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I walk into the job interview with a blonde bombshell sitting at the helm of the desk. She’s everything I ever wanted in a woman all rolled up in a fiest petite package. Large chest, I’m guessing D or double Ds. She’s not afraid to show it with the amount of cleavage peeking through her opened blouse. Bright blue eyes peer at me as she thumbs through my file. I gave her a three page resume about how awesome I am in following directions and how strong I am to carry my fair share of the load. It’s a joke with my brothers because I struck out in college. I was going for a business degree. Half way through the first year in taking the boring basics that I could never see needing in the kind of life I wanted to live.

Construction was a consideration. I mean, sure, I can pick up and hammer and nail the best of boards, if I wanted to work outside every day. It would be okay in the fall, winter, and spring, but not in the summer. I can’t handle heat or humidity. Oscar knew I was looking for a job that would give me more cushion anyway. I am the low man on his construction team.

“Thomas, boy, your best bet would be to run your own construction team,” Oscar said one evening over a beer.

I nodded. “Yes, sir. But right now I don’t have the wherewithal to start something like that.”

“You need a cushy joy.” Oscar is a big man with a loud booming voice and enjoys his beer and cigars. He likes making jokes out of everything. I enjoy working for him, just not the heat of the summer. Summers in Atlanta are too hot and too humid.

Alicia Peters runs the event planning business. Her perfectly arched brow rests above her eyes as she scans my resume. Silently, I’m pleading, “Pick me. Pick me.”

“So, Thomas, you work for Oscar Calhoun right now. Do you not like his construction business?” she asks. She’s all business-like, so prim and proper.

“Well, I do like it. Oscar’s a fine boss. I guess I want to go in a different direction. While I enjoy construction and I’m not afraid of hard work, I don’t like the constant beaming of the sun and the heat and humidity.”

“Some events I do are out in the sun,” she says, her brows remaining lifted.

“And I realize that. It’s okay to do when needed, but not every day. I’ve checked your portfolio. You do many indoor events too.”

“Oh, you did your homework. Tell me, Thomas, how could you add value to my team?”

Wow, she’s a stickler. Like I better dot my i’s and cross my t’s or else. “I am a hard worker. I know how to do construction and clean up. I’m strong and able to lift heavy objects. Plus I enjoy the physical work, as you can see, I’m very fit and able. I want to work at a different pace, and even planning just seems like the best next step for me and my career.”

She smiles. “It’s nice to hear you view this as a career move. You don’t have any formal education.” She snaps my file shut and peers at me.

“And I have half a year of basics in college. I learned early on I didn’t need a degree to follow my heart and do what I want to do. I want a job in construction. I want a job where my employer will respect me and appreciate my hard work.”

“Do you feel Oscar doesn’t respect and appreciate you?”

“Oh, I know he does. He’s a great boss. He realizes I’m ready to move on in my career and he’s encouraged me to find what I want. I have the mad skills, and the want to, that’s why I’m sitting here in front of you, offering you what I have and what you need.” I’m rather proud of my choice of words.

She nods, amused too. “Okay, let’s talk about salary. Generally, when putting on an event, we have about 10 hours prior to prep the area for the big event. Then the event happens, I stick close in case something goes awry so I can fix it. Then once the event is done, we take down and clean up. Again, that can take anywhere from 10 to 12 hours. It’s long, hard days on days of work. I only work my crew on days when needed. Often I’ll have back to back events, and once we set up one in one place, we’ll go to the other to set up. Some events only last hours, like a wedding. Others may last days or a week, like a conference. It all depends. I offer perks for all, it helps my business thrive. Do you have any questions so far?”

I lean forward, wondering what her lips would taste like. “If you don’t have events back to back, does that mean your team will have much down time, like days off?”

“Are you hoping for a lot of down time, days off?” She sneers at me.

“No, ma’am. I’m not. I’m more concerned about not having work. I mean, if you tell me that your back to back is very rare, I’ll need to stick with Oscar or look elsewhere. I need full time employment, or at least most of the time being full time.”

She smiles, liking my answer. “You are smart. I make sure I pay my team well, so when the off-season hits and we don’t have back to back events, they are okay financially. If it looks like it will be a month or longer, I encourage them to file for unemployment. Do you know how many times that has happened in the past three years of me doing this business? I bought it when I was 24 from a lady who retired. She kept it busy and I built it even bigger since then.”

She’s 27. Good to know. Two years older than me. A cougar. Roar. “How many times?”

“Once. Just once. It was during the winter and a particularly bad flu season. My clients rescheduled for spring. It was a two month stretch. Did it hurt? Yes, a little, but we lived through it.”

I smile and nod. “Good to know. Unemployment during downtimes like that should be sufficient,” I say.

“Are you still interested?” Her brow lifts?

“Are you hiring me?”

She scribbles on a sheet of paper and slides it across the desk. I take a look, and it lists my salary and benefits.  Hourly, actually, and health insurance and even retirement.

“You have to work for me for 5 years to get the retirement package. I’ll start putting funds in now though.”

“Smart way to keep workers.” I smile.

“I have to do something. I like having a loyal team and incentive to keep them in place seems to work. The last one we lost had a back injury which put him on disability. I’m not saying this isn’t physical labor. You know that, having come from construction.”

I beam at her. Not only is she a bombshell, she’s my boss now. Something kinky about that. Her hand extends.

“Come to my warehouse at 8 am tomorrow. We’re starting a new event, a big one.” She shakes my hand.

“Thank you, Ms. Peters.”

“It’s okay, you can call me Alicia, if I can call you Thomas?”

“Oh, that’s perfectly fine. Thank you for the option.”

Her smile lights her otherwise very serious face. “I like to be on a first name basis. I don’t want those to view me as the cruel boss in stilettos.”

I wouldn’t mind viewing her in stilettos. “Of course not.”

Alicia is all business the next morning. She’s shouting orders to everyone. When I approach she smiles.

“Thomas, good. Everyone,” she shouts as she snaps her fingers. “This is Thomas, now each of you introduce yourselves to him. He’s the newest member of our team.”

After a dozen hellos, I manage to step next to Alicia. She’s pouring over a clipboard. “Thomas, yes, there’s a backdrop still in the package. Load it onto the truck. Once at the convocation center, it will be your job to piece it together. Check on the instructions for tools you will need and grab those from the shelves over there.” She points and turns her attention elsewhere.

I happily grab what I need, ecstatic she’s giving something to just me. It gives me value and shows her trust in my ability. The word is grueling, albeit inside. The
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