
  
    [image: Office Duties Box Set #1]
  


  
    
      Office Duties Box Set #1

      Demon Paranormal Romance

    

    
      
        Mac Flynn

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Mac Flynn

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Want to get an email when a new book is released?  Sign up here to join the Mac Flynn Newsletter, the online newsletter with a bite!

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Wanting to find the rest of the series and check out some of my other books?  Hop over to my website for a peek!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: Orientation]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      “So is this your first day?”

      The question was addressed to a young woman about twenty-five years old in a blue blouse and simple black, knee-length skirt. She had dark brown hair and an unusual set of hazel eyes. Her plain name was Samantha Olsen, resident of a small town a few years back and trying to make her way in the big city. She smiled in answer to the question and shook her head.

      “No, I was working in the copy room before I got this job.”

      The woman who asked the question,  her direct supervisor, jerked to a stop as she was leading Samantha through the cubicle corridors.  The older woman turned to her with a raised eyebrow.

      “How did you get promoted so quickly?”  Going from errand girl to assistant to the board members was a little quick, and she hadn’t been told the girl was going to be that inexperienced. The woman would have to have a chat with HR to see how they chose this girl.

      “I just applied for the job and got an interview. They called me back and said I got the job.” Samantha didn’t really know how she managed to claw her way to the top of the interview pile to but she wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. All she knew was she had to do the best she could to keep the job because the pay was too great to miss out on. She’d be able to get a better apartment now.

      “Interesting.” She didn’t sound interested. Mrs. Vanessa Winkle was never impressed by anyone whose name wasn’t fixed on some fancy door leading to a high-priced office. She’d been at the job of secretary manager for too long to be impressed by any new girl.

      The two women walked down a long hall full of silver, sterilized cubicles. The company they worked for was housed in a twenty story office building newly renovated for a more spacious design. The workers, trapped in their squares, would have begged to differ about the space but the bathrooms had been overhauled and they now had a break room. It was separate from the higher end lounge offered to the high position staff, but it was still better than the water cooler they’d had before. There were three halls between and on either side of two rows of cubicles. The outer walls of the building were lined with offices for the managers, stairwells, elevators and storage rooms, along with the aforementioned break and bathrooms.

      The pair stopped in front of a cubicle placed a few spots down from where the hallway turned the corner to head toward the elevators. The newly promoted employee looked down the row of doors along the wall with their name plates and shuttered windows. It was intimidating being so close to so many of the big names in the company.

      “This will be your space, Miss Olsen.”

      “Please, call me Sam. All my friends do.” Samantha didn’t really roll off the tongue all too well.

      “As I was saying, this is your space, Miss Olsen.” There was a distinct warning in Mrs. Winkle’s tone. She was all business with those beneath her. “Please refrain from idle chit chat with your coworkers.” Sam noticed the other woman’s eyes darted to the cubicle next to hers. Mrs. Winkle then pointed at her desk and the short cabinet which was used to support it. “There is a pager in the top drawer. Be warned the board may call on you at any time for dictation, scheduling, or even a cup of coffee. You are to be prompt and ready to assist them by any means necessary.”

      “Yes, Mrs. Winkle.” For someone who looked only about forty, she acted like she was sixty.

      “Do you have any questions?” She was daring Sam to ask. Any stupid questions or ones she deemed inappropriate would be dealt with through harsh and demeaning answers.

      “No, I think I got it.” Sam slid down into her chair and smiled for her new boss. She didn’t really know what to do but she didn’t want this woman helping her. It would be as torturous as listening to nails on a chalkboard.

      “Good. If you will excuse me I’ll leave you to find your way.”

      Sam was both relieved and frightened at the prospect of being left alone. She wasn’t sure what her first task was and the desk was a blank slate. There was only a computer tower, monitor, printer and a chair. There wasn’t even a welcome balloon or a card.  Sam managed to get her computer on and find that the desktop was as clean as her desk top.  She searched for any clues to start her new job in the file and email folders, such as a list of tasks or emailed instructions, but both were bare.  Just as she was about to stand and get Mrs. Winkle’s attention, there was an almost imperceptible whisper from the next cubicle.

      “Is she gone?” Sam stood and looked over into the next cubicle. The occupant was another woman a few years older than her with red hair and a mischievous twinkle in her eye. She was crawling out from beneath her desk. Sam could see why she’d been hiding.  The stranger was wearing a wrinkled Hawaiian shirt with khaki pants that didn’t match and sandals that showed off her hot pink-painted toenails. She looked like the last person anyone would find in an office building as posh as this one.

      “Is who gone?” Sam couldn’t get passed how outrageous the woman looked.

      “The old hag. You know, the one you were just talking to.”

