the company’s internal appointments, and the black one for the external ones. Do you understand? – I nodded. My eyes were wide. It was fundamental I didn’t forget anything. – Each of these drawers is for a different kind of business. They aren’t labeled; you’ll need to open each one to get familiar, and let’s pray he doesn’t need anything that’s inside them right now. I have a lot a work to do downstairs. I’ll need to leave you alone for a couple of minutes. And...

I heard the elevator door opening. I almost froze with panic. My back was facing the elevator, but by the look of Alexa and Nicole, I knew who it was. The footsteps echoed on the smooth floor. I decided to face him and stand next to the other two. As I turned around, I was face to face with a pair of gray eyes staring at me. I didn’t understand why, but breathing suddenly got very hard. If that was Mr. Carter, my intuition about him was totally wrong.

He was very young, maybe 30 years old. Dark blonde hair, neatly combed sideways with something like gel that kept the strands together. His fair skin almost sparkled in the room’s light, tremendously lit. His body moved like a cat. 

His broad shoulders highlighted his toned pectorals. His suit coat showed how imposing he was, perfectly cut for his body. His lips were slightly parted and, if I had found Alexa’s appealing, I couldn’t describe Mr. Carter’s. Their natural pink tone emphasized its perfection even more.

He smiled a crooked smile that immediately sent heat waves all through my body. I then realized I was practically drooling. What a fool! How could I act like this in my first day at work? Why was he smiling at me like that? I felt my cheeks burning and that wasn’t the only part of my body reacting to his charms. It was far too scandalous.

- Mr. Carter – Alexa was the first one to greet him.

- Good morning, Alexa, Nicole – his eyes burned me once more.

- Robert – Nicole answered, smiling. – Did something happen? You’re never late.

- Yes. Apparently someone parked in my spot. Someone new to this company – this time his eyes weren’t just burning me, they were shredding me to pieces. – I had to search for another place to park. Believe me; my car had to stay outside the managers’ parking lot. I could only find a spot on the employees’ one.

I thought my legs would fail me as they were trembling so furiously. What a gigantic slip-up! It was my first day and already my image was totally maimed. Nobody had warned me that that was the managers’ parking lot, especially that that spot was precisely his. 

Now not only my cheeks were red, but my whole face. I could feel the blush spreading through my ears and going down my neck. Nicole cleared her throat next to me. And so I understood his look was not what I thought it was. He was angry at me. My boss hated me in my first day at work. I was completely fucked.

- Well... – Nicole started to speak. – This is the new secretary, Melissa Simon, who will replace Abigail during the four months of her absence. 

I faced him, utterly scared. He was still glaring at me the same way. I felt like running away from that room, even if it was out the window. Meanwhile, I was too coward to do it. Nicole handed him a paper that was probably my file or something like that. Mr. Carter took less than two seconds analyzing it.

- I think someone needs to explain to Miss Simon our rules, and how precious my time is for me to lose it with trivial things, like finding my spot occupied.

My mouth opened for me to answer, but no sound came out of my throat. Confused and tormented for so many misfortunes, I only heard Nicole speaking.

- Don’t worry, Robert. Melissa and I will work over time today so we can tell her everything about her work routine – she seemed embarrassed.

- No one in this company works over time, unless strictly necessary – he scolded her, staring at her. Nicole stared back and seemed angry, but her voice was soft.

- I know the rules perfectly, Mr. Carter. I’m responsible for them – her eyes were ablaze. – Me and Melissa won’t do it here. We will just be spending some time together, after work, so that tomorrow she will be prepared to do her job – I thought about questioning, but who was I to say anything after so many slip-ups?

- Great! – Without facing any of us again. – Miss... Simon? – I felt shockwaves running through my body just by the way he said my name. – As you are responsible for it, fix it. Your first task will be to put my car back on its rightful place. – He handed me the car keys without looking at me. His eyes were fixed on the mail standing on the table.

- But... – I was about to protest. How would I know which car was his? And it hadn’t been my fault; it had just been a mistake.

- Within ten minutes I will call you, miss, to assign your second task – son of a bitch! 

When Abigail complained about his temper I could never imagine she was talking about this. I didn’t think twice, I took the keys and headed towards the elevator. From the corner of my eyes I saw Nicole walked towards me.

- You’re staying, Nick. You too, Alexa. We need to talk. – He was imperative. Afterwards, I heard the door closing behind me, leaving me in absolute silence.
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I tried not to sweat, but I couldn’t. I practically ran with the mighty Carter’s key in my hand, pressing the unlock button desperately to see which car would it unlock. Thank God I found it quickly. Driving was trickier. I was afraid to cause more damage, and so I drove as slow as a worm. I swapped my car with his and ran back to the elevator.

I was sure my face was flushed, and my hair was messy. I ran my fingers through it to undo the tangles caused by the wind in order to clean up the mess. I took several deep breaths trying to ask my nervousness every time the elevator stopped in any floor. With three elevators in the building, it seemed everyone wanted to take mine, which, by the way, was the only one that got up to the 16th floor.

When I finally arrived, the room was empty. No Nicole or Alexa. Mr. Carter’s door was ajar, as if he was expecting me. Through the glass wall I could see him sitting at his grand chair, placed behind his grand president’s table. Everything about him was like that: grand. Lord! He was gorgeous, even in that extremely arrogant position. I walked towards my desk, not knowing what to do.

- Miss Simon.

I heard his strong hoarse voice calling me. Not stopping at my desk, as I was planning to, I slowly entered his room. Only the low, almost silent hum of his computer, along with the tapping of my heels echoed in the air. My heart was pounding on my chest so strong I feared my boss could hear it, and because of that concocted yet another kind of punishment for me. I was really disturbed for what he had done. What a fine way to welcome a new employee. It was almost as good as if he had thrown me out the window.

I stood in front of him for countless minutes without him even deigning to look at me. Mr. Carter would analyze some sheet in front of him, or check his computer screen, not seeming to notice me at all. I started to get impatient. My feet were hurting, because of the earlier race and by standing upright for so long. 

I started to look around to spend my time. The room was actually like an aquarium. Totally made of glass. Transparent all through. But I was able to notice that, although he made clear through the place’s architecture, that everything in there would be exposed to everyone, there were blinds, folded, ready to be used in a less transparent moment. 

I noticed there weren’t any cabinets. Just decorative low furniture, such as the small piece at the end with several books. Two sets of sofas made the room receptive. A long furry carpet with a raw color increased the idea of comfort given by the room, despite its elegance. I would lie on that carpet very easily. 

A big table and six chairs, also made of wood, stood on the opposite end to where Mr. Carter sat, although, closer to him, there was a smaller one, lower, with two chairs and, in the center, a chess tray. Each chess piece looked like a precious jewel. I could see the gold they were made of, I just couldn’t identify the gems that adorned their details.  

- When you finish inspecting... – I jumped with his voice. It was such a straightforward accusation it was embarrassing even.

- Forgive me! 

- Not enough – I was shocked at how easily he could be intractable. – Miss, you now work for a CEO. It is important that you be aware of all the needs of this sector. You must always be available – he stared at me, reproaching my attitude. I was just looking at the room. Was that a crime? 

- I’m very sorry – I really was. But my will was to shout and tell him how unbearable he was. A few tears gathered, but I fought them bravely. 

- You’re late – he stared at the papers again. I was late? I think I missed something. Mr. Carter faced me. – I said ten minutes. You took thirteen. That’s three minutes late. Not mentioning you should have arrived half an hour earlier, so that Alexa and Nicole could instruct you properly – he placed his elbows on the table, leaning forward and crossing his hands in front of him. His fingers were covering his mouth. His facial expressions were a perfect mystery to me.

