
        
            [image: cover]
        


[image: tmp_fb7e87494ad048ce4728b90b0345fdb5_Pf8lAQ_html_m33f656ab.jpg]

 



 


[image: tmp_fb7e87494ad048ce4728b90b0345fdb5_Pf8lAQ_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published by Evernight Publishing at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2014 Daisy
Philips

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77130-873-1

 


Cover Artist: Sour Cherry Designs

 


Editor: Melissa Hosack

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 


 



 


DEDICATION

 


To everyone who wished they had their very own
"Bad Teacher"!







BAD TEACHER

 


Dave and Lida, 3

 


Daisy Philips

 


Copyright © 2014

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


“How badly do you want the promotion?”

“What? Sorry?” Dave McKenna looked at his instructor, Lida
Lawrence, an outside consultant brought in especially to teach this
course for managers who were on the executive track at his company.
He and the other managers in his division had just completed a six
week training course, and the instructor had handed back their test
results. He had done very well. Better than anyone else, in fact.
Eighty-seven percent. That was an A in anyone’s book. He was
pleased. But now everyone else had been allowed to leave except
him. He might be an adult, but being asked to stay after class by
the teacher was making his stomach churn just like he was back in
grade school and Miss Martindale was explaining to his parents how
he’d stuck gum in the long blonde hair of a girl he’d
liked.

There
were no parents involved this time. No, the stakes were higher. His
career.

“Please take a seat up front, Mr. McKenna. I’d like to talk to
you about the course and your prospects with this
organization.

“I don’t understand, I passed.”

“Yes, you passed the written work. You have the best test
score in your company, but it’s your classroom performance I have
questions with.

“I’m sorry. Did I do something wrong?”

“See, there it is again. You are a very nice man, Mr.
McKenna.”

“Why does everyone say that like it’s a bad thing? I’m nice.
What’s wrong with being nice, Miss Lawrence?”

“Nothing in day to day life. In fact, it’s a great trait in a
husband, boyfriend, father, or a friend. However, it’s not the most
desirable trait for an executive. You’ve heard the saying, I’m
sure. Nice guys finish
last?

“You know the material, but I don’t get that killer instinct
from you. You are kind and thoughtful, and, yes, smart. But do you
have what it takes to be an executive with this
company?”

“I think I do. I know I do. What’s wrong with being a nice
guy? You make it sound like a character flaw.” He paused. “You
aren’t talking about doing something unethical, are you? I won’t
violate either the company Code of Conduct or the law.”

“Don’t worry, Mr. McKenna. I’m not asking about anything like
that. What I want to see from you, though, is proof you will go all
out, balls to the wall, so to speak, for this organization. Nothing
wrong with being a nice guy, as long as you don’t let people walk
all over you. I need proof you won’t let anything stand in your way
from getting the job done. You’ll do whatever is asked of you
without question…within the bounds of the law and the Code of
Conduct, of course.”

“That goes without saying!” Dave felt indignant. Was she
questioning his commitment to the company? “I’ve worked here for
fifteen years. Haven’t I proven myself already?”

“Actually, Mr. McKenna, you haven’t or you’d be a Vice
President already.”

Dave sat
back in his chair. This did not sound good, not at all.

“Miss Lawrence, I want this job, this promotion so badly I
can’t tell you how much. I’ve worked my ass off, doing unpaid
overtime, taking this course, studying, basically giving up all my
free time to prove myself. I don’t know what else I can do to show
you I’m the right man for the job.”

“The Senior Vice President has asked me for my opinion. There
are never any guarantees in this world, but he’ll probably go with
my recommendation, which is due Monday. I’ll tell you what, Mr.
McKenna, I’m willing to give you some private lessons this weekend.
This will give you the chance to prove to me you’ll do
anything, and I do mean
anything, to show just how much you want
this job.”

“I’ll do whatever it takes!”

“Are you sure you really mean that? I will test you in ways
you can’t imagine. I’ll push your limits, humiliate you, make you
do things you never thought you’d ever do.”

“And if I pass your test?”

“Then I’ll recommend you for the job.”

“Fine. Do your damnedest!”

“I was hoping you’d say that. One other thing. You are a
single man, aren’t you, Mr. McKenna?”