      “Oh, well, yeah, I think so.” Sam stuck her head out her cubicle entrance and looked both ways down the hall just to make sure. “Yep, she’s gone.

      “Good, she hasn’t seen my new outfit yet.” The woman stood up and brushed off her dirty shirt. She stood on her tiptoes and gave Sam the once over. “So you must be the new girl, eh?”

      “I guess I am.” She wasn’t that new, she’d been in the copy room for almost three years.

      “You look a lot better than the last one she hired.” She looked at Sam’s hands. “And no hubby this time. You got a boyfriend?”

      “Not right now, but who was supposed to hire me? Mrs. Winkle?” Her new acquaintance nodded, and Sam was puzzled. “That’s funny, she didn’t hire me.”

      “She didn’t?” The woman frowned and she sat back down in her polka dotted-covered chair. She’d made her cubicle her own home-away-from-home with posters, calendars, plants, and even a little cappuccino machine. “She always has a say in hiring people.”

      “Then how did you get hired?” Sam could tell her new neighbor and their supervisor weren’t on speaking terms.

      “My dad’s on the board, so he pulled some strings for me.” Her new acquaintance smirked and spun around in her chair. She stopped when she put her feet up on the desk. “I can do whatever I want. Well, except sleep with the bosses, that is.”

      “Um, that’s neat.” Sam wanted to slink down and start playing with her computer. Maybe there were some instructions on that thing hidden in the bowels of the bios.

      “Hey, don’t go.” Her neighbor noticed her slowly disappearing behind the wall. She held out her hand for a shake. “The name’s Melissa Slink. Everyone here calls me Slinky.”

      “I’m Samantha Olsen, but you can just call me Sam.” She had a feeling, whether she liked it or not, that this fellow employee was going to become a friend.

      “Cool name,” Slinky complimented after they’d shaken hands. “So how’d you get the job? Worked at some big office before?” Sam’s new friend was incredibly blunt and curious.

      “I worked in the copy room downstairs for a few years, and when I heard this job was open my supervisor, Mr. Jackson, told me to apply. He said it couldn’t hurt to try.”

      Slinky’s mouth dropped open and she tilted her head to one side. “Is that it? I know Mr. Jackson’s a cool guy, but he couldn’t have pulled off you getting this job.  You got some sort of magical powers or something?”

      “I don’t know, maybe?”

      Slinky leaned in close and carefully examined Sam. “What I’m trying to say is no one gets in here without Mrs. Stick-Up-Her-Ass having a say-so.”

      “I just don’t know.” Sam shrugged, but she was nervous. She didn’t realize how important this job was. The description hadn’t said anything about prior experience being a must. “Is this job hard to do?”

      “Not really, just running errands and being their whipping boy everyone now and then.” Slinky stuck out her tongue and wrinkled her nose. “Sometimes we have to clean the bathroom, but that’s only when someone’s puked or something.”

      “So how come it’s a hard job to get?” It didn’t sound important. Anyone with a mediocre amount of training could do it.

      “Because we’re the only lowly employees in the company who get to deal with the President and Vice.” She pointed up at the ceiling. “They’re pretty much hermits on the top floor right above us. Not even the board members have rooms up there.” She nodded at the rows of rooms along their hall. “They get those rooms with a view. No one even sees the Pres and Vice leave, so I think they’re like that one teacher I had. I swear she never left her classroom, and slept under the desk.” She let a wide smirk cross her lips. “I hear they’re real devils to work with when they call you up.”

      “Maybe they just like their privacy?” Sam suggested.  She was really wishing for some privacy right now. Her stomach was full of butterflies duking it out with an angry grizzly bear. Then her stomach rumbled. “Heh, sorry.” Her cheeks reddened.

      “Wow, you eat anything the last few days?” Slinky asked with a smile. She nodded toward the wall that led toward the elevators. “How about we get something from the break room?”

      “Is that all right?” The copy room had had a rigid schedule for all personnel. Everyone had their designated times when they could leave so they could rotate positions. Besides, it was only thirty minutes into the work day and they hadn’t gotten anything done. Hell, she hadn’t even figured out what she was supposed to do when she wasn’t needed by the board. “Don’t we have to wait for a break or something?”

      “Nah, we just need to have these on at all times.” Slinky pulled out a small pager. Sam remembered that hers was located in the top drawer, and she pulled it out. It was blocky and heavy like a brick. “I know it’s old fashioned but the big guys don’t want to spend any money on us.” She sighed and rolled her eyes. “Especially my cheapskate dad.”

      “I’m fine, I just want to get started on my, um, my stuff.” She felt completely lost in this new, bare environment. Slinky leaned over the cubicle wall and smiled at her new, young, frightened protege.