- I didn’t know that.

- We don’t tolerate delays, Miss Simon. Miss Nicole will explain it better to you at night, while she will be acting as your nanny, while losing a family reunion. I hope you’re grateful to her for that, and may next time realize that when you’re late, you will be causing problems to everyone.

My jaw literally dropped. How could he be so obnoxious? I almost thought Abby had suffered an accident in order to get rid of him for a while. 

- And now you, miss, are making me waste even more of my time – what did he mean? I opened my hands as a reply. I was lost. – The notebooks – he said, pointing at the door. 

I thought I would run, but my feet were heavy. I walked towards the table, picked up the notebooks, as well as a pen, just in case he thought I was wasting even more of his precious time. I went back into his room, stopping in front of his table.

- There, Mr. Carter... – he raised one of his hands, preventing me from continuing. His eyes were still cast down, reading something. When he finished, he looked at me and smiled ironically. It was absurdly sexy. 

- Miss Simon, you have a voice? I thought you only communicated through frightened eyes – he gave a low chuckle, filled with irony. 

I felt a powerful urge to throw his colorful notebooks on the floor and leave, but something told me he was just testing me. I would remain strong. I would not let him intimidate me. He just signaled a chair with his eyes. I sat with the notebooks on my lap. 

- I believe there wasn’t enough time for Alexa to teach you how to proceed when you arrived at the company.

- No, there wasn’t, Mr. Carter. 

- I need to know what’s scheduled – he turned to the computer in front of him and typed something. I looked at my lap, not sure about which notebook to open first. I decided to start with the internal appointments. He would probably be more interested in that information, as I was there to work. I opened the white notebook and searched for the date. 

- You have a meeting at eleven a. m. with the manager of the equipment factory.

I raised my eyes very slowly and saw him staring at me as if he was looking for something inside of me. I could feel a certain part of me that would love to be found by him, throbbing. 

What an absurd habit of mine; to long for the dangerous, the things I can’t and the things I shouldn’t. Ever since I was a child, I was like that. I only wanted what my mother said I couldn’t have. Not that I wanted someone like Mr. Carter, he was intolerable, handsome, breathing sensuality and, definitely, something I couldn’t have; besides, he was extremely dangerous, meaning: forbidden for me.

- We always start with the black notebook, miss Simon – there, another negative mark. 

He ran his fingers through his perfectly neat hair. It was an impatient and nervous gesture, but his fingers made me think of another kind of things. Lord! What was happening to me? That was insane. 

- I’m sorry!

- Don’t be sorry, Miss Simon – he turned his attention to the computer. – The black notebook, please! – The detachment in his voice made me feel ridiculous. I picked up the notebook and searched for the date, feeling completely bewildered. 

- Meeting at 3 p. m. with the Brazilian representatives. 

- Hmm! – he picked up a silver pen and wrote that information in his own notebook. Why would he want me to take care of the notebooks if he had his own? – Do you speak Portuguese?

- No. 

- How can you accompany me to this meeting if you won’t even understand what they will be saying? – I didn’t know what to say. They definitely hadn’t told me anything about speaking Portuguese. 

- I can speak Spanish – it was the best I could fathom.

Irony was printed all over his face. 

- When you arrive at this meeting you will understand it is absurd to think you can understand Portuguese just because you can speak Spanish.

As if we hadn’t spoken a single word, he checked his wristwatch, that showed how rich he was, and then stared at the computer in front of him yet again. 

- What is our leaving schedule? 

I searched for the information on the notebook, but there was nothing there. It just had an annotation that I would receive a contract that I should print and deliver back to him at 12 p. m. that very same day. I looked up at him again. I knew I was being, once again, incompetent. He waited impatiently.  

- Where will the meeting take place, Miss Simon? – I checked the notebook again. This time I was relieved to find that information.

- Presidential meeting room of Trump International Hotel & Tower Chicago, Sir.

- Will we go by car? – He stared at his computer again. That was becoming unbearable.

That information was not on Abby’s annotations. Damn! I was thrown to that job without any preparation. I thought I would be able to do it, but each passing minute made me realize it was impossible for me to get it right.

- Where can I find that information? – I was totally honest with him. 

It would take us both nowhere if I kept apologizing for my mistakes when I didn’t even know what to do to avoid them. He laughed with mockery and ran his fingers through his hair once more. 

- Miss Simon, what are you doing here?  

He glared at me as he placed his open hands on the table. I was shocked and embarrassed at the same time. He was making it clear that I wasn’t fit to do that job. As it turned out, I really wasn’t. I bit my lip, not knowing what to say. I was aware that my attitude would only show how I felt defeated, and yet, no matter how hard I fought against it, I was sure it was impossible for me not to feel that way. I felt revolt growing inside me at the same time. All this time I was punished for things I didn’t know I wasn’t supposed to do. 

– How did you achieve this position? – I glared at him angrily. What was he thinking? That he could humiliate people and everything would be fine? He may be important, rich, handsome ad sexy even, but he wasn’t allowed to treat me that way.

- I was hired due to my education, Mr. Carter. I have a degree in economics. I have an excellent curriculum. I don’t speak Portuguese, but I am fluent in Spanish, French and German, so that should be enough for any company. I have experience in the area I am trying to work in ever since I got here, yet I don’t have a way to guess the way this company works because I haven’t been told anything about it. 

While I spoke, he watched me, not showing any kind of emotion. He must be having fun with my hysterical attack. That thought fueled my anger even further. 

- Forgive me if I can’t use your bureaucratic colorful notebooks, I can, on the other hand, use my iPhone very efficiently, and it can do the job of the whole three together. Not only it can schedule your meeting, it can also show the best itinerary to get there in time. I am a very curious person, to whom things matter, so I see no crime in observing your room while you’re finishing something or giving priority to your computer. I am also not the one to blame if nobody told me I was supposed to get here thirty minutes earlier to learn about your difficult and elaborate routine. And I don’t think it’s fair for Miss Nicole to lose her night to explain that to me just to satisfy your ego, when I can perfectly get here sooner tomorrow and hear whatever it is she has to tell me. 

Because he kept saying nothing, and simply watched my venting, I stood up, leaving the notebooks on the chair and pointed my index finger towards him. It was disrespectful, but the shit had already hit the fan, and that was simply a piece of it.

- It’s not my fault your porter didn’t warn me there was a parking lot for mere mortals and another one for gods. It was so ruthless of you to make me park your car just because I made a mistake. Next time, you should arrive earlier to make sure your spot is free – I noticed a smile starting to form in the corner of his lips. – Oh, and you’re right, Mr. Carter, I am not fit for this job, but I was the best you could find. Apparently, no one stays here long enough without needing to throw their car against a tree to get rid of some people – his eyes narrowed and I knew I was in deep trouble. 
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–  I woke with the bitter taste of the beginning of my day. The previous day had been really difficult. Problems and more problems. It seemed I never could find a solution. I felt like a prisoner. An eternal prisoner of my own actions and decisions. I would have to pay for all my choices with an eternity of suffering.  

–  So when I arrived at the company, hating everything that led me to it, especially the circumstances, and found an old car, of an old model, that was a real threat to the other Chicago drivers, right on my spot, I almost destroyed it right there, for the sake of mankind. Yes, because if that unfinished car project should hit another one, it would be extremely laborious to pick up its pieces, and, if it should hit somebody, then the person would certainly die of tetanus. What kind of shit was that? Had my spot became a junkyard deposit?

–  I drove, annoyed, through the employees' parking lot and found only one empty spot at the end, away from everything, exposed to the sun and the rain. I had no choice; I either left my car there, or the street. I stared one last time to the vehicle I cherished so dearly, swearing to myself that I would sue whoever took my spot, in case something happened to it. I walked, checking how late I was on my wristwatch, which made me even angrier. Who could have been such an idiot to park on my spot? 

