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	Chapter One

	Downtown Manhattan

	Gibson & Taylor Tech Group
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	I exhaled deeply…
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	as I looked at the stacks of files on my desk. I wanted to be here like I wanted to have a root canal at that exact moment; but I was a new hire, so they took it upon themselves to shit on me at least three times a week. 

	I’ve come to find that the corporate world, isn’t exactly what I’d imagined it to be, and regretted taking this job for the last eight fucking months. And catty, back-stabbing assholes didn’t even cover most of the people who worked here, with the exception of a select few. 

	My name is Emilia Etonia Sofia Montenegro, yeah, a mouthful I know. Most of my friends just call me Millie, not that I actually have any of those here. I’m thirty-three years old, from California, and on the whole, I guess my life is okay. 

	That felt a little like Bring It On… Anyway, I don’t have any childhood traumas, my parents were basically computer nerds, and I was raised in a happy quiet home. If my parents weren’t reading, then they were engaging me in thoughtful conversations about the world at large. 

	I graduated as valedictorian from California Academy of Mathematics and Science in Carson, CA, and knew I wanted something different from west coast life. So, I decided to move to New York city after graduation, and I’ve been here ever since. I could lie and say that I remain in New York because I love it, there was no city better than Manhattan, or it makes me happy to live here, but that would be a bald-faced lie. I pretty much remain, because to return home at this point would make me feel like a failure, and quite frankly, I don’t want to live in Cali anymore. 

	I’m currently looking at Maine. However, there aren’t many people who look like me there, so that gives me trepidations. But I knew, that in my heart of hearts, this would be my last year in New York city. The drab crazy weather, the natural disasters, the train, just the dreary attitude of most people in New York, was something my soul could no longer take, and I knew this needed to be it for me. My only problem, was being able to save enough money to actually make that move to somewhere else, which is why I put up with this fucking job. 

	I sulked as I looked out the glass doors into the outer employee pool, and the fact that they snickered, pretty much cemented that the eight stacks of files was done on purpose. I sometimes hated these fucking people with a white-hot passion. But then again, maybe the word “hate,’ is too strong a word. My mama taught me better than that, but then they do shit like giving me eight stacks of files at the last minute, which could have been given to me throughout the week so it could be done over a period of time, not all at once. 

	Now, I would need to stay to finish them, most likely not being able to leave until late tonight. So, in my spirit, that word hate moves to loathes. By rights, I wasn’t even supposed to be here. I have a master’s in computer science, was at this amazing little company that helped not only minorities, but the planet, and was into helping with restorative justice. 

	It was like a dream job to me. I got the job on my second year out of college, and never imagined they’d hire someone like me being as green as I was. I’d actually worked for several of their offices, hopping from office to office, so I never felt stifled. It was the best job ever for me, and I nearly skipped to work Monday through Friday. I was there for eight-years and swore I would never do anything else career-wise but that in my life ever again. Unfortunately, the funding finally dried up and this year I as well as at least twenty other people were laid off, so it’s pretty much how I got here. 

	And even with that, I probably could have worked for National Defense or something after being laid off, especially with my computer skills, but I just felt like that was a little too governmental intrusive, so I decided to go with this firm instead. 

	And wouldn’t you know it, there was some kind of mix up the day I got hired, literally summing up my entire existence in New York City. Anyway, at the time I really needed a job, they were hiring due to that mix up; so, I simply took the job no questions asked.

	And on the whole, most of the people here seemed agreeable. I didn’t really have any problems that I knew of with the office pool, and they all seemed to welcome me when I first began working here. That is all, except that bitch Jessica Cutler.  She and what I like to call her little bitch crew factually made it their point in life it seemed, to make mine miserable. I pushed my glasses up with my middle finger, hoping they got my message, then stared angrily at them some more. 

	I swear if that word loathes once more were to be applied to anything in my life right now, it would be to Jessica. I fucking hated her, and I’m not just talking about disliking her, I mean if it were at all possible to get away with; I’d put her body somewhere no one would ever find it. I scowled at them for a second time, hoping once more that they got my message. One of these days when I took over this fucking company, and was fucking CEO, they would remember this exact moment. I thought, grinning to myself as I imagined the Pinky in his lab-coat egging on the Brain. 

