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It was going to take more than tobacco to burn through the bad vibes in Jessie’s cubicle. Better yet she'd like a glass or two of wine to smooth over her frazzled nerves, and help her creativity flow.

The company claimed to celebrate “diversity,” but the only concession she was allowed to her heritage was the beadwork inspired screensaver on her computer terminal and the ability to wear her black hair in a long braid. She had to settle for placing a small leather pouch of tobacco in her jacket pocket and clutching it as her immediate supervisor, Hank, spoke to her.

Hank often assigned her ad campaigns no one else wanted to do. She would've passed on “Lucidity” too if Hank had let her.

“I'm not into gaming. I've never been into gaming. I wouldn't know how to reach these people.” She clutched at the tobacco in her pocket as she said this.

“They want to appeal to a new demographic that doesn't play games,” Hank began. “This is an app that'll challenge its players to learn new facts or skills so they can form the extra neurons they'll need to stave off dementia later.”

“Oh—that doesn't sound too bad,” Jessie sighed in relief. “It sounds no worse than multimedia software they have to help teach kids.”

“Yeah, you can log unto this URL on your smartphone, and get familiar with the app, so you can come up with good sales pitches for it,” Hank said. “You're free to spend the rest of the afternoon playing Lucidity.”

Jessie nodded. When he left she played Lucidity. There were card games, matching games and mathematical skill testing games. Each time she won there was the sound of applause. It was cute at first, but started to get annoying.

She saw a movement out of the corner of her eye. She looked up and saw that Trudy was looking through the cubicle door at her. “Must be nice,” she snorted.

Trudy's friend Angie was nearby and tittered at this.

Jessie was about to say, “research,” but neither of them gave her a chance to do so before they headed off for one of their long coffee breaks. It was ridiculous to feel like she'd been busted, but she still logged into her mailbox to review her incoming email as a more socially acceptable task, Let Liquid Courage change your life!

Liquid Courage already has an established place in my life! She felt like replying to the spammer, and would've if she were at home on her “Rezgrrl” accounts. She was about to delete the message when she saw the sender was Ashton Levine, the company's top producer, Did you send this message? You better check to see if you've got malware.

She was about to run a virus scan when she received a reply from Ashton, Y r u saying that?

She texted back, I got an ad for 'Liquid Courage' from your work account.

Ashton: So u thought my opening was spam? No wonder y I keep getting notices that the email has been deleted and no 1 admits to reading it! : /

Jessie shuddered in disgust: I hope u haven't sent this out to customers?

I haven't, but there's no telling what the company did before they consulted with me. Why don't we see how we mesh over lunch? How does 12:30 @ Kelsing's sound 2 u?

Jessie believed she worked best when she worked with a buzz though she stopped short of drinking herself into a blackout. The prospect of a liquid lunch appealed to her, so she texted back, I'll b there.
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KELSING'S WAS THE MOST exclusive restaurant in the City, so Jessie had high hopes there'd be a good bar there.

Ashton was texting away on his smartphone when she got to their table. Jessie shook her head. Just when Jessie assumed that she'd be ignored he looked up and smiled at her, “Let's get some drinks.”

“I'd like a beer,” he said to a nearby server.

“I'll have a glass of wine,” Jessie said as she sat down.

Ashton reached for his tablet as soon as she sat down, “I asked you out, so I can ask your professional opinion on my Liquid Courage campaign. I have to warn you that the technical details of the product is dry, but I feel this product has the possibility of taking off if it gets the right push.”

He gave Jessie the tablet and called up the PDFs and documents he was working on. Jessie looked at his list of pitches first instead of the prospectus in the hope that it'd give her the gist of Liquid Courage.

You may not have social anxiety disorder, but you get severe stage fright when you have to perform in front of an audience. Would you like the confidence you need to handle large crowds and parties? Liquid Courage can help you take things up to the next level and improve your performance.

“Hmm,” Jessie said.

“What do you think?” Ashton asked.

“It reads like spam for a brewing company. You're better off showing a bunch of people partying than this,” Jessie sniffed.

“I'm not selling liquor. I'm selling pharmaceuticals for 'voluntary Briggs–Meyer reassignment'.”