–  I caught the elevator. I think my face stopped everybody else from entering with me, as I stopped on the other floors. My cellphone rang, I looked at the ID and saw Tanya’s name on it. I didn’t pick it up. 

–  I already had enough problems for breakfast. 

–  As soon as the elevator door opened, I understood the reason of my stress. The substitute secretary. It could only be her. With so many things on my mind, I had forgotten that I could finally give Alexa back to Bruno. I saw Nicole and Alexa throwing speculative glances at me, but the girl had her back turned towards me. I could take a good look at her ass. Hmm! She was kind of hot. Nice body, neat hair, great style. Not as perfect as it should be, but very correctly. And then she turned around. Her face was beautiful. A little childish, but beautiful. Thin features, full lips and perfectly green eyes. The girl was amazing. 

–  She stared at me anxiously. I knew that look. It was somewhat frequent for me to get that kind of look. She was stunned about my looks, or my posture. She could hardly wait to see what was behind all this, but still I was surprised to find myself feeling good about her admiration. There was something else in those eyes, though. Something that made me curious and alert at the same time. It felt like the fragile girl in front of me was also dangerous. 

–  OK, she was beautiful. But she was just a woman, and my humor was terrible. On the other hand, the same feeling that intrigued me drove me to act, to take a step forward. I rarely felt this urge. After everything Tanya had done in my life, I became more and more detached from this kind of teenage affairs. To me, woman and sex were always on the same phrase. But not necessarily with the same degree of importance. 

–  Her beauty plus the way she made me want her, with just one look, made me feel really baffled. I was still angry, and on top of that, her face blushing gave me an irresistible will to thwart her. She looked like a little creature. Afraid of me, afraid of everything. She should be. I, for sure, wouldn’t be a good person for her. I’d better make that clear. Her fragile, breakable look made me realize that almost instantly. If that girl could even imagine the things I’ve done in my life, every absurd, selfish step I took, and their consequences, she would certainly break in half.

–  Mr. Carter.

–  Alexa spoke politely. She never spoke to me that way, as she was married to my brother, so we were close enough to put those formalities aside, but I didn’t show my surprise; she was certainly showing the girl how she should approach me.

–  Good morning, Alexa, Nicole – I couldn’t stop staring at her. She turned even redder. It was dazzling! And I could make her blush in an unbelievable way.

–  Robert.  Did something happen? You are never late. 

–  Oh, of course! I’m never late, but as it turned out, that girl popped into my life to make me break a few rules. No. I couldn’t break the rules. It would be too risky. I immediately remembered Tanya and the call I refused to pick up. What did she want?

–  Yes. Apparently someone parked in my spot. Someone new to this company – I glared at her, clearly showing my disgust. – I had to search for another place to park. Believe me; my car had to stay outside the managers’ parking lot. I could only find a spot on the employees’ one

–  I almost exploded in laughter, but I kept my angry face. It would be a nice game to play, to make her crumble. Maybe that was the right thing to do. To let her run would be safer than keeping her around, considering that, even without exchanging a single word, she already made me feel uncomfortable.

–  Well... – Nicole was also embarrassed. I would have to suffer an immense questioning from my sister as soon as I could get rid of the secretary. – This is the new secretary, Melissa Simon, who will replace Abigail during the four months of her absence, 

–  I picked up a few sheets that Nicole handed me, pretending not to be interested in them. I couldn’t concentrate. “Melissa Simon. This will be fun. Let’s see for how long the girl will still look at me that way”. I would count the seconds until she would run away, crying, out of my room. I would give her plenty of good reasons to do it.

–  I think someone needs to explain to Miss Simon our rules, and how precious my time is for me to lose it with trivial things, like finding my spot occupied.

–  I took a quick glance towards her and I saw her mouth opening, shocked with my rude welcome. “Get used to it, Melissa. You haven’t seen anything yet. I heard Nicole saying something about working overtime. What kind of crap was that? My sister knew I wouldn’t allow it. She should make that girl fit for the company, or she could find another employee.

–  No one in this company works over time, unless strictly necessary.

–  I ignored Nicole’s threatening look, as well as her apologies. I was trying to focus on my job, but the girl, Melissa, was still standing in front of me, scared, blushing even deeper. It was very hard for me to concentrate. So I didn’t hear what Nicole said right afterwards, and yet I had to answer her. I couldn’t allow my weakness about beautiful women destroy my image as the most competent CEO in town.

–  Great! – I knew this would be a good answer to whatever Nicole had said. I turned to Melissa. – Miss Simon? As you are responsible for it, fix it. Your first task will be to put my car back on its rightful place.

–   I gave her my car keys, praying that nothing bad would happen to my car. I could have asked someone more competent, but before I knew it, the idea was already made in my head. That should be enough to scare her away. I knew I should keep her away from me, at least the way it should be. It wouldn’t be surprising if she abandoned her post before returning to my room.

–  But... – I stared at her huge green eyes and I almost got lost in them. Her blush was getting even redder. It was the perfect combination in such a fair skin. Imagined how she would look like if I’d... No. I’d better not even try to imagine it.

–  Within ten minutes I will call you, miss, to assign your second task.

Immediately, she walked towards the elevator. I didn’t care to look at her, Nicole was going to follow her, but I needed to talk with my sister before anything else. I didn’t need anyone telling Melissa I wasn’t the monster I appeared to be. It was just a bad day that had nothing to do with her car on my spot.

–  You’re staying, Nick. You too, Alexa. We need to talk.

I entered my room. The elevator had barely shut its doors, and already Nicole unleashed the inquisition:

–  What are you doing? Do you want her to leave? 


I didn’t answer. I sat and turned on my computer. 



–  I couldn’t find anyone with a résumé as good as hers, and Alexa can leave Bruno alone much longer. 

I snorted. Bruno was old enough to be able to stay away from his girlfriend for a while. I opened my e-mail. A million new messages. The start of my day was usually busy. Five e-mails from Mannie. It would be better if Nicole didn’t see that.  Had enough problems already. 

–  She parked in my spot – I said, losing my temper. – Nicole, I need someone that knows the meaning of the word “rules”.


I was making an effort to be hateful. 



–  You’re unbelievable! Don’t make my job even harder, Robert, or I swear to God, I won’t care who you place inside this company. I swear to God! 


The only way was to ignore her.

– Alexa? 

Nicole got angry and turned her back on me. 

– I think Melissa can handle it! – said Alexa while she checked on Nicole’s reaction. – We talked for a very short period, but I can spend some time teaching her. 

– I don’t want to lose my precious time.



I took the chance to open Mannie’s e-mail. It was always the same thing. She wanted to see me. To know how I was doing. To screw all afternoon. “When will she leave me alone?” I deleted the e-mail.


– That won’t be necessary. She is very observant. I’m sure she will fit in no time.



Alexa was dying to go back to her job next to Bruno. For the love of Christ! Couldn’t anyone in this company take their job seriously? They had the whole night for everything else. 


– She’s going to flee before the day is done.

– What? – exclaimed Nicole, outraged. 

– This Melissa girl looks like a frightened child. She can’t handle my working rhythm. I bet my salary that this little girl will run away from this room before the day is done.

And she couldn’t even imagine how much. 

–  You’re a jerk, Robert.

–  Get back to work, Nicole – I raged. – You too, Alexa. I can handle the new girl.

–  Melissa Simon – Nicole corrected me before leaving the room.

–  Yeah. Melissa Simon. – “That is now in my head more than she should”, I thought.