	And with that image, I turned and began setting my things upon my desk for the day. I placed my coffee cup in front of me, then turned to hit my pandora on my office kindle.  Were it not for music, I was sure I’d have been arrested for murder by now. And as Tyla’s Water seeped into the office; I sighed and closed my eyes taking a deep breath. I shook myself, then set out to get to work. Something caught my peripheral, and I looked up to see my boss pass my office, then exhaled deeply with serious want; thinking that this fricken song was saying exactly what I wanted from him. 

	Gillian Taylor was supa dupa fine, smart, and utterly a nice guy. Or at least he seemed like he was from the few interactions I’d had since I began working here. But I knew from the start that he would never in a million years look my way. C’mon I was plain Jane Millie, the one most people easily forgot unless their computers were on the fritz. 

	They only recognized me when they needed to upload files over 150GB or needed data retrieval. I didn’t really care what they thought about me personally most times, at least when that bitch Jessica wasn’t around. Shoot, I was a proud ALerd (Afro-Latina Nerd), so it was only fitting that my degrees would either be in education, or computer systems. I’d chosen the latter, and on average I was a happy camper and loved what I do.

	Just the technology that we were moving into in the twenty-first century amazed me on the regular, and I definitely wanted to be a part of it. However, it was campy jobs like this that sometimes made me want to rethink my life choices. And just like life and society outside of work, most offices like society have caste systems, hierarchy, and the beautiful people who seem to imagine their shit doesn’t stink. Or it’s their lot in life to shit on those of us who don’t measure up to the bullshit people like them that continue to perpetuate this on the world. 

	I just wished that people would mind their fucking business and worry about themselves. On the whole, I’d been working for GTT for eight-months now, and if I were to gage it minus that bitch Jessica; I was happy with my work. I loved both my bosses, and many of the people in the office were decent folk if you could keep them away from Jessica. 

	I noticed early on that whenever she was around, people began to act out of character doing things that they were later embarrassed by, and never would have imagined themselves doing in a million years. So, the normal decent folk like me avoided her at all costs. I had often wondered if she were a damned witch, or maybe she had something on one of the bosses. I know most people don’t believe in witches and such, and most times I don’t either; but it just makes no sense to me that she can literally get people to be mean, hateful, and act out of character like she does. 

	Not to mention get away with the shit that she does because it literally boarders on work harassment; and reminds me of that tired ass triad from Mean Girls. 

	But then again, maybe she’s just the fucking devil, and Jeffery Fagen and Clarissa Clark were merely her demons. I exhaled deeply as I looked out on the office pool once more, then drew another large stack of accounts towards me. So, back to me. I’d taken the IT’s job without any thought, but mostly because at the time I had no choice like I said. NYC rent didn’t play, and we New Yorkers do a lot of shit we don’t want to do…to make sure we have a place to live and food to eat. 

	New York City is factually the most expensive place to live in the United States, with Manhattan starting out as fricken number one. Out of the 8.5 million people like me who call New York City home, we have about one-point-seven million people living in Manhattan alone, so you can see now why I deadass hate the train, the station, and Times Square. 

	Now, take that one-point-seven million, then compound that with people from the outer boroughs as well as tourist; and you can see now why NYC is so got damned crowded. And we won’t even begin with how much the cost-of-living index in Manhattan is compared to the national average. It is empirically two-hundred-thirty-seven – point-eight percent higher than the national average anywhere! Everything costs more in New York City, from groceries, to public transportation, to housing. 

	Which is why I was so saddened when many of the neighborhood Bodegas in my area shut down during the Pandemic and didn’t reopen, because they were figuratively the bread of life for many. Shit, the median cost of homes in the five boroughs of New York is about even hundred seventy-six thousand, nine hundred forty-six, compared with a national median of Three hundred fifty-five thousand, eight hundred fifty-two! 

	Thus, again can you not see why maybe New Yorkers are angry on the regular. But as of July two-thousand-twenty, the city’s unemployment was six-point-six percent, a slight increase from the previous month and a drop from July two-thousand-twenty-one unemployment rate of ten-point-one percent; yet they still expect us to pay thousands of dollars in rent, and hundreds of dollars a week in groceries, while the state is employing fucking Robotic dogs! 

