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        Was it true she’d sell her soul to the devil to get ahead?

      

      

      

      Anna gets a job as a store assistant at the Miami emporium of a well-known fashion designer. Ambitious and attractive, her aim is to move beyond that role. She aspires to become the designer’s personal assistant, and then possibly end up as a designer herself. Her job is only a stepping stone to the life she knows she deserves: one filled with beauty, prestige and glamor. 

      

      She has the drive and tenacity to succeed, and she knows she has the talent. She has no doubt she’ll make it happen, because she’ll do whatever it takes in pursuit of her dreams.

      

      Quinn, an attractive and sophisticated millionaire investor, is a business associate of her boss. Like Anna, Quinn enjoys the finer things in life but he is lonely and has no one to share them with. 

      

      When they meet at the store, he’s powerfully attracted to her, but it’s a chance meeting instead that gives him the opportunity to ask her out.

      

      But will dating this urbane, articulate and charming older man take Anna closer to what she wants, or will it alienate her from her boss and complicate her life?

      

      It doesn’t matter to Anna, because as someone once accurately said, to get what she wants, she’d sell her soul to the devil.
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      “What’s the worst thing anyone has ever said about you?”  Tinsley Taylor looked at Anna over the rim of her glasses. Tinsley’s peachy skin, halo of blond shoulder-length tight curls, and gelled eyebrows didn’t intimidate Anna. However, she did get the feeling that the probing stare was meant to unsettle her.

      Ms. Taylor might be a successful fashion designer in Miami, and several years older than Anna, but she reminded herself that the woman had to start at the beginning herself.

      “Someone once said I’d sell my soul to the devil to get ahead,” she answered, choosing not the worst, but the truest one. She’d not only heard it once, but a handful of times. Anna recognized the statement as an insult, but thought it was fitting. Honestly, she’d never sell her soul to the devil, or even hurt someone else to get what she wanted, but she did have tenacity and for that she wouldn’t apologize. Her determination would be the ladder that got her to her goal

      Anna recalled the first time she’d heard the phrase sell her soul to the devil. She was five and she’d overheard her kindergarten teacher talking to a friend’s mother. The teacher had been talking about Anna in an unkind tone of voice. As a child she’d really wanted her teacher’s admiration but later looking back she could see that Miss Anderson was just a snarky, bitter woman.

      When she got home, she asked her mom what it meant.

      Her mother had pulled Anna into her warm arms, soothing her. “It’s a bit complicated. It’s when someone gets you do something bad, darling, because they give you something nice for doing it.”

      “Like a present?”

      “Yes. Or money.”

      “I wouldn’t want money, but a present would be nice.” Anna had considered it. “So, is it bad when someone says that about me?”

      “Yes. Did someone say it about you?”

      Anna nodded, burying her head into her mom’s hair.

      “Who said it?” Her mother’s grip on her shoulders tightened as Anna told her about the conversation. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. It’s something you shouldn’t have overheard, but adults can be mean sometimes.”

      She’d put the incident out of her mind because even though her mom had explained it, she still didn’t understand the concept of selling her soul to the devil.

      Once she got to the age where she understood what it meant, Anna didn’t care. By that stage of her life, her mother had died in a car accident, and having no other living relatives, the authorities had placed Anna in foster care. Growing up in the system wasn’t easy and by the time she turned twelve life had dealt her more hard knocks than any child should endure.

      Her natural armor and defense against life’s assaults changed her from the sensitive girl she might otherwise have been. Anna became tough, worthy of the early criticism she’d overheard from her teacher. She excelled at enduring hardship and learned to justify the bad things she did as a response to her pain. After a while, she justified nothing, doing what she needed to do to make her way, but her values were well-formed. She hurt no one who didn’t wrong her—or those she cared for—first.

      Whenever she heard the phrase sell your soul to the devil, her mind would take her back to the chat with her mom, her strong and loving arms around Anna. It brought her comfort and made her believe that the qualities the saying embodied were not negative but positive.

      As she entered her teenage years, Anna became streetwise. Not only could she take care of herself, but lying, cheating, and petty theft were things she didn’t shrink from. With an adequate reward within in her sight, she did what she needed to do, justifying her actions and behaviors as being necessary. People who put in the effort should get what they wanted, right?

      As she explained the story to Tinsley, the woman’s professional veneer softened, which is what Anna hoped. She excelled at manipulation—establishing rapport and eliciting  sympathy. Her glossy appearance didn’t hurt. Although she was inexperienced in the fashion industry, she’d done her research and had the look that fashion designers needed. Tinsley Taylor made expensive custom evening gowns for the rich. She’d opened her first store in Miami, and Anna wanted the role of sales assistant.

      Tinsley glanced down at the notes she’d been taking during the interview. She picked up her gold fountain pen and with a flourish scribbled on the crisp white page.  “While you may not have direct experience selling high-end fashion, I think you’d do very well here. You’re articulate, motivated, well-groomed, and attractive. When can you start…?” she checked her notes again, “Anna?”

      “Next week.” It was a lie because she could have started tomorrow. Anna had read much on the Internet about Tinsley’s fashions and her personal life, but she had more homework before she’d be completely prepared. Knowledge was power and she intended to know everything she needed to help her in this job and in her dealings with Tinsley. Where had her boss grown up? What was her personal life like? She needed to know about her business connections, and anything and everything about the fashion industry. If Anna wanted to be part of that world, she needed to be credible. It wasn’t enough for her to be just the shop assistant that Tinsley thought she was hiring. While that would serve Anna well in the beginning, she had higher aspirations. Her goal was to be a personal assistant. Tinsley would then confide in her, invite her to fashion shows and other glamorous events. They would become friends. After that, the sky would be the limit: perhaps Anna could become a fashion designer herself.

      In the next days she researched her boss and the industry, taking frequent breaks to immerse herself in expensive fashion magazines. Anna also used that time to undergo a beauty overhaul which she might not have needed but made her feel disciplined and therefore virtuous. She ate clean, taking in nothing but lean proteins and vegetables with a small amount of fruit. The gym was always one of her favorite hang-out places, but now she exercised as fanatically as an athlete training for the Olympics, further enhancing her slim and statuesque frame. At one of Miami’s best salons, she spent more than what she could afford. Her long black hair was trimmed, and she had a deep-conditioning treatment, a manicure and a pedicure. The part of her overhaul she loved the most was shopping for additions to her wardrobe, capsule pieces that were stylish but not too trendy. Tinsley had mentioned that she offered a generous staff discount for purchases from her collection, but even with the deep markdown they’d still be unaffordable, at least until Anna had two or three pay checks banked.

      Before she knew it, the week was up, and she was ready for her new job. She might have looked movie star on the outside, but on the inside, she was Jenny-from-the-block, faking it to make it.

      She took a deep breath before she walked into the store, pasting a gigantic smile on her face. This role was the stepping stone to the life she felt she deserved. One filled with beauty, prestige and glamor. Working for Tinsley—even as a humble store assistant—people would notice her and doors would open wide.

      Did she have any doubts?

      No. Because if she had to, she’d sell her soul to the devil to make it happen.
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