Alone in my room I was able to go back to the small fight over the phone with Tanya. She would never let me go. Every day of my life I would be punished by the choices I had made. Even if everything was taken from me. Even if I had no hope for happiness. Even if I turned my life in this battlefield that was living with my past. There was no hope for me, and I had to live with that. 

Every day I tried to erase the memories with cheerful conversations, a couple of drinks at the end of the day, and also, every other night, some woman in my bed, but when the sun set and I found myself alone in my room, it was impossible to forget each word that has been said, each choice that had been made. Everything condemned me to the eternal darkness that was being inside myself. That detail no one was able to see; no one would be able to fix.

I didn’t hear the elevator coming, but I saw movement on the reception I guessed it was her right away. Immediately, I turned on the camera that kept me informed of everything that happened and I was able to watch her without the need of being discreet. I zoomed in on her image.

She was disheveled, although she tried to make herself presentable. She was panting. I could see the curve of her breasts rising and falling due to her hyperventilation. 

I couldn’t tell if the redness of her face was caused by the effort or her embarrassment. She was wonderful and sexy. Melissa looked innocent, but her eyes were pretty clear in telling me otherwise. She just needed a little push. That I wouldn’t be the one to do it. 


– Miss Simon.



I called her. “Let’s get this over with.” She entered my room. I pretended to analyze something on the computer. In fact, I switched to another camera to be able to see her from that angle. Melissa was really very frightened. I picked up the sheets Nicole had given me and pretended to analyze them, checking on her from time to time through my computer screen.

She was very observant. She paid attention to everything. She was analyzing the room, the environment, everything her eyes could touch. She was impatient, anxious. I suddenly felt anxious as well. Like I needed to say something. I was disturbed by that. 


– When you finish inspecting...



I felt the urge to confront her. I really wanted to see her run away. She focused her attention on me. Her eyes were purely shocked. 


– Forgive me! 

“Oh, no!” 



She was the typical submissive girl, vulnerable. A scared little girl, and totally mesmerized by me. An easy prey. I needed to get her out of there ASAP.


– Not enough. Miss, you now work for a CEO. It is important that you be aware of all the needs of this sector. You must always be available!



That was my standard speech. In my companies, every employee must be available, and that as why they arrived early and collaborated for the general running of the organization. 


– I’m very sorry – she answered, in total submission. 



She bit her lip and looked away. I could to anything to that girl. Did I want to do it?


– You’re late.

I needed to escape my thoughts. She wasn’t strong enough for me. 

– I said ten minutes. You took thirteen. That’s three minutes late. Not mentioning you should have arrived half an hour earlier, so that Alexa and Nicole could instruct you properly. 



While I spoke, she stiffened. Her alert and smart eyes were killing me. “Oh! A significant change.” I leaned forward, analyzing her directly, without using the cameras. Up to where would she take it?


– I didn’t know that.



Come on, Melissa! What can you do for me? What are you? Fragile or strong?


– We don’t tolerate delays, Miss Simon. Miss Nicole will explain it better to you at night, while she will be acting as your nanny, while losing a family reunion. I hope you’re grateful to her for that, and may next time realize that when you’re late, you will be causing problems to everyone.



That was it. I could go further. I could force her a little bit more. I knew that in the end she could go home crying or face me and show me what she was really capable of. 


– And now you, miss, are making me waste even more of my time. The notebooks – I said, after I understood her lost gaze. 

She was going to cry, I was sure. It was going to be fun, and Nicole was going to kill me. 



Through the camera I saw her walking wearily towards the table to get the notebooks. She came back dragging herself even more, and then stopped in front of me.

- There, Mr. Carter... – I didn’t let her go any further. Melissa looked interesting when she was thwarted. Her eyes narrowed and she bit her lips, and I could also see her breathing get faster, which allowed me to see the curve of her breasts dancing.


– Miss Simon, you have a voice? I thought you only communicated through frightened eyes.



And I laughed, delighted by my performance. I told her to sit down. I could feel her fading and trembling. She should better sit down. 


– I believe there wasn’t enough time for Alexa to teach you how to proceed when you arrived at the company.

I knew Alexa had done everything she could.

– No, there wasn’t, Mr. Carter.



Submissive again, but her chin pointed at me. “What are you, Melissa?” I was too eager to find out.


– I need to know what’s scheduled.



I turned away from her again. I didn’t want to look at her that way. She started talking about my appointments. So unlike Abigail, who was systematic. Melissa was something more she wouldn’t let me see. She was hiding her true face. She had much more in her that wasn’t showing. I wanted it to overflow. I wanted to unravel her, to know what she had inside. I decided to tease her a little bit further. 


– We always start with the black notebook, miss Simon.



I ran my fingers through my hair, clearing my head. I couldn’t get her involved in this.


– I’m sorry! 

No. No. No. Don’t do that, Melissa!

– Don’t be sorry, Miss Simon. The black notebook, please! – I spoke with indifference, disgusted by how complex her personality was. 



Melissa was simply inexplicable.


– Meeting at 3 p. m. with the Brazilian representatives. 

– Hmm!

Well, as we had to do it, we would do it the right way. 

– Do you speak Portuguese? 



Why did that matter? Abigail had already hired the interpreter, as she always did. Why did I feel that misplaced urge to push her, to discover her limits?


– No. 

Ah, Melissa! You give me more and more reasons to keep pushing.

– How can you accompany me to this meeting if you won’t even understand what they will be saying?

This was so stupid. She didn’t even need to go through this shit. 

– I can speak Spanish. – I almost laughed.

– When you arrive at this meeting you will understand it is absurd to think you can understand Portuguese just because you can speak Spanish. What is our leaving schedule? 



She didn’t answer. Her eyes pleaded for help, jumping from one notebook to the other, and from me to the notebooks. She was going to be destroyed quickly. Very fragile, just as I thought. 


– Where will the meeting take place, Miss Simon?



I was sure that information was on the notebook. Abigail was very efficient. Melissa seemed happy to find the right answer. 


– Will we go by car?



I checked on her through the computer once more. I was very curious, but I shouldn’t face her. She would fall apart if I did.


– Where can I find that information?

I couldn’t help but laugh. 



How should I know where to find the information? We would go by car, very probably. We didn’t use the helicopter that often. Especially to go to a place so close. I ran my fingers through my hair once more. I shouldn’t have asked that question. The poor girl was shattering to pieces. I couldn’t help but pushing her a little further. 


– Miss Simon, what are you doing here? 



Her face turned totally red, and she started to bite her lips again. That was sexy. Very sexy. And she was almost crying. That was the time she would get up and run. 


–  How did you achieve this position? 



It took me completely by surprise when Melissa reacted. She didn’t get up and run crying as I was expecting her to do. Her eyes narrowed, her chin pointed towards me. I really felt threatened. Such a small and fragile creature was standing up to me. 


Now I would finally know what she was worth.

–  I was hired due to my education, Mr. Carter. I have a degree in economics. I have an excellent curriculum. I don’t speak Portuguese, but I am fluent in Spanish, French and German, so that should be enough for any company. I have experience in the area I am trying to work in ever since I got here, yet I don’t have a way to guess the way this company works because I haven’t been told anything about it...

I stopped listening to what she said from then on. 



I was just looking at the way she expressed herself. The way she stood up for her right to her job. That was what I wanted, that was what we needed in the company. She was strong. She was only hiding behind the image of the fragile little girl that needed to be taken care of. Melissa was adorable! I was alarmed when I realized I was getting an erection. I was so delighted that I couldn’t control my physical reaction. I wanted Melissa Simon when I couldn’t, and shouldn’t want her. And then she left the room, stamping her feet, telling me she was leaving. I couldn’t let her go. Not that way.
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I turned my back on him towards the door. I just wanted to pick up my purse and leave that place. I wanted to run, but my legs felt like Jell-O. So I focused simply on walking away, even if I did it slowly. 