“Yeah, sure. With these hours, I don’t even have a
cat.”

“Excellent. There’s no one who might object to this private
testing session in my home. Here’s my address. You’ll present
yourself at my door at nine a.m. and the training session will last
until nine p.m. Sunday.”

“Sunday?”

“You have a problem with that, Mr. McKenna?”

Hell
yeah he had an objection to this, but he wasn’t going to say
anything. He’d worked so damned hard for the last year for this
promotion. This was the last hurdle. He wasn’t going to blow it. No
matter how bizarre the request.

 


* * *
*

 


Lida watched Dave walk out the door. He’d been confused and a
little offended by her comments. That was only to be expected.
He was a nice
guy. He also had the potential to be a damned fine Vice President.
She just had to bring out the inner beast in him.

Leaning
back in her chair, she smiled. She was a teacher. She had taught at
a great many Fortune 500 companies. Most of her training was pretty
conventional. Half day courses. Full week courses. Some like the
one she’d just taught had an exam at the end. Many did
not.

But she
also did other private coaching. Most people weren’t aware of this
sideline. She was brought in to bring out the best in an up and
coming executive. Her methods were extremely unconventional and
some might say crossed a line. But at the end of the day, she got
results and that’s what corporate America wanted.

Of course, she didn’t do it out of altruism. She was
extremely well paid for putting these potentials, as they were generally
called, through their paces. She’d prod and push and either they’d
have their breakthrough or they wouldn’t. If they failed to come
through, then they were usually quietly asked to move on. Failures
were rare, though. She did her homework. She didn’t accept any
student she didn’t think she could help.

She had
a ninety percent success rate. A number of up and coming corporate
stars in a number of important companies owed their success to her.
And they often showed her their gratitude by sending the next round
of potentials to her. She was the best.

She
picked up the file on the desk. It was Dave McKenna’s file. She
opened the cover. Inside was a photo taken a couple years ago, most
likely when he’d received his last promotion. He sported short
sandy hair and was looking uncomfortably at the camera, an
uncertain smile on his face. In person, he was much better looking
than his photo showed. He was tall, over six feet, and in decent
shape. In fact, he looked like what he was, a former athlete who’d
spent too many years behind a desk. He clearly tried to keep in
shape, but was getting just a bit soft around the
middle.

He was
thirty-six and had been with the company for fifteen years. He had
come to them right out of college and had risen steadily through
the ranks. He was smart, kind, and his staff loved him. He was a
good people manager. But he’d never shown the killer instincts
needed for the executive suite. In fact, he often let people walk
all over him. He submitted to their authority instead of asserting
his own.

She had already decided what he needed to help him make that
breakthrough. Or not. He needed Bad
Teacher. She was going to push him like
he’d never been pushed before. She’d make him crawl. She’d
humiliate him. She’d take advantage of him. And either he’d learn
to stand up for himself and push back, or he wouldn’t. She was
betting he’d live up to her expectations. She had a soft spot for
the handsome Mr. McKenna.

She
really hoped he’d be one of her success stories.


Chapter Two

 


Dave
pulled into Lida’s driveway on Saturday morning. Her home wasn’t
what he expected. It was a typical suburban house with a yard and a
two car garage. He’d been expecting a chic condo or maybe an
industrial loft, not this respectable family oriented neighborhood.
He wondered if she was married. He only saw one car, a slow slung
sporty one which was about what he expected. She didn’t wear a
wedding ring, but that didn’t mean anything.

He
checked his watch. He was ten minutes early and he wasn’t going in
until he absolutely had to. Did he want the promotion badly enough
to…? Hell. That was the problem. He didn’t know what she expected
him to do. Was this some kind of private coaching session? Bring
out his inner whatever? He had absolutely no idea what she
expected. And what the hell kind of session lasted for thirty-six
hours straight?

He’d
gone to his boss and Mr. Wallace had assured him that although her
methods were controversial and unconventional, they worked. And
then he’d said something that had shocked Dave and given him
something to think about.

“I’m a success graduate of her personal coaching program. I
know you’ll be confused and probably offended and possible afraid
of what she wants you to do, but she knows what she’s doing. I
could give you the names of more than a dozen successful graduates
of
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