      “You have no idea what you’re doing, do you?” Sam slumped over and dejectedly nodded her head. “Well, stick with me, kid. I can show you the ropes when we get back with some cream cheese covered bagels.” Now that got Sam’s attention.

      “Did you say cream cheese?”

      Slinky laughed.  “I thought I found a weak spot. We can even toast it in the little oven in there.” Sam’s large eyes pleaded while her common sense told her to get to work. Food won out and so did Slinky as she walked around and pulled her out of her chair. “Come on, I’ll show you around.”
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      For the next few hours Sam got the full, all expenses-paid guided tour from her new coworker. She was shown the break room, bathrooms, a storage closet that was bigger than her whole apartment, and even a running commentary about all the names connected to those shut doors on the outside wall. She was introduced to everyone who was anyone on their floor, including the cat mascot, Mr. Whiskers, who someone had dragged in off the street. They even had a little fun with Mrs. Winkle. They were talking with a few of the other floor employees around the old water cooler area when it happened.

      The pair were just talking to two other employees when Sam heard a door shut and one of them ducked down.

      “Hag alert, middle hall!” one of them whispered.

      “Oh shit!” Slinky yelped as the others went rushing off in various directions. She dragged Sam with her down the hall and into the large storage closet.

      Sam’s heart was beating fast as her friend softly closed the door behind them. “What? What’s wrong?”

      “No time, start looking for the paper clips!” Slinky hissed.

      Sam dove into the search as they heard the clicking of high heels outside the door. She couldn’t help but pause and watch as the footsteps stopped at the door. There was a shadow beneath the entrance that she swore slipped into the room and watched them.  The door opened and the silhouette of Mrs. Winkle stood on the threshold.

      “What are you two doing in here?” she demanded to know. Her prudish mouth dropped open when she noticed Slinky trying to hide behind the shelving. “And what in the hell do you think you’re wearing?!”

      “They’re called clothes, and we’re looking for paper clips,” Slinky snidely remarked. “I ran out.”

      “Th-those cloths are indecent!” Mrs. Winkle stuttered out. “Get out of here and take them off at once!”

      “And waste precious hours going all the way uptown and back?” Slinky shook her head and clucked her tongue. “Mrs. Winkle, you should know better than to waste company time. According to Article Five, Section Two, employees can only take breaks no longer than ten minutes except for personal emergencies. I don’t think my clothes count as an emergency.”

      “Well, that’s, well.” She couldn’t think of a witty comeback to that one, so she aimed her sights on Sam. “So you both needed to look for these stupid paper clips?”

      “She needed to learn where they are in case she ran out,” her friend and mentor-in lies pointed out. “She’s new, remember?” Mrs. Winkle shot Slinky a glare of death, but their supervisor couldn’t argue with that point. Instead their imperious supervisor turned on her heels and slammed the door shut behind herself. Slinky slumped over the nearest shelf and dramatically wiped her dry brow. “Ugh, that was close. Thought she had us good.” Slinky looked down at her clothes. “Man, but I had her good on that one. Good thing dad made me memorize all the company policies.”

      “Wait, so she’s the one we were running from?” Sam inquired. She didn’t like the idea of always trying to hide from their supervisor. It was going to get old fast.

      “Yep, but we only have to do it if we’re talking to someone about stuff other than our work, except during our breaks.” Slinky leaned against the shelf behind her. There were several rows of shelves that reached to the ceiling. A ladder lay against the wall near the door to reach the tops. “Otherwise we can just give her dirty looks behind her back while we’re pecking away at a keyboard or something.”

      “Shouldn’t we be doing some of that right now?” Sam was nervous now, and her friend could see that.

      Slinky sighed and rolled her eyes. “If you insist, but you’re gonna be bored out of your mind in a matter of minutes.”

      “I think I can risk it after all this excitement.”

      “Yeah, it was pretty fun, wasn’t it?” The proud Slinky led her new apprentice back to their cubicles, but she didn’t sit down in her chair. Instead she hung her arms over their shared wall. “So what do you think of everything?  The treats and people and stuff.”

      “It’s pretty nice.” Mr. Whiskers arrived and jumped into Sam’s lap as she sat down. The scruffy cat purred softly against her chest. Sam smiled down at her feline friend, though Slinky suddenly frowned.

      “You know, you haven’t told me much about yourself,” Slinky pointed out. Sam didn’t wonder why. Nobody could get a word in edgewise with Slinky around. “Where are you from? Where do you live? Got any family?”

      “Um, a small town up north, I’ve got my own apartment downtown, and my parents still live in my hometown.”

      “Sounds kinda uneventful.” Living in the city all her life, Slinky wanted excitement and gossip. “Any jilted lovers or anything?”