Although the place was ample, it was almost impossible for me to breathe. I urgently needed to get some air. I realized I was trembling. When the adrenaline rush wore off, I would certainly regret this, bitterly. In fact, I already felt regretful. My attitude could compromise my professional life.

When I got to the table, before I could get my purse, I noticed the phone light pulsing, indicating Mr. Carter’s room line, and right afterwards, the ringtone filled the air. I looked behind me trying to check if this was a joke, but there he was sitting down with the phone in his hand, staring at me, suggesting that I took the call. 

With shaking hands, I obeyed. I picked up the phone and placed it close to my ear. I didn’t need to talk. We were still staring at each other, which made the tension thicken in the air. 

I held my breath waiting for his words. Mr. Carter was watching me through the glass wall. His eyes were intense and hit me like they were touching me. I could feel it completely. It was too exciting. I let my free hand to lean on the table, dizzy with the intensity of that look. 


He said nothing. 



I parted my lips, like I was ready to welcome him, and closed my eyes, to break his spell over me. I could still feel his eyes burning me. It was a whole lot of craziness for just one day. What was happening?


–  Miss Simon?



He pulled me out of my trance. I opened my eyes to face him, waiting. I was afraid. That could last a while longer. He could be up to something. 


–  Please come back to my room.



My legs started to tremble thinking of what he would do, but, as it turned out, I obeyed his order and slowly got back to his room. His eyes followed me all the way. I stopped in front of his table, waiting. 


–  Please, sit down.



I obeyed, feeling my whole body shaking. Where was my courage right now? I had said so many things. I was almost getting my freedom back, going back to my simple, yet harmonious life, and inexplicably, there I was again, sitting in front of him, obeying his orders. 


–  Mr. Carter, I...

He raised one finger, asking me to wait a moment. 

–  Miss Simon, I like people with a strong personality. Especially when they need to stand up for something. I confess I was impressed with the overturn of your behavior. I thought you were just a little shy bug, but, against all odds, you reacted.

His eyes were sparkling when he smiled crookedly. 

–  I like a woman with an attitude. But don’t get used to it. And don’t ever talk to me like that, or you’ll be fired.



As soon as it got there, the smile was gone. He then afterwards looked away, turning to the papers on the desk once more.


I started to breathe again, but my legs were still shaking. 

–  You don’t have to stay with Nicole after work. I’ll let you arrive earlier tomorrow so she can explain the company rules to you. If she’s okay with that, of course! You can go back to your desk now, and organize the notebooks on your IPhone. I don’t mind. Abigail used to separate everything so she wouldn’t get confused. I just need the right information at the right time. All clear?



I nodded slowly, agreeing. Mr. Carter looked at me through the corner of his eyes. 


–  And find out at what time we will be leaving for the meeting. Use your curiosity to discover what’s important to do your job. Now, go!



I picked up the notebooks I had left on the chair, took three steps back and, before I turned around to leave the room, I noticed a small, almost imperceptible smile forming in his lips.

I went back to my table, letting the door close behind me. I could say I was in shock. I had never felt such a huge surge of adrenaline. I felt drained and I had not even spent half the day there. If my days were always going to be like that one, I wouldn’t need any more dieting, I would have to fight not to lose weight. 

I sat down and opened the white notebook, copying all its notes to my IPhone. Personal appointments. Nothing scandalous or abnormal; some information, such as “send flowers to Tanya” or “buy Olivia’s present" caught my eye. Who were those women? Of course, a man in his position could have as many women as he wanted. 

He wasn’t just rich. He was rich, handsome and very sexy! And when he smiled? I sighed heavily. He was something worth fighting for. 

There was another appointment that drew my attention, and that was scheduled exactly a month from that day. It simply read “dinner with Tanya”. “My! Busy schedule.” I had to laugh. 

There was a note scribbled with a pencil that made me stop and check I had the right notebook in my hands. I checked to see if it really was the white notebook. It was. I got back to the scribbling “Meeting with Michael, Nathan and Vincent – Greece”. Would that be a reunion with friends in Greece, or a meeting that should remain hidden from curious eyes? I sighed and wrote the information on my IPhone, placing it on the indicated date, which was a week from then. It wasn’t my problem.

I opened the red one. It was full of information like meetings, visits to sectors, counsels and more internal meetings, along a few reminders about spreadsheets, contracts, balance sheets... 

The black notebook didn’t have as much information as the red one, although the appointments contained in it seemed more than important. Meetings with the groups of Saudi Arabia, Brazil, Spain, Canada, China, and so on. Almost every appointment had a considerable time interval between them. There were also two long journeys on schedule. The first was within 20 days, to Dubai, and the other, to Sidney, 20 days after the first one. 

Once again I was intrigued by the appointment on the white notebook. Had Abigail got it wrong? Well, I would have to leave it as it was, so I tried to clear my head. I’d better hurry so I could gather the biggest possible amount of information. It would be better to avoid confrontation with mighty Carter. I laughed to myself thinking of that nickname. It was perfect! 

Having every appointment transferred to my IPhone, I searched for something that could help me learn all about my job as quick as possible. I turned on the computer and... Holly shit! Abigail was so thorough! Everything was perfectly organized and arranged in a way that made it impossible for someone to get lost. On the desktop there were several files in alphabetical order. I really should have gotten here earlier to be able to see all of this without making the mess I made. I felt terrible for not doing it.

I opened each and every file. Every trip was thoroughly organized. Each timetable, defined. Every hotel confirmed, along with the means of transportation, meeting places and even possible leisure time. When did she become such a geek? Back in college, Abby wasn’t like this, and yet she was always very concerned with her appointments. Who would have known, huh? Well, considering the tiny sample of who my boss was, I clearly understood why she was so worried about being perfect. 

Once again, there was a file with some information about the trip to Greece. Damn! I would have to go to. Just me and him, as far as I could tell. A private jet would take us there within a week. I had to push all the images that instantly formed in my mind. 

I couldn’t think about those things, not with mighty Carter. 

Double damn! We wouldn’t be staying in a hotel, but in a private house. What did that mean? There was nothing that said that the other members of that meeting would also stay in the same house. Just Mr. Carter and me, I mean... Mr. Carter and Abby. Did those two...? No. I couldn’t think those things about my friend.

The information I needed to tame the beast was in one of the files. We would ride the company’s car that was meant for Carter’s travels. It wouldn’t be in his own car. I needed to adapt quickly to the routine. We would leave at 2:30 p. m., half an hour before the meeting. I thought it was too tight. There could be unpredictable occurrences, and I was sure mighty Carter wouldn’t be happy to be late, but Abby must have known what she was doing when she scheduled it. 

Once I had collected all the information, I didn’t know what to do next. What would be the best thing to do: go back to his room and tell him I already had the information, or call his office and warn him? I bit the tip of my pen during the decision process. I had that terrible habit since the time I was a student. Nothing like a pen or a pencil to be nibbled while I got lost in troublesome themes. 


– Good morning! – I heard a deep voice and got startled. 



I took the pen out of my mouth and saw in front of me a strong man, with broad shoulders and an innocent smile. His brown eyes were analyzing me, but not to the point that made me blush. His light and curly hair gave him an angelical look. A small dimple formed in one of his cheeks when he smiled. He really resembled an angel. A cupid.


– I’m Bruno Carter, marketing director; you must be Melissa Simon.



He stretched out his hand. I quickly offered him mine for a strong handshake, even stronger than I expected. 


– Alexa will be here soon to help you. Our activities got a little delayed due to the time she took between the two sectors. I need to speak with Robert. 

