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Eileen

Eileen rushed out of her house as if someone were chasing her. The truth was, no one was... except the clock. And maybe life itself. Her red hair fluttered like a flag of chaos as she tied her shoelaces on the run, mumbling something vaguely resembling an apology directed at the universe.

It wasn’t the first time she’d left the house without breakfast, but today was special: her first day at a new job. She’d landed a position as a graphic designer at an advertising agency after an interview where, according to Magda (the woman who’d interviewed her), “the boss was really impressed with your portfolio...”

With her stomach protesting and her soul begging for caffeine, she made a lightning-quick stop at a corner coffee shop. She emerged triumphant, coffee in one hand and a chocolate muffin in the other, as if she’d conquered the world’s fastest breakfast.

“Coffee first, then the world,” she muttered as she slipped into her little red car, which smelled like vanilla, accumulated stress, and the cheap perfume of a pine-shaped air freshener.

When she arrived at the company building, she barely stopped the car before dashing toward the elevators. In her rush, she didn’t see the man coming from the opposite end of the lobby. And then it happened: the impact.

PLOP!

The coffee flew. Literally. Like an aromatic missile, it slammed straight into the stranger’s chest, soaking his white shirt, his suit, his tie, and—miraculously—even a bit of his nose.

Eileen staggered, but the man grabbed her firmly by the arms before she ended up sprawled on the floor. His hands were large, warm, and held her with a steadiness that unsettled her as much as the entire encounter.

She looked up and found herself staring into a searing gaze: deep, intense green eyes, brimming with barely contained fury, like a storm about to break. They stared at her with a mix of disbelief and annoyance, as if she’d just crashed head-on into his perfectly ordered world.

The man was tall, imposing, his back straight, and carried himself like someone used to being listened to. His dark, smooth skin contrasted sharply with the white shirt now ruined by coffee. And that combination—the warm tone of his skin paired with those hypnotic green eyes—had a dangerously attractive effect.

He wore his hair short and curly, and his features were so defined they looked hand-carved: high cheekbones, strong jawline, straight nose, full and well-shaped lips. He seemed like he’d stepped out of a fashion magazine... a magazine that, at that moment, urgently needed an industrial laundry. Or maybe a new logo, she thought absurdly, as her brain slowly melted under that murderous stare.

“I’m so sorry, sir...” Eileen tried, with a nervous smile.

He said nothing. He just stared at her. Wet. Stained.

With the noble instinct to make everything worse, she started wiping his face with her hand, believing she was “cleaning him up.” Because nothing says I’m sorry like smearing coffee on a stranger’s face with your bare palm.

“What on earth are you doing?!” he roared, grabbing her by the wrists. “Are you insane or what’s wrong with you?!”

“I’m trying to help!” Eileen blurted out, as if it were obvious that scrubbing coffee into someone’s face was a heroic act.

“Help?! You’ve ruined my shirt, my tie, and my dignity! Don’t you look where you’re going? Are you always this clumsy, or is today extra special?”

Eileen pursed her lips, offended.

“Hey, it’s not that big of a deal...” she muttered, bending down to pick up her muffin from the floor.

“Not that big of a deal?! I’m soaked!”

“I said I’m sorry!” she shot back, standing up. “But you’re kind of sensitive... you’re like expired vinegar from last year!”

He blinked.

“Vinegar... what?”

“Exactly! Expired vinegar from last year. Sour, intense, and with a natural scent of I can’t stand you.”

“You are insolent!”

“And you’re an asparagus in a tie, Mr. Sourpuss.”

“You’re completely out of your mind!”

“And you’re an ogre! You won’t accept my apology, you’re yelling at me, and you’re insulting me. Well, you want the truth? You totally deserved to end up soaked.”

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me!”

“This isn’t funny at all!”

“No! What’s not funny is your permanent Monday face.”

“Immature!”

“Rude!”

“Disrespectful!”

“Repressed fighting bull!”

He opened his mouth, scandalized, but Eileen was already marching off: muffin in hand and chin held high, as if she’d just won an award for stylish chaos.

She still couldn’t believe what had just happened. And that was saying something for someone with a master’s degree in awkward situations.