	The fuck outta here, seriously!

	She living outside her mind! 

	Therefore, I guess Frank was right, if you can make it here you can factually fucking make it anywhere. Anyway, as far as this job, like I said there had been some kind of glitch, they’d hired James the same day as they did me for the same spot, and of course it went to James. I know that sounded a bit bitter, but I promise you I have a legitimate reason to feel that way.

	Especially because he wasn’t any more qualified than I was, but he’d gone to MIT. To me, that was pretty much a sure win, not to mention he was a Caucasian male on top of it. Nevertheless, the owners felt so bad, that they’d offered me a data processing job, and at the time since I’d just been laid off from my dream job; it was pretty much a no brainer or starve. 

	I accepted the job, and here I was nearly nine-months later seriously contemplating why I remained here. I knew this was a pitstop for me, the problem was I’d stopped-full-stop, imagining that I could make a career here; but the everyday shit was often times too much to swallow. Jessica Cutler was a sociopathic bitch who imagined that it was her lot in life to traumatize me and those like me at least five-days a week, so my only options moving forward were to kick her fucking ass or move on to something new. 

	And for the fact that it wasn’t like the dream job I’d been let go from; the moving on part was easy because I couldn’t care any less about the people here. I exhaled noisily for a third time as I looked out over the employee pool once more. Although I didn’t go to MIT, I did attend NYU so, I had seriously marketable skills and degrees as well. Equally, that move on would be easy if I simply put my mind to it after nearly nine months.

	 


I hate these people

	We should totally Just stab Caesar!
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	As I finished…

	[image: Image] inputting the last of the data from the second to the last stack, I looked up from my computer, then scowled as I saw Jessica pass my office with a grin. She and her companion Jeffery looked my way, she whispered something to him, and they cackled in laughter as they passed my office. 

	I just knew she’d said something about me. 

	See my point, Jessica was a bitch, plain and simple. She was a part of the supposed elite of this office, since she’d been hired longer than any of us; when the company was still a start-up. I stared at them both, they laughed some more, when I realized that the office was breaking for lunch. I groaned, turned in my chair, then reached for my lunch bag under my desk. I’d barely had time this morning to make a proper lunch; so, I knew it was trash. I groaned for a second time as I looked in the bag, because it was either make something quick or miss the train. And since it was overcast and rain was predicted, I was attempting to get to work before said rain began. 

	Here in New York City, you carry an umbrella, gloves, scarf, and a beanie at the same time constantly, because you never know what this crazy ass weather will be. Like yesterday, it was a lovely fifty-seven degrees and sunny, and today it’s thirty degrees, overcast and rain was predicted.

	And if the temperatures drew lower, then we may actually have the first snow of the season, and I was dreading that!  Most days I simply stayed in for lunch anyway despite the changes in weather. One…I didn’t really have the money to spend like that for lunch; especially since I was an hourly employee right now whereas most of the people here were salary. 

	I worked in the World Trade Center, or what we call Freedom Tower now, so more importantly I didn’t want to spend twenty fucking bucks on lunch Monday through Friday! That made no earthly fricken sense to me, when I could just pack my lunch and maybe treat myself on Fridays. 

	Shit, I could save that twenty dollars a day five times a week and get a damn hedge fund or something! And two, how could I go out with bullshit like Jessica and her people. Or the fact that it always seemed that I had more work to do than anyone else in the fucking office. So, all of the above kept me annoyed and pissed off on the regular, and I figured it was probably better for my health and theirs that I remained in my office. I breathed out deeply for a fourth time as I saw my bosses pass my office. I guess one of the basic perks here that I did look forward to each day was the fact that I did have my own office, and I didn’t need to sit in the cubicles like the rest of the office, including that bitch, Jessica. I smirked a bit at that. Felicity waved, and I smiled slightly as I waved back. She opened my door, her tanned face lit up with a big smile.

	“Hey you, did you get your invite?,” she asked, when I looked up surprised.

	“Invite?,” I countered confused.

	“Yes, to this year’s Summer Faerie Ball?,” she said excitedly, when I shook my head no now even more confused.