His smile was still friendly. 

– Judging by the smile he’s giving me from the other side of his aquarium, I believe you wouldn’t need to be announced. 



He turned quickly to Mr. Carter. I followed his eyes, and simply saw him analyzing the sheets in his desk, and yet he was shaking his head. Even seeing only one side of his face, I could see his lips had a broad smile. Mr. Bruno Carter leaned closer and confided these words to me:


– You should announce me anyway. It will earn extra points for that. Robert doesn’t like people entering his room without being announced, and you will soon understand why. 

– Oh! Right. – And I hastily picked up the phone.

– Has he scared you a lot already?



He placed both hands in his pockets and turned his back to Mr. Carter. He surely didn’t want him to know what he was saying to me. I didn’t have time to answer.


– Yes, Miss Simon?

– Mr. Carter...



I stopped, not knowing what to say. I took a quick glance to the man next to me. 


– Mr. Carter is here.



I heard his hoarse and low chuckle on the other end, as well as the louder one, still next to me. I looked at Mr. Bruno when he whispered to me:


– Bruno.

I thought my face would be set on fire.

– Mr. Bruno, Miss Simon – said Mr. Carter, the real one, the mighty Carter, on the other end. – And you don’t need to be that nervous, or blush about it. You will soon understand, miss, that with so many Carters working in the same company, it’s impossible to address them all like that. 

– All right... – I agreed and made a tremendous effort not to apologize. – Mr. Bruno is here. 

– Send him in.

I put down the phone noticing Mr. Carter was still laughing at me.

– He’s not always that nasty. Only when he’s working.

I smiled, shyly.

– Come with me, Mr. Bruno.



I walked while counting those eight steps that led to the large door of Mr. Carter’s room. I withdrew afterwards so they could talk. 

I went back to my table just in time to hear a loud burst of laughter that I knew came from Mr. Bruno. I didn’t dare to look back. I took the opportunity to search for the file that had information about the procedure concerning internal meetings. Abby had done the wonderful task of making each step perfectly clear. Such as the place to put each glass of water, the paperwork that each participant should have, and it also mentioned the need to have a table with coffee, water and tea. I went to the pantry to get everything ready, and took it to the meeting room, preparing it the way Abby had indicated.

I still had time, so I checked the e-mails. No one had told me anything about that, but as Abby was an organization freak, I was sure they would all be connected to Outlook. And they were. There were a lot of them. From numerous sectors. I analyzed them one by one and, according to what I had read on my friend’s notes, I forwarded the important ones to Mr. Carter’s e-mail. 

Right after Mr. Bruno had left, I couldn’t stop myself from being curious. If the appointment in Greece was a set-up for a romantic rendezvous between Abby and Mr. Carter, should I keep it in schedule or not? My face was already red even before I imagined myself asking that question. But my boss was standing next to me, without me realizing it.


– Is there a problem? 

Certainly my tomato-colored face was betraying me.

– Ah! Yes... – I swallowed hard. – A doubt... Mr. Carter.



He straightened up next to me, slightly tilting his head, showing he was curious. 


– The appointments... – I cleared my throat to make my voice sound firmer. – The ones on schedule. Should they stay that way? 

He narrowed his eyes.

– Yes, Miss Simon.

He still wasn’t getting my point.

– There is a... trip... to Greece... 



He gave me a charming smile. I needed to blink several times to keep my brain functioning in acceptable levels. “My God! I just said several offensive things to this man, and vice-versa, and here I am now, stunned by his beauty.” My head was a total chaos. 


– It’s booked for you and Abigail. As she is now unable to...

I couldn’t finish. He was still smiling.

– It’s an informal reunion. I normally travel with my secretary for working reasons only.

He thought about it and added:

– If you don’t feel prepared to do it, I can ask Alexa. Because it will be something informal, I will only need someone to take care of minor business. – He waved his hands in a gesture that meant something not very important. Anyway, I was even more embarrassed, although I couldn’t understand why, with his sudden wave of comprehension. 

– No. It’s okay. I can accompany you. I just thought... 



I’m sure my face was even redder when I said I had thought something more.


– You thought? 

– That you wouldn’t want to travel with me, due to my inexperience... here... in the company.



His smile was revealing. He wanted to laugh at me and all my embarrassment.


– All right, then. Can you fax this for me, please? 



I picked the sheet up, still numbed by our conversation. Mr. Carter didn’t say anything else and left towards his room. I turned to the fax machine and started the process almost in auto-pilot. His smile wouldn’t fade from my head.

Half an hour later, the elevator opened its doors again, revealing three men and two women. The tallest one stepped up to my desk. He was a young man, with blond hair that looked like honey, only lighter. Smooth and with a haircut suggesting an organized mess. He was as beautiful as Mr. Bruno, and yet his beauty was far from angelical, but wilder. He was intimidating, although his smile made me feel at ease. He wore a dark suit. When he came closer, I noticed the fabric had a few thin light lines from top to bottom. 


– Good morning, Miss Simon.

– Good morning.



I was curious to why he already knew my name. I let him shake my hand. He had a soft touch, unlike what I had imagined.


– Paul Hanson. I am the piece department manager. I have a scheduled meeting with Mr. Carter. These are Adam Simpson, research and development manager, Alec Harris, quality manager, Christine Jackson, chief of international relations, and Joanna White, assembly and construction manager. 



They all shook my hand, politely. Mr. Simpson was watching me with a curious look all along. He was also very handsome. His blond-yellow hair, perfectly smooth, was combed to the side, and he had perfect blue eyes. His face was oval and his lips were small, with the shape of a heart. His pink cheeks resembled mine when I was embarrassed. He looked fine, also with a dark plain suit and a modern style shirt that made him look more sophisticated than the others. 

The women were beautiful, both middle-aged. They had well cut suits that seemed comfortable. Both black. The difference was their hair; Christine was blonde, and Joanna was a brunette with curly hair. 


– Please, follow me! – And I walked towards the meeting room. 



After leading them all, I went back to my table, meaning to warn Mr. Carter, but he was already standing in front of me. 

His eyes stared at me. I couldn’t bare the feeling of being invaded that overcame me when he looked at me that way. It felt like being touched in the most intimate, depraved way. He messed me up, I couldn’t deny it. And the worst of all: I was sure he was very aware of that. I felt my face getting hot. I swallowed hard. Mr. Carter remained silent and serious. 


– They are all settled. Do you need anything else, Mr. Carter?

– No, Miss Simon. As you can see, this meeting is just as important as the afternoon one, in fact, one is directly related to the other. Nothing, or nobody should interrupt us. Do you understand?



What a radical change of humor. My God! I would have to learn how to live with that, or I would go crazy before a week went by.


– Perfectly, Mr. Carter.

– Did you find anything else about this afternoon’s meeting?



He pursed his lips in an over sexy pout. It looked like he was trying not to laugh. In an impulse, I lifted my face to confront him. This time, I had the information. I was armed and would not hesitate to pull the trigger.


– We will leave half an hour before the meeting, and we will ride the company’s car, sir.



I raised an eyebrow, making it clear he wouldn’t intimidate me any further, which made my boss smile inevitably, but his eyes turned away from mine. 


– We will also have an interpreter, previously hired, that will meet us at the hotel, at the arranged time. 

– Good. Thank you, Miss Simon. Excuse me.



I was happy with my performance. Even with all the conflicts, if we kept going at that rhythm, it would be interesting to work with that man in the next four months. 

I sat down, turning my attention towards the files Abby had organized in the computer. My phone rang. 


– This is Nicole Carter. Robert warned me we won’t need to stay here overtime. I am calling to thank you.



I was surprised. I should be thanking her, the all-mighty Carter, not the other way round.