“Oh,” Jessie said slowly.

“Which is basically turning introverts into extroverts. They don't have extreme social anxiety, but are too quiet to get ahead,” Ashton added when he assumed she didn't know what he meant.

Jessie stroked her chin. “Hmm.”

“You think there's a market for it?” he asked.

“Yeah—–but they wouldn't want to be party animals. Just a little bolder,” she mused to herself. “I figure you should add images where worthwhile goals are out of reach, but don't present them as if they're Vegas jackpots.”

Ashton input all of her words into his smartphone.

“Or just have a commercial start out in black and white, but then shift it into technicolor. Don't make the black and white images depressing. Have it be a lovely scene in beautiful settings so that the inclusion of color gives it a richness and depth that was missing before. That should work for the casual viewer.

If you want to attract a young professional who is introverted show them thinking on their feet during an interview or a question and answer session.”

Ashton nodded and smiled at all the ideas he recorded, “This is good.”

He grimaced, “Only thing is I don't know what would be 'overkill'.

“Overkill?” Jessie asked.

“You know how to get the attention of an introvert who is as busy as everyone else in the modern age without scaring them off with sudden noises. I'd like to offer you a part of the commission and bonus I'll get for a successful campaign if you'll collaborate with me,” Ashton said.

“What do you have in mind?' Jessie asked.

“I was wondering if you could start with a website evaluation, and we'll go from there,” Ashton said.

“I appreciate you thinking of me, Ashton, but I really don't have time for this. I've already got another project I'm working on,” she began.

“Trudy said you were experiencing a slow period right now,” Ashton grinned archly.

Jessie sighed. “Hank's got me working on a pet project of his. He believes that giving me free samples helps my creativity.”

“In that case, why don't you use this coupon? I can load an app for a coupon code on your smartphone,” Ashton said. He texted her the code.

“You have a lot of faith in Liquid Courage's future?” Jessie asked.

She laughed. “They must already be doing a good job advertising their product if they've won you over. How come no one's heard of it before?” Jessie asked.

“It was a family secret that was only offered to a select few, but now they are willing to offer it to the public,” Ashton said.

“At least review the website for us to optimize views? I can make sure that a consultant's fee for you is added to the final invoice,” Ashton said.

Jessie sighed. “I can give you one afternoon of my time to take a quick look at the site and give you feedback. I can't guarantee that it will be a magic bullet for Liquid Courage.”

On the way back to the office she wished she'd given a firm “no” instead of giving Ashton this much. She already had her own assignment and didn't need any more work.

Lucidity took up her company time. Liquid Courage would have to take up her private time since the only reason she'd agreed to do this was much was because she found the idea of Liquid Courage personally intriguing.

An alarm went off when she went to check out their website for further investigation: You can be a winner! You've hit the jackpot from now on! Don't let this opportunity pass you by!

Heavy metal pounded out of the speakers as if she were at a concert. She would've thought it a better ad if it were for “High Octane” instead of “Liquid Courage” and typed the comment into her Ipad. Images flashed too fast for her to make sense of them. Mostly feats of athleticism so that she wrote down, Is this an ad for steroids? You'll have people thinking Liquid Courage is dangerous and illegal! At least that's what the introverts will be thinking, and they are the demographic you're trying to sell to.

A tab of testimonials caught her eye. She went through them one by one. The first testimonial was narrated by a woman with her before and after pictures. “I used to volunteer at the community theater, but was too shy to actually be on the stage. I was a set designer. Thanks to Liquid Courage I was the opening act, and even did an impromptu stand up act.”

The image was grainy, but a man stood up and snorted, “What's all this talk about your “vajajay?” Are you postal or premenstrual?”

“Either works for me,” the woman snapped in the middle of a monologue.

Jessie snickered at this and typed, This is a good example of thinking on your feet, but I feel that an introvert would want to maintain professional courtesy.

“I need to put myself out there! I keep being outstaged!” Another man growled into the camera. Then he was practically screaming on a stage so loud that Jessie couldn't make out the words. She shook her head, and wrote on the Ipad, Are
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