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"Thank you," my boss smiled at me as I poured him another coffee.

It was a stress-filled afternoon; the merger was nearly complete, and with it, all of us were going to be getting raises, and some of us would get promotions.

Steven, my boss, was due for a promotion, and he promised he would take me with him. Our slogan was stupid, but it had been ours since we started working together. Always together, rise or fall.

"No problem," I smiled as I went out of his office and sat at my desk.

I had thousands of emails to read and papers to print so Steven would be ready for the higher-ups.

My long fingernails clicked and clacked their way across my keyboard; everything had to be just right for Steven. Even if that meant I had to stay longer today.

"It's six," Daphne said as she walked past my desk.

"I know," I sighed. "I have a few more spreadsheets to finish."

"Why are you doing this?" Daphne asked.

"Steven and I have worked hard to get to this position in the company," I answered without taking my eyes off the monitor. "If this merger goes through it could be our ticket to the upper floor."

"You really think he will take you?" Daphne asked.

"Of course," I grinned. "We are a team."

"You are his assistant, his secretary," Daphne shook her head. "Nothing more."

"Maybe that's how Dwight treats you," I shrugged. "Steven is different."

"You will see," Daphne shook her head as she walked away.

I knew Steven was different. He wouldn't just leave me here on this floor if he got promoted. Everyone knew the Directors always had their pick of assistants. Getting to the next floor would mean a huge pay raise for me, and I would be able to learn more about the company. Even if he didn't take me up there with him, he could nominate me to the other to take his place down here. That, too, would be well worth it.

"Let's go Shells," Steven said as he came out of his office. "That's all we could do for today."

"Yes, sir," I smiled as I saved everything and turned off my computer.

"Good work today," Steven said as we rode the elevator down to the parking garage.

"Thanks," I smiled.

"One day you will be a great Director," Steven told me.

"Thank you," I replied.

"Some of those spreadsheets and other documents were top tier work," Steven shook my hand as we parted ways.

I was on cloud nine as I drove all the way home. I smiled as I got the fast food and got into my tiny apartment.

I sat on the couch and thought about what my future was going to be like, no more living paycheck to paycheck. No more putting off repairs to my old beaten car. I could get out of this small apartment.

I fell asleep on the couch like I usually did, but I knew life was going to be much better soon.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"IT WENT THROUGH!" STEVEN said.

I heard from the security guards downstairs that the merger was completed. The news was traveling fast among the floors.

I cheered with Steven as the news of future raises, as well as promotions, spread like wildfire.

I tried to stay calm and wait for any news about Steven. My nerves were getting the best of me, especially when one of the assistants from the floor above ours called for Steven to come up for a meeting.

The hours ticked by, and Steven hadn't come down yet. That was a good sign that we would have to pack our things and get ready for a new office and a new desk.

Steven came walking by me with a glum look on his face. 'No,' I thought as he walked past me without saying a word.

He couldn't have been passed up again; this would be the fourth time. I wanted to go into his office and talk to him and find out what happened.

"Got you!" Steven made me jump as he suddenly came out of his office.

"My god!" I jumped in my chair and stared at him.

"I got it!" Steven exclaimed.

I couldn't control my excitement as Steven hugged me.

"Pack your things!" Steven smiled. "Monday morning, we are going upstairs!"

A large smile crossed my face as I got the email from the payroll department. I had to verify my information and agree to the new terms of my promotion.

Not in my wildest dreams did I think about the new pay rate.

'Goodbye small apartment!' I thought as I hit the accept and digitally signed the papers.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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STEVEN'S NEW OFFICE was huge, and my desk was more extensive and had two monitors instead of one. The chair was so comfortable that I melted into it the first time I sat down.

Daphne was still on the lower floor. Her Director had chosen someone else to be his assistant. She and some of the others accused me of sleeping with Steven or doing some other things to get my new position. I didn't listen to them because I knew the truth.

I worked hard and never called out like Daphne, who called out at least once a month. I was never late like some of them, and I worked late nearly every day. Now, that hard work was paying off.

The first week was hard as I had to learn new things, new ways and especially how to use my double screen with accuracy and efficiency.

I also put my notice into the apartment complex. I had found a nice condo that I could easily afford with my new pay rate.

"How do you like it?" Leslie asked.

She was now my direct supervisor. Although I was Steven's assistant, all assistants on this floor answered to Leslie directly, who had weekly meetings with the Directors.

"I love it," I smiled.