– Ah! You’re welcome. 


– We can have lunch together. What do you think? That would be interesting. Within half an hour?

– I’m sorry, but I can’t. Mr. Carter is in a meeting with Mr. Hanson and a few other people. I shall have to wait. Anyway, thank you for the invitation. 

– Robert is in a meeting with Paul? Hmm! I believe that will take longer than you think. I suggest you order his lunch, then. You certainly received a menu on your e-mail. Everyone does, on a daily basis. He must have lunch in his office today, because he must leave afterwards, at 3 p.m. 

– Sure. I will take care of it. – I took a note to check the menu.

– I suggest you do the same for you. If Robert will be having lunch in his room, you probably should do the same. 

– Of course! – I quickly took another note. – Thank you. 

– You’re welcome. You can talk to me every time you need anything. I believe we will meet here tomorrow an hour earlier. 

– I will be here, rest assured. Thanks again... Ah! Miss Carter? 

– Nicole. Just Nicole. I don’t need that level of formality.

I smiled in relief. I hated formalities. It made people distant. 

– Could you suggest what I should order for Mr. Carter’s lunch?

She laughed.

– Smart girl. One point for you.

I gave a low chuckle. 

– I believe a simple salad and grilled chicken. Robert doesn’t like heavy food before important meetings. Ask also for white wine and water.

I wrote everything in a notebook.

– Thanks, Nicole! – She was a much easier person to deal with than Mr. Carter. 



I took care of lunch. Simple salad and grilled chicken for him, tropical pasta for me. I didn’t even know what it was, but it had white sauce in it, so I thought it would be great. I asked them to send it in an hour and a half. If I found the meeting would last any longer, I would warn them. I took the opportunity to explore the files in the drawers, to better understand the company’s business. 

The meeting was over precisely when the lunch was delivered. I was putting everything in the pantry when I heard the buzz in the meeting room. Everyone came slowly out towards the elevator. Only Mr. Simpson and Mr. Hanson lingered a little longer with my boss. They were chatting while I stood there waiting, next to my desk, in case they needed anything. 

Mr. Simpson was once again watching me closely, while the other two seemed oblivious to it. I was disturbed, but he seemed to enjoy it. I kept my eyes down until they headed for the elevator. 


–  We’ll speak tonight, then, Robert – Mr. Hanson said, patting Mr. Carter on the back as he said goodbye. 

–  Sure. I’ll be there.

My boss’s voice was low. Tense. 



And then Mr. Carter realized Mr. Simpson wouldn’t stop staring at me. His eyes narrowed and, for a couple of seconds, he didn’t seem to be happy at all. I froze. Was he thinking I was flirting back with Mr. Simpson? That would be terrible. 


After saying goodbye, Mr. Carter walked slowly towards me.

–  Mr. Carter, I took care of your lunch; should I take it to your room?



He stared at me, astonished. He was a little surprised, but he didn’t object. 


–  Yes, of course. 



As he headed towards his room, I placed everything in a cart meant for it, and brought him his meal. 


–  You may leave it there, Miss Simon.



I placed the cart next to his desk and left towards the pantry. It was my lunch time. I was starving. 

I picked the book I was reading and took it with me. It was going to be a lonely lunch, so there was nothing better than a company to make it better. It was an old copy of The Mists of Avalon, which I had already read twice, but it was the first I could find when I finished reading my stock of new books. As always, I always reread the ones I love so the love doesn’t fade away. 

That was the one for the moment: a witch in love, a warrior loyal to his king, a fragile princess and a kindhearted king. I took a mental note to buy new books; the old ones were making me too sentimental.

I placed my pasta on a deep dish. I sat at the small table in the pantry with a glass of water. I opened my book to restart where I had stopped the day before. I read the first three lines as I placed the hot spaghetti in my mouth. I drank a little water to cool it off. I read five more lines and, when I was going to take another bite, the phone rang. I got up, irritated; I don’t like to be interrupted while I eat.

But that was Mr. Carter. I didn’t look back to face him. It could only be a provocation.


–  Yes, Mr. Carter.

–  Miss Simon, would you join me for lunch?



I froze with the question. He was inviting me to lunch? What could that mean?


– Well?



I looked both ways, feeling confused. I ran my fingers through my hair, trying to clear my head.


– Yes, sir – I said, hoarsely. 

I needed to clear my throat so that my voice went back to normal. 

– Just a second.



I turned off the phone and headed towards his room. I wasn’t sure if he had ask me to have lunch with him, or if he just wanted me to keep him company while he ate and spoke to me about something. So, I just went to the room and waited to hear what he would say. Mr. Carter stared at me with a questioning look.


– What about your lunch? 

– Ah! Sure... Just a second.

He smiled and narrowed his eyes.



I went back to pick up my lunch and left the book on the table. I walked towards his room and sat on the same chair I had sat earlier, placing the plate and the glass in front of me. Mr. Carter watched me. I couldn’t find the courage to eat again. In fact, the eagerness to be with him had killed my appetite. 


– What have you ordered for your lunch?

And he had some salad.

– Pasta tropicale. 

– Who suggested you should order salad for me?

– Nicole, sir.



I was embarrassed when I addressed Miss Carter by her given name. It was too soon for intimacies. 


– Are you not happy about it, sir?



I was afraid of doing it all wrong. God knows how he would punish me for that mistake.


– That’s not it. I was just curious, because this is what I would actually have ordered. I thought somebody might have helped you.

I stood there in silence, watching him chew his lunch. 



He was beautiful even when he ate. Mouthwatering even. My eyes were focused on his perfectly set jaw. The motion was charming. It made him look wild, and mystical at the same time. I imagined that motion in another context and immediately blushed at my thoughts. 


– Aren’t you hungry?

Damn! I was clearly shaken by his presence. 

– Not much... – And I picked up a little spaghetti, and forced me to chew. 

– What were you reading? 

– The Mists of Avalon.

I couldn’t gather my thoughts. 

– Fantasy? – His fantastic crooked smile danced on his lips. 

– Is that what you like? 



There was something in the way he said “fantasy” that made me imagine of which kind was he talking about. I’m sure I blushed once more. 


– I like to read.



His enigmatic eyes weighted me. It felt like he could see through my clothes. Like he was undressing me. Slowly. Tasting every detail of my body. I sighed, breaking the spell of his eyes on me.


– We have a huge library. Nicole will show you. I also like to read, but I haven’t had a lot of time for business outside the company’s interests. 

– I understand... It mustn’t be easy. 

– No. It’s not.

I stared at his eyes, lost in oblivion. With a heavy sigh, Mr. Carter started to eat again. 

– You are young – I dared to say. 

He gave a low small chuckle. 

– How old are you? – I risked.

– Thirty six. 



I was only 24 years old. We didn’t look that different. Mr. Carter looked younger, in spite of the position he had. Anyway, he was still too young to have such a job. 

We were silent for a moment. Each one trapped in his own thoughts. I kept my head down, playing with the food in my plate. Each second that went by, I lost my interest about it further and further. 


– What are your expectations by working with us?

I looked at him, who was once again staring at me. I smiled.

– At the moment, I just hope my short internship here will be important enough so that my résumé is respectfully analyzed by other companies. 

– Is that all?

I searched his eyes for answers. Where was he trying to get at? 

– You have a degree in economy, with excellent grades. Shouldn’t you be looking for something in that area?



Of course I was. But working next to a CEO like him already counted as a great experience. 


– I believe I will learn a lot while I’m here.

He laughed and seemed satisfied by my answer.

– Keep your eyes wide open, then. We make business with the whole world. That’s a field of information that can help you a lot to understand how the world’s economy works. 

– I will. Thank you! 