	“You’re kidding right? And no, it never came my way,” I sent back, when it was her turn to frown.

	“Really, Jessica has the invitations. That’s totally weird. Well, anywho, I’ll email it to you after lunch,” she said walking towards the door, and I simply nodded, then waved as she walked out my office waving. Jessica was a gaping cunt who thought me homespun and weird, so why would she give me an invitation. Its why I hated this fucking place, but genuine people like Felicity were the reason that I stayed. 

	But it was eight and a half -months overdue, and I would begin my search anew starting tomorrow. 

	No job was worth the stress, and the overall shit that I had to put up with daily from sociopaths like Jessica and her crew. I growled, opened my bland tuna fish sandwich, then got back to work if I wanted to leave the office at five like everyone else.

	 


Four-Hours Later
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	I moaned… 
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	my relief when I saw that I was on the last file. I looked up when my computer pinged as the email message popped up. I clicked it, then breathed out deeply as I saw that it was the invite Felicity said that she would send me. It was the full fledge event, and an actual fricken summer ball! 

	Who does this! 

	It was taking place on July twenty-seventh. I absently looked at my office calendar then groaning out loud for a second time. It was already July first and I literally had twenty-six days to prepare myself for it if I truly wanted to go. 

	I wasn’t even sure if it was worth it. 

	I looked up from my calendar just as my main boss Gillian Taylor passed my office. He smiled, and my breath caught as he reached for the door handle, then factually walked into my office. I attempted to calm my racing heart, least it shot from my chest.

	“Hey Emilia, did you get the invite? Felicity said something about a mix-up, and you not receiving one?,” he asked smiling wide as he walked further into my office, and I swallowed hard. Here was the love of my life standing in my office factually speaking to me!

	“Ummm…ah…yes I did and thank you,” I stammered, and he smiled.

	“No prob, I would hate not to have one of our best employees not attend, you deserve it,” he smiled for a second time, when I nodded as I smiled slightly too. 

	That was basically all he would ever see me as. 

	He waved, then walked towards my office door.

	“Don’t forget to save a dance for me Millie,” he winked, and my mouth dropped as he walked out my office. It took me several moments to realize that he was asking me to dance with him at the ball, and if ever I was completely giddy in my life it was at that exact moment. I felt amazing inside, even if he’d simply been polite. 

	He was mind-blowing! 

	Six-one, blonde hair cropped on the sides, longer on the top, magnificent ocean blue eyes, two-days scruff on his face, and a body that he maintained well. 

	He was literally every woman at the offices’ wet dream. Just his voice alone sent tingles up my spine. I inhaled deeply, then got back to work. I looked up several moments later to find Jessica glaring at me. I grinned slightly, then glowered right back as she walked into my office without even knocking, something she only did to stack more files on my desk.

	“Give it up ole Millie, you are so not his type. You’d need an entire make-over to even get a real hello from him,” she laughed, her brown face etched in glee, and I just looked at her like she was stupid. There was no point in responding, or engaging, because if I did, I would have to kick her ass, and I wasn’t about to lose my job just yet. At least not until I had a replacement. For now, I simply ignored her like I did daily going back to my work. 

	She huffed up, then left my office dramatically and I chuckled to myself. I immediately saw her speaking with her little circle, and they laughed hysterically at something she said, then all looked my way. I ignored them as well, concentrating on my work for the next three-hours.

	When I finally looked up once more, it was ten till five. I exhaled noisily, rose, then began to shut my office down for the day completely exhausted for some reason. I glanced up as Helen Farley from financial walked into my office with a smirk. I narrowed my eyes at the stack of files in her hands as she placed them on my desk then. 

	“HR needs them by eight-am,” she sang deceptively, gave me a sickly-sweet smile, tossed her blond locks, then walked out my office; I swear with a snicker right up to Jessica and her crew. I watched them chortle among themselves and knew as of that moment I would look for a new job every fucking day from now on. They walked towards the elevators laughing hard as Jessica cantered to them in an animated fashion, me supposing that she was mimicking me. 

	I growled, jerked my chair out, then rebooted my computer as I threw myself into my chair hating this fucking job even more now. They shouldn’t be allowed to treat people like that, but I was a new hire, so if I went to HR it would only serve to make me look paranoid. 

