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Chapter One

 


Lexy

“Are you nervous about your interview?” my
best friend Talia asked as I put a clip in my hair to hold it
back.

“No. Maybe a little.”

“I’m sure you’ll do fine. Good luck.” She
plopped on the couch, took a swig of her coffee before opening up
her laptop.

Talia has been my best friend since
graduating college. She was advertising for a roommate, and thank
God we got along so well. While I’m more reserved, she’s more
outgoing. Where I’m a brunette, she has short blonde hair.

“Thanks.” I grabbed a coffee to go and
headed for downtown. City traffic was always the worst. And
parking, forget about it. And we are not going to talk about how
many times I’ve had a minor accident. My car insurance bill was
through the roof. If I had my way I’d work right in our little town
we lived in, because you can walk everywhere you need to go. But
with the degree I have, it’s better to travel to the city for
work.

It took me approximately thirty minutes to
get to the city, and parking took another ten minutes. Fortunately,
I was still early. Exiting the car, I looked up at the tall
building that housed Closed Doors Media. I wondered how many floors
the building had. The company was a fairly new start up so I was
hoping my business degree would help land me a position within the
social media team.

Once inside the fancy lobby, I spotted the
elevator to the right and stepped inside before the doors
closed.

Bodies covered every square inch of the
small space. “Eighteenth floor, please.” A man pushed the floor
button for me. “Thanks.” I looked up and met a pair of gorgeous
hazel eyes. They were so light. Then it hit me.

“Grant Whitlock?”

He looked at me with amusement. “Lexy.” He
pressed a finger on his chin. “Lexy Cavallon.”

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry about Blake. He’s a dick.”

I felt my cheeks heat and faced the shiny
metal door. People pushed and shoved their way out. Rude
much?

“Well, I’m sorry about Harley,” I shrugged,
offering a sympathetic glance.

“They can run off and get married for all I
care. It’s a good thing we found out now.”

“Yeah.”

We stepped off the same floor.

“Are you interviewing for a position at
Closed Doors Media?” Grant was gorgeous. He’s so tall, I had to
crane my neck to look at him.

I paused. “Wait. Is this your new
start-up?”

He beamed with pride. “It is.”

I turned back to him. “Human Resources?”

“It’s that way, you can’t miss it.”

I turned to walk in the direction he pointed
out, and I grinned to myself.

“Hey, Lexy.”

I turned to face Grant again. “Yeah?”

“Good luck,” he offered a thumbs up.

“Thank you.” I headed down the hall until I
found the door that read Human Resources. I took a long deep
breath before entering the room. I needed this job, and I hoped
they would be impressed enough to hire me. The job market wasn’t
the best right now. So, finding something in my field was slim.

“You must be Alexia Cavallon.” An older
woman held her hand out to shake mine.

“I am. Call me Lexy. I hope I’m not too
early.”

“I’d rather you be early than late,” she
chuckled. “Shall we?” She motioned as I followed her to a small
conference room. Sitting across from her, I handed her my manila
folder that had my resumé in it. She took the file and looked at
it.

Taking her glasses off, she leaned back in
her chair. “Tell me how you would be a good fit.”

“I think I could be a great asset. I
specialize in media marketing. I’ve helped a few companies gain
notoriety during my internships because social media is so popular.
Marketing the company on social media platforms is a great way to
get followers, especially if you put some form of content online.
Everything is digital these days because everyone has a phone in
their hand. You only have a few short seconds to gain that person’s
attention and get them to follow you.”

“Sounds like you know your stuff. But why
Closed Doors Media? There are so many companies in this city. Ones
that are already up and running, and making a name for
themselves.”

“It seems like a good start up company and I
like the work values, and it turns out, I know Grant from
college.”

 


She chuckled again. “When can you
start?”

“I can start tomorrow,” I offered.

“Great. We’ll do the paperwork tomorrow when
you come in. Let me get Jonathan to give you the tour. He’s
great.”

“Thank you so much.”

Five minutes later, Jonathan appeared with
an excited look. “Jonathan, this is Lexy, she’ll be working in the
marketing department. Can you give her a tour and show her where
her desk is?”

“Absolutely.”

I stood, thanking the woman again, and
followed Jonathan out the door.

“Thank god you’re here,” he told me, and
took my arm in his as we walked. “Finally, someone is hired for
marketing. It’s been hectic trying to keep up with everything.”

“So, am I the only one doing marketing?”

“Yes. The company only needs one person.
It’ll keep you busy enough. Oh, and Grant might ask you to do small
secretarial tasks as well. Too bad he doesn’t bat for my team
because I’d hit that and then some. You know what I’m saying?”

I had to laugh. Jonathan obviously didn’t
know that I knew Grant. And he’s right, Grant was hot, so I
couldn’t argue with that.

Jonathan flashed a wink. “So, this is your
desk area. You are directly in front of Grant’s office, I’m here
next to you. There’s Julie, Holly, and Amari,” he introduced
everyone. “This is Lexy Cavallon. She’s the new marketing
person.”

“Welcome.” Julie offered a welcoming
smile.

“Nice to meet you,” Holly offered.

Amari only offered a small wave, barely
looking away from her computer. But I got it. It was busy.

“What do you do?” I asked Jonathan.

“Advertising. You and I can work together
sometimes.”

“Awesome.”

“Yeah. You can decorate your desk however
you want.”

I nodded. “Of course. I only collect small
lighthouse figurines and read books.”

“What’s your favorite book?” We stopped and
talked at my desk.

“It’s called The Bronze Horseman
Trilogy by Paulina Simons. I’ve re-read it several times.”

He looked pleased. “Great. I might have to
check it out. We can do book swaps.”

“I would love that. My own reading
buddy.”

Jonathan bumped my hip with his. “I have a
feeling we are gonna be very good friends. Well, let me show you
the break room and where the cafeteria is.”

“There’s a cafeteria in this place?” I never
worked anywhere there was a cafeteria.

“Yes, the food is decent for something
quick. It’s best for breakfast. But if you’re busy and need
something in a pinch, it’s not bad. But the microwaves in the
breakroom are horrible. No one cleans up after themselves. And I’m
like, do you live like this at home.”

“Ugh,” I groaned. Looked like it’s cold
lunches or cafeteria food then.

“This is the breakroom,” he announced. The
small room had a soda vending machine, a snack vending machine, two
refrigerators and two microwaves as well as an array of
coffees.

“Now, the perk here is the coffee is
free.”

“Free? I love free.”

“Same.”

We walked down a long hall and took the
elevator two floors down. “Here’s the cafeteria.”

It was a large space. Reminded me of a
hospital cafeteria. “Nice. Thank you so much for showing me
around.”

“Anytime. Give me your phone,” he
instructed.

I handed him my phone, and he punched some
numbers in it. “You can reach me if you need anything or want to
chat about anything. Now we’re besties,” he threw an arm over my
shoulder as we headed back up to the office to gather my
things.

“Guess I’ll see you tomorrow,” I told
Jonathan.

“Have a good rest of your day.”

“You, too.”

I headed back out to my car. It was June, so
we were on the start of summer.

I arrived home, and Talia was putting some
baked goods on the counter. She was in the process of possibly
opening up her own bakery. She’s either in the kitchen baking, or
looking for the perfect location. “Hey. How’d it go?”

“It went so good, they offered me the job on
the spot.”

“That’s amazing, Lexy. Now you have your big
girl job. No more internships.”

“Thank God for that.”

“We will have to celebrate this
weekend.”

“Yes, that sounds like fun!”
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