I drank a little water and our eyes met. Once again, Mr. Carter had his elbows on the table. His hands were in front of his face with the fingers crossed, and his thumbs touched his lips, behind his hands. Once again he seemed to see beyond my clothes, to be stroking my skin with dexterity. 

I looked away and saw his tongue licking his lips, behind his hands. I crossed my legs in a ridiculous attempt to contain the heat that consumed me. My breath accelerated.

What could I expect from that first day of work if, since the first instant, I was already fascinated by him? How could a total stranger affect me that much? Where were my coherent and righteous thoughts? Why wasn’t my guardian angel there at the moment in order to stop me from thinking about so many forbidden things about that alluring stranger? I was lost. I was fully aware of it, but the worst part was I wasn’t even thinking about being found. I was just swimming with the tide. 
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The alarm clock went off, pulling me out of my sleep, or yet, out of my dream. Of course I had dreamt of him. How could I not dream of him after all the day’s intensity? It seemed so real I felt depressed to wake up. I could still feel his lips on my skin... It burned. What a crazy thing!

I was still very tired, even after sleeping, and at that point, getting up was the last thing my body wanted. Sleeping had been a hard task. I had lived the most different and extraordinary emotions on the day before. Meeting Mr. Carter, in those circumstances, the small fight, our, I mean, my moments of crazy flutter, the calm ones, the teasing ones. Holly shit! How was I going to get through the four months of internship beside him, if every second was filled with unknown feelings?

I raised my body just enough to turn off the alarm clock. I needed to get to the company one hour early or Nicole would pay for that mistake. It wasn’t fair, especially because she was being great to me. I finally got up and faced the shower. I still felt floating with all the new things that were happening, but mostly about the way I would react to my boss. The way he looked at me, how it made me feel touched.

If only by looking I got like that, imagine how I would feel in his arms? My whole body tingled. I couldn’t think of him that way. Mr. Carter was my boss. My beautiful, sexy, charming and filthy rich boss. I needed to get my head straight to arrive on schedule. 

In spite of everything that had happened the day before, I still couldn’t understand or believe that a man like Mr. Carter would ever feel interested in a woman like me. If he actually was interested in me, that is. Curious? Maybe. After all, what did I have so special that would attract him? 

Sure, I’m not ugly, but I have a standard beauty, totally common.

A man like him could certainly have the most gorgeous women in town dropping at his feet. I sighed. I would still have to buy flowers for Tanya and a present for Olivia. Who were those women? My God! So many questions.

The last meeting had taken a long time, and it was far more tiresome than I had thought. Several slide presentations and countless documents needed to be handed. My feet still ached just by remembering it. High heels just weren’t my thing. I missed my old snickers so much. They would have to wait until the weekend. That is, if Mr. Carter wouldn’t come up with some more meetings or last-hour trips.

When I was almost finished, I heard my cell phone ringing somewhere. I got out of the shower, quickly wrapped myself in a towel and ran to find my purse. The sound filled the room insistently, making me more anxious with each ring, for I couldn’t remember where I had left it. I picked up the clothes I had worn the previous day, which were thrown on the old armchair in the bedroom, and I found my purse under them. The cellphone was still ringing relentlessly. 

I was able to pick it up before they hung up.


– Melissa? – I instantly recognized Nicole’s voice.

– Yes, Nicole?

– Where are you?

I was about to answer, but she wouldn’t let me speak.

– For Heaven’s sake, tell me you already arrived at the company.

– No. I’m still at home, but I will be there on schedule...

– You’re late. – Nicole seemed nervous. 

– No. I said I would arrive one hour earlier, I still have twenty minutes.

I checked the clock on my nightstand. 

– Melissa, you were supposed to be here ten minutes ago. When you settled with Robert you would arrive one hour earlier, it was supposed to be one hour earlier than the thirty minutes you were supposed to get here before your normal schedule. Which means, you’re late.

– Oh my God, Nicole! I’m going.



I ran to my wardrobe. I picked up a pair of black trousers of an old suit that still fitted me, I threw on a shirt with buttons on the front. I thanked God I didn’t wash my hair; otherwise I would have to leave with it wet, and the day was a bit cold. I tidied it in a bun, put my make-up kit in my purse, put on the same shoes I had left at my bedroom door the night before, picked up my purse, and ran for my car. It took me exactly five minutes to do all that, so I was probably looking like a disaster. 

I drove as fast as I could within the speed limit set for Chicago streets, and even so, I could only arrive at the company at the time I had programed before Nicole called me. It was absurd such an obsession with schedules. Always late, always late. I felt like I was living the life of Alice in Wonderland, with the white rabbit and his watch, always stressed out because he was worrying about the time.

This time, I was careful to park on a spot destined for mere mortals. It wasn’t so hard. There were very few cars there, at that early hour. As soon as I arrived on the fifth floor, I saw Nicole sitting at the reception desk. Her eyes stared at the phone in front of her. As soon as she saw me, she jumped up and started chattering: 


– Melissa. Dear God! I’m so glad you’re here, I was so desperate. If Robert decided to call to check... wait a minute. What is that you are wearing?



I looked at my clothes, trying to see what was so absurd. What was wrong with my clothes? It was a shirt and a pair of trousers. I wasn’t glamorous, but I wasn’t untidy. I could have worn something more glamorous, but I wasn’t below the company’s standards.


– Ah! This was the first thing I got my hands on when you called. I arrived home so tired yesterday I didn’t set anything aside to put on today. I thought I would have time. I am going to put on some make-up before everyone gets here. 

Judging from her facial expression, I understood that was not enough. 

– All right, Nicole... – I sighed in defeat. – I won’t leave the office today. Today Mr. Carter will be analyzing contracts and spreadsheets. We don’t have any meetings nor external appointments. 



I was about to cry for being so dumb in my choice of clothing. Judging from her disgusted face, I must have been really awful.


– You can’t show up to Robert looking like that. Come with me, I think I can fix it. 



She took my hand and started to walk fast, pulling me through the same room where several employees had checked me out the previous day. At the moment, the room was empty, which made it easy for Nicole to drag me between the tables until we reached her door, which had no knob. We went through it without slowing down. As soon as we were inside, she pulled my shirt up. 


– Get rid of that. Quick! – I readily obeyed. – Take your trousers off too. I think I have something here that will fit you. We don’t wear the same size. Definitely!

She laughed, making me feel fat anyway. 



She got in the same hiding place she stood the first time I saw her for the first time, leaving me in the middle of the room wearing only my lingerie. I was scared to death of being caught half naked by a random someone that could, per chance, arrive early to take care of unfinished business. I was glad Nicole was back quickly, holding something white.


– Quickly, put this on.



She threw at me what she had in her hands without directly looking at me. I was grateful. I picked it up and analyzed it. It was a dress with a square neckline. 

It would be too tight for me. 


– Let’s chat while I try to fix you up. You don’t need much to thrive in this company.



Nicole walked towards her table, and came back with several papers in her hands. 


– Hurry up and get dressed, Melissa! Good Lord! If Robert gets in here and catches you like that, I can’t imagine the mess we would be in.



I threw the dress between my arms and stuck my head in it. Just as I had thought, it was too tight, but the length was nice. I really wanted to see myself in a mirror to know how scandalous I was. It wasn’t normal for me to wear clothes that underlined my curves so much. 


– It’s too tight, Nicole.



I wanted to take the dress off and put on my trousers again. At least it wouldn’t be so embarrassing to see everyone staring at me as they certainly would if I dared to walk through the sectors wearing that. But she wasn’t paying the least attention to what I was saying. Her huge eyes analyzed me, her right hand on her chin while her index finger brushed her lips. The same way Mr. Carter did. 
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