"Steven is going on vacation in two weeks," Leslie told me.

"Yes, he mentioned that," I responded.

"Do you feel comfortable in your duties to do some of his work while he is gone?" Leslie asked.

My heart went straight into my throat. I thought someone else would be taking over Steven's duties while he was gone.

"Shelly?" Leslie said.

"Yes, I do," I quickly answered.

"Good, Yunis will be taking your place for those two weeks, and I will help with anything that comes up that you can't handle," Leslie nodded. "Good?"

"Yes ma'am," I smiled.

For the next two weeks, I was on Steven like white on rice. I listened to or read every call and email to make sure I was ready for what was to come.

Steven was a good teacher. He taught me what I needed to know and how to do everything. He didn't hold back any information, and if I asked a question, he explained the answer clearly. I felt he truly wanted me to learn how to do the job.

"Ready?" Leslie asked when Steven took his vacation.

"Yes," I smiled.

~ ~ ~~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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THAT WAS FOUR YEARS ago. Since then, many things have changed. Steven and I still work for the same company, but we no longer live and work in New York. The company expanded shortly after the merger, and we were asked to take over the L.A. branch.

Moving from New York to L.A. was a significant change for me. I was born and raised in New York. I had gotten used to the cold and everything else.

Living in California was a big culture shock, as was everything that came with it.

Also, I had got a promotion, I was now a Director, and Steven had become a partner, not that he acted like one.

"Yes, we arrived late at the airport," I tried to tell one of the many clients that we now oversaw. "We are looking into the next flight out to Beijing now."

I was lying; I had gotten to the airport on time. Steven was nowhere to be seen, and I called his phone many times.

"I am so sorry," I had learned to speak fluent Chinese as well as other languages. Luckily for me, our middle person spoke English. "Tell them as soon as we get a flight out, I will let you know."

I hung up the cell phone and punched the key code to get onto Steven's property. I was so tired of making excuses for Steven and his lack of purpose.

Since we moved out here, he had gotten a big head and thought he could do nothing wrong. It was a daily chore to cover for him.

I walked around the large pool, which was filled with inflatable toys and rafts. I saw string bikinis laid out on the edge of the pool.

I entered the alarm code. "Of course he didn't even arm it last night," I shook my head.

I opened the door without even using my key. Steven had given me the spare the moment he bought this expensive house.

Liquor bottles, as well as many other bottles and food items, were everywhere, and I had to step over some people to get to Steven's room.

I took a deep breath as I saw two bleach-blonde bimbos with Steven in the bed. Their giant silicone tits pointed to the ceiling as they slept.

"Wake up!" I yelled.

The two blondes jumped out of bed as they saw me staring at them. Steven stirred after I emptied some of the liquor that was on the bedside table all over his face.

"What!" he said as he turned back over.

"We have that meeting in China, remember!" I said, lifting the large mattress.

"You go," Steven said. "Tell them I have the flu or something."

"They talked to you yesterday," I reminded him.

"Oh," Steven stared at me. "Right!"

"Yeah," I stared back at him. "Shit we are late," he sat up.

"No, you are," I said as he got out of bed.

Some people would be ashamed or embarrassed to see their boss get out of bed naked and head for the shower, but this had become a regular thing for me.

While he was in the shower, I got his clothes ready and emptied the house of all the partygoers. I was glad that all of them were in their twenties. Steven had already gained a reputation with the local police department for loud parties; I didn't want him to add to it.

"Did you get us another flight?" Steven asked as he got in my vehicle.

"Of course I did, someone has to be the responsible one," I replied sarcastically.

"The party got out of hand, but I will be fine," Steven said.

I used to look at this man with so much respect and admiration, but now I hated him for everything I had. Steven wasn't the same man as before; money had changed him into a little man-child.

Steven wanted to party all the time and hang out with adults half his age. Some said it was a midlife crisis, but I knew better. Steven wasn't in the middle of a crisis. He was trying to relive his early years.

He had just turned forty-nine, and to look younger, he had gotten hair plugs, dyed his hair, and had surgery. Steven was always throwing wild, lavish parties, and many of the guests were in their late teens to mid or late twenties.

While he was doing that, he was throwing me under the bus for things not getting done or projects behind schedule. He never took responsibility for his actions.

Leslie, who had also got a promotion and was now the head of this L.A. branch, told me to document everything I had started to do, including this debacle. I took pictures of me inside the airport on time, pictures
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