      “Not many lovers at all, and no jilting.” She glanced down at the cat she was petting. “I’m still looking for Mr. Right, though, so I’m hoping there’ll be some future guys.”

      “Mr. Right doesn’t exist,” Slinky scoffed. “But I wouldn’t mind finding a rich guy to marry me and let me have as much fun as I can.”

      “Don’t you want to take care of him, and cook and clean? You know, be useful to someone other than yourself?”

      Slinky smirked and stood on her tiptoes so Sam could get a better look at her clothes.  “Um, yeah, because I’m really suited to that.” Sam looked at her friend’s unruly hair, lack of deodorant and wrinkled clothing.

      Slinky shook her head at her friend’s naivete, than glanced at her watch. “But I guess we’d better get back to work before I need to make up another excuse for that old witch.” She ducked down out of sight and Sam heard the squeaking of her chair.

      “Yeah, that sounds like a good idea,” Sam agreed. She frowned as she looked at the bright computer screen. “Um, what exactly are we supposed to do?”

      “Wait on the big guys, remember?” Slinky jumped back up and was on top of the wall in a split second. Apparently any work related question was enough to distract her from any work that she actually had to do. “They call us, we go fetch the coffee they want, we bring said coffee back, then we get back into our comfy chairs. End of boring story.”

      Sam pulled her pager out of her pocket and set it down on her desk.  “So they’re supposed to page us to tell us what to do?” As if on cue Slinky’s pager rang.

      “You just had to jinx it, didn’t you?” Slinky playfully teased as she looked at the name. “Well, looks like my dad wants me, probably to check up and make sure I remember all the rules. He’s gonna have a kick out of what I did to Mrs. Winkle today. He hates her almost as much as I do.” She stuffed the pager back into her pocket and gave her friend a wink. “But if you need anything, feel free to call.” She handed Sam a piece of paper. “My cell number, it’s always on me. Just don’t call when I’m in there with my dad. He’ll kill me for interrupting him talking about what a pain it is being the big guy around here.”

      “Thanks, I’ll make sure not to bug you too often.” Sam watched her walk down the hall and into her dad’s office, then she turned back to her blank computer screen. “Well, may as well try to do something, eh, Mr. Whiskers?” She stroked the cat and he mewed, which made her laugh.

      Sam killed the next hour with learning the few programs on her computer. Most were basic internal software programs like a shared appointment calendar and an address book. It was all pretty dull, and she was grateful for the furry company. Slinky was right, though, the work was boring. There really wasn’t anything much to do until someone gave them an assignment.

      Sam made some use of her time as she won three out of two hundred and fifty-two solitaire games. The clock on the computer read ten minutes till five, and she thought she was safe for her first day until she heard the familiar clicking of imposing, high-heeled feet. From practice, Mr. Whiskers jumped down and slunk beneath her desk just before Mrs. Winkle made her appearance. The woman looked to be most upset with the news she brought, and for a moment Sam thought someone in the office had died. It wouldn’t have been Slinky, of course. If that had happened their supervisor would’ve been passing around rum and dancing the tango, complete with rose.

      Mrs. Winkle looked positively livid with the message she spat out at Sam. “Mr. Davies would like to see you at once.” Sam must have given her a blank look of non-recognition at the name, because her supervisor’s face grew red with anger. “He’s the vice-president, you dolt,” she hissed. She took a deep breath and calmed down a little bit. A very little bit. “Now follow me.”

      “Do I need to bring anything?” She didn’t even have a pencil on her person.

      “His secretary will give you everything you’ll need, now move it.”

      Sam jumped to her feet and hurriedly followed the irate woman down the hall. Instead of turning right like she expected and heading for the elevators, Mrs. Winkle unlocked a blank door at the end of the hall to their left. Sam was surprised when it opened to reveal a wide staircase with a landing halfway up that forced it to double back to the floor above them. Windows on both sides of the corner area looked out onto the streets below. She’d been expecting another room like those along the rest of the hall, or maybe an emergency stairwell.  Now Sam had to wonder how in the world she’d survive a fire. Her supervisor stomped up the stairs and she meekly followed. They got to the top where there was another door to unlock, and her guide stepped aside to let her pass.

      “Just speak to Mr. Smith, Mr. Davies’ secretary at the end of the hall. He’ll tell you what to do.”

      “All right.” Sam didn’t feel all right about this as she peeked out beyond the door.

      Spread out before her was a long, white hallway angled oddly according to the rest of the building. The whole thing ran at a forty-five degree angle and had only a few other passages leading off at precise intervals. There were a few niches in which stood a desk with a person staring at a computer screen and busily typing away. Paintings dotted the walls between the offshoot passages, and here and there was a tall, potted plant. At the end she could see an open space that guarded a red-tinged door.
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