	But fuck, I would be here for the next two hours! While my computer rebooted, I saw the entire fourth floor staff walk towards the elevators. Felicity waved, I gave her a slight wave, half of the office lights went off, and I griped once more. I jerked off my coat, threw down my briefcase, then kicked off my shoes. As my computer booted, I took the bun from my hair, removed my glasses, then massaged my aching scalp.

	My eyes were closed, and for some reason I didn’t hear my office door open, until I heard the gasp. I ran my fingers through my hair drawing it back from my face, when my eyes grew large due to the fact that my boss was standing in my office wide eyed and open mouthed himself. 

	“Sir?,” I squeaked, surged up from my desk, caught my hair, then quickly wound it back up and into the bun my face scarlet. Thank God, I hadn’t taken off my bra like I normally do when the office is empty. He cleared his throat, gave me a weird look, then walked further into my office.

	“I’m…I’m surprised that you’re still here Emilia?,” he said walking further in, and I smiled slightly.

	“I’m always the last to leave sir,” I stated, pulled my chair out, then sat back down as my computer was finally done rebooting, and I placed my glasses on my face. I looked up surprised as he pulled the chair out across from me, then took a seat.

	“Surely, you have someone waiting at home for you Millie,” he chuckled, and my mouth dropped. It was my turn to clear my throat, and I shook my head no.

	“Just Gus, my cat,” I said chuckling myself, then looked at the computer screen.

	“Humm,” was all he said, when I looked at him. I’d never seen that smile before. “I’ll leave you to it then. Don’t stay too long, I’d hate to have my favorite employee burned out,” he smiled, then winked on his way out my office.

	 


Chapter Two

	Could he have really

	Just done that!
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	“Oh my… 

	[image: Image] God!” I sighed as he walked towards the elevators. 

	He was even more amazing than I’d imagined. 

	“If Only…I had a Fairy God Mother!,” I moaned once more with want, inhaled deeply, then shook my head with a laugh as I began my work once more. 

	I finally shut my computer down for good at seven-forty-five pm, closed my office, then walked towards the elevators; never noticing the strange array of colors that swirled around my office.

	 


Prospect Park

	Brooklyn New York
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	I whimpered …
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	as I walked into my apartment kicking off my drenched shoes, because unfortunately said rain caught me outside, bitch. Crazy enough, it had been seventy-five-degrees two days ago, which was a record for January. We hadn’t had a day like that since nineteen-seventy-five, like forty-five-years ago!

	And the part that continues to bother me the most, is the fact that people in America, continue to deny that the world is broken, from our country’s political system to the Earth that we walk on. And for the people who continue to say there is no such thing as Global Warming…yea my ass. I complained to myself as I hung up my coat, contemplating my job once more. 

	I seriously needed to look for a new job, but when shit like what happened with my boss in my office today occurs, it makes me want to stay, hoping that I had even a miniscule of a chance at attaining him. 

	As I walked through my living room, I wished for a second time for some kind of fricken Fairy God Mother. Not even to like make Gillian fall in love with me, I didn’t want that. It would then be forced, and not cool at all. I just wanted him to at least see the true me. I looked towards the balcony, then chuckled as Fitz looked my way, then decided to ignore me in favor of the pigeons seated on the balcony across from us. I just prayed he had the good sense not to jump after them. I walked on then towards my bedroom once more fantasizing about my boss.

	No, I looked nothing like Jessica and her cronies, but I was an amazing person. I wasn’t ugly, I just didn’t look like them. I didn’t wear makeup; I wasn’t fashionably put together as if I’d just stepped from TikTok shop like them either; but it was more of the why when I could just be myself. As well…it saved me the headache each morning as I readied myself for work. I dressed in what best fit my body type and office appropriate, what more could one ask for; something not one of them did. 

	They each dressed as if they just stepped from the club or were simply lounging around their house all day I supposed as I backtracked towards the living room once more. 

	As I passed the kitchen, I realized that I was starving, jerked out a chicken breast from the freezer, then walked it over to the microwave to defrost it. I then backtracked for a second time heading to my bedroom for a shower and a change of clothes.
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