How was it possible that a man so handsome could be so grumpy?

It just went to show: you can’t judge a book by its cover... or by its perfectly pressed shirt.

“I hope I never see you again!” she shouted over her shoulder just as the elevator doors were closing.

And so, amid creative insults and the lingering aroma of spilled cappuccino, Eileen headed off to her new job... completely unaware of what awaited her a few floors up.
Sebastian

The alarm went off at exactly 5:30 a.m., just like every morning. Sebastian opened his eyes without needing to stretch or curse the fact that it was Monday. He didn’t hate it. He didn’t love it either. It was simply another day.

As usual, he started the morning with a workout routine he followed almost religiously. It helped him stay focused, kept things in order. It was his way of reminding both his body and his mind who was in charge.

After training, he showered and got dressed with the precision of a Swiss watch: crisp white shirt, dark gray trousers, polished shoes, the same wristwatch he wore every Monday for years. He applied a bit of cream to his short, curly hair and styled it carefully.

He poured himself a coffee he no longer enjoyed. It had been a while since things had any real flavor. Not the coffee, not the mornings, not the panoramic view from the twenty-second floor. Everything had become functional. Practical. Quietly automatic. Like him.

As he sipped the lukewarm drink, he checked his emails, mentally planning out every segment of the day ahead.

At thirty-four, Sebastian Robertson was the CEO of Axis, one of the most prominent advertising agencies in the city. Not because he had dreamed of it or wanted it with all his heart, but because someone had to take the reins when his father suddenly retired due to health issues. And that “someone,” as so often in his life, had been him.

Since then, his world had become all about work, reports, meetings, indecisive clients, and employees who talked too loudly. A perfectly calculated routine. Unshakable.

And that was fine. The controlled chaos of work was better than the other kind. The personal kind. The kind that started when Jennifer, his fiancée, decided she couldn’t stay in the relationship. That she couldn’t marry someone who had a closer bond with his calendar than with her.

“You work too much,” she had said.

“I work for us,” he’d replied.

But she was already gone.

He couldn’t deny that it hurt, or that he hadn’t fully gotten over it. After all, three years of relationship had gone down the drain. And now his world was predictable, orderly, routine, tasteless. No cracks. No laughter. No surprises.

Until that morning.

He crossed the building’s lobby without looking at anyone, as always. Nodded to the guard, checked a few messages on his phone, and headed for the elevator. He pressed the button with the precision of someone who didn’t have time to waste. Just as the doors were opening, someone bumped into him.

A head of red hair, an enormous tote bag slung over her shoulder, and a cardboard cup that flew through the air in slow motion.

Too late.

The brown liquid landed on his white shirt with brutal accuracy. Dead center on his chest. The kind of coffee that doesn’t just ruin fabric... it ruins mornings too.

Before she could fall, he grabbed her firmly by the arms. And in that instant, their eyes met.

“I’m so sorry, sir...” she said, forcing a slightly shaky smile.

Did she have chocolate on her tooth?

He didn’t answer. He simply stared at her. Intently. As if trying to figure out how this redheaded tornado had managed to crash into his perfectly structured day.

Her mouth was slightly open in shock. Her red hair—clearly natural—fell in a charming mess across her face. Her skin was pale, dusted with an absurd number of freckles, like a whole constellation scattered across her cheeks and nose. She wore little makeup. She wasn’t trying to hide anything. She was, without a doubt, an unusual woman. Chaotic. Surprising.

And, though he’d never say it out loud, also... beautiful. Too much so.

What happened next left him stunned. She began rubbing his face with her hand, trying to wipe the coffee... and only making it worse.

“What on earth are you doing?!” he exclaimed. “Are you insane or what’s wrong with you?!”

“I’m trying to help!” she replied, as if what she was doing made perfect sense.

“Help?! You’ve ruined my shirt, my tie, and my dignity! Don’t you look where you’re going? Are you always this clumsy, or is today extra special?”

Sebastian immediately regretted saying that, but it was too late. What followed was the most ridiculous—and oddly creative—argument he had ever had in his life.

The redhead got offended and started hurling insults at him... pretty imaginative ones. What had she called him?

“Expired vinegar from last year?”

“An asparagus in a tie?”

“A permanent Monday face?”

“A repressed fighting bull?”

Definitely, no one had ever insulted him like that before.

Before he could respond to her last insult, the woman—who just moments earlier had picked up what looked like a squashed chocolate cake from the floor—stepped into the elevator. And just as the doors were closing, she shouted over her shoulder:

“I hope I never see you again!”

It was the first thing they both agreed on. He, too, hoped never to see her again.

He didn’t have time to go home and change. He had a meeting in a few minutes. Fortunately, he kept a change of clothes in his car. He rushed off to get it.

Then he returned to the elevator—the sole witness to the most ridiculous episode of his life—and rode up to the top floor, where his office was located.

He waved a greeting at his secretary. She stared at him in shock when she saw the stains on his clothes. He stepped into his office, headed straight for his private bathroom, changed quickly, and regained at least some shred of dignity. Unfortunately, he still smelled like coffee. There was no time for a shower, but at least he no longer looked like melted chocolate.

He hurried down one floor to enter the conference room. He settled into the main chair and greeted everyone politely, apologizing for being slightly late.

“I had a small incident this morning...” he began to explain.

But he didn’t finish the sentence. He froze.

A few chairs away, sitting upright with a pale face as though she’d just been sentenced to death... was her.

The woman from the elevator. The redhead. The one with the coffee. The one with the bizarre insults.

What in the world was that woman doing there?
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Eileen

Eileen couldn’t believe it.

The asparagus-with-a-tie from the elevator—the very same man she’d drenched in coffee and called expired vinegar from last year, repressed fighting bull, and a few other things she couldn’t quite remember, though she did remember the shame—was now sitting in the main chair at the meeting table.

Her heart skipped a beat.

Was that serious, elegant man, with his permanent frown and perpetual Monday aura... her new boss?

“No way...” she whispered to herself, feeling something cold and sticky trickling down her back. Probably sweat. Or liquid terror.

The air conditioning hummed with a subtle but constant sound. The walls were glass, and the mid-morning sun lit up every corner with uncomfortable clarity. There were no shadows to hide in. Eileen wished with supernatural force for the earth to swallow her whole—or at least for the ceiling to collapse. Nothing too extreme. Just enough to disappear.

He kept staring at her.

Not the way one looks at a person.

He was looking at her the way someone looks at a computer system error: with confusion, irritation, and a hint of panic.

She held his gaze for barely half a second before lowering her eyes to the notebook she clutched like a shield.

He cleared his throat, as though trying to swallow a curse, and spoke firmly.

“All right, let’s start the meeting,” he said, his tone firm and expression unshaken. “For those who don’t know me yet, I’m Sebastian Robertson, general manager of this company.”

He paused briefly, just enough for silence to settle over the room.

“Today, we’re welcoming two new team members,” he continued without changing his expression. “In the role of Community Manager: Richard Lee. Welcome, Richard. Would you like to introduce yourself?”

A tall man with Asian features and an infectious smile jumped up from his seat with enthusiasm.

“Thanks! It’s a pleasure to be here. I’m a fan of creativity, coffee, and memes. I hope to contribute a lot to the team—and learn even more.”

Everyone applauded politely. Even Eileen managed a smile... though she felt like she was about to vomit from nerves.

Then it was her turn.

He looked at her as if it physically pained him to say her name.

“And you must be our new graphic designer.” He glanced at a paper. “Eileen Bauer, right?”

She shot to her feet so fast that her water bottle—thankfully closed—rolled across the table like something out of a suspense movie. It bounced off a clipboard, spun around, and headed straight for the opposite end... finally stopping right in front of him.

Sebastian looked at her. Then at the bottle. Then back at her.

Eileen let out a nervous laugh, took a tiny step forward, grabbed the bottle clumsily, and said, raising her hand as though introducing herself on a kids’ TV show:

“Hi, everyone! I’m Eileen, but you can just call me a ‘walking disaster.’ I’m a graphic designer, chocolate lover, collector of plants that never survive, and in my free time I go on walks with my dog, Jaspi... who, by the way, is way more coordinated than I am.”

A ripple of laughter swept through the room. Even Richard grinned.

Everyone laughed.

Except one.

Him.

He was looking at her as if a bird had flown into the meeting. A loud, completely out-of-place bird.

Eileen sat down, trying not to make any more noise, but her chair creaked like an existential complaint. Oh well.

The meeting continued, but she wasn’t hearing a thing anymore. All she could feel was the heat in her cheeks, the slight tremor in her hands, and a brutal certainty taking root in her chest:

That man wasn’t just her boss...

He was her cosmic punishment.

Would she survive this?

After the meeting, they showed her to her office.

It was modest, yes, but cozy, with a window that let in natural light and a desk practically begging for a couple of plants and an extravagant mug. Eileen was already imagining how she’d decorate it... assuming she didn’t get fired first. Because, let’s be honest, it was a miracle that man hadn’t done it already.

Later, after a lunch she could barely taste because of her nerves, the moment she’d been dreading finally arrived: she had to go to the office of the Unnameable. Yes, with a capital U. Because Sebastian Robertson wanted to explain the new project to her personally—and make his expectations perfectly clear. How thoughtful.

Apparently, Sebastian had a habit of meeting face-to-face with new employees to make sure nothing was misunderstood. Not even a misplaced comma. Eileen, who at that moment would’ve preferred a pleasant chat with a hungry T-Rex, took a deep breath as she climbed the stairs to his office.

She tried to convince herself that the worst was already behind her.

Spoiler alert: it wasn’t.

The hallway was silent, as if even the clocks had gotten nervous. She greeted the secretary—a woman with a kind smile and flawless nails—introduced herself, and mentioned that the boss was expecting her.

“You can go in. He’s free,” the woman said, pointing to the door with a sweetness that Eileen found suspicious. As though she were sending her off to the slaughterhouse with a flower in her hand.

She approached the door, took a deep breath, and knocked so softly it was barely audible. She waited. Nothing. She knocked again, this time a bit louder.

“Come in,” replied that deep, serious voice from inside—the kind of voice that always seemed to come with an unwritten rulebook.

She swallowed hard, turned the handle, and stepped in. The office smelled of freshly brewed coffee, aged leather, and authority. Lots of authority. He was sitting behind a pristine desk, not a single folder out of place, not a pen askew. Not a trace of messy human chaos.

Eileen tried a polite smile, but it froze halfway between friendly and guilty.

He, wearing the same impenetrable expression (the one seemingly factory-installed on his face), gestured toward the chair across from his desk with a curt motion. Not a word. Just a movement. Like a referee authorizing her to play during stoppage time.

And there she was. Sitting in front of the asparagus in a tie.

He was probably about to fire her. No doubt he already had the email drafted and sitting in his drafts folder with the subject line: “Regarding Your Short but Intense Career at This Company...”

The silence between them stretched, heavy and expectant, like a rope about to snap. Eileen felt as though each second in that chair was a tiny test of her patience and her courage. But even though her heart was pounding and her hands were sweating, she was determined not to let fear win. Because if she wanted to survive in this place, she had to prove that, even if the asparagus in a tie was her cosmic punishment, she wasn’t just a passive spectator.

She was ready for battle.

Sebastian

Sebastian still hadn’t recovered from the shock of learning that the redhead now worked at his company. The “walking disaster”—as she herself had brazenly described herself that very morning—was officially his new employee.

Her name was Eileen Bauer. And to top it off, she turned out to be his new graphic designer. A very good one, according to her portfolio. Brilliant, even. Which only puzzled him more. How was it possible that someone so chaotic could produce work so... precise, vibrant, and professional?

He was still flipping through her portfolio with skepticism, trying to find a logical explanation for what he’d just discovered: that this woman, as chaotic as a tornado without GPS, had genuine talent. Her designs were bold, with a distinct visual identity, almost rebellious. It was as if her style never asked permission to enter, but once inside, forced you to look.

He couldn’t understand how someone so disorganized could create with such precision. But there was the evidence, and he couldn’t ignore it.

He sighed. Now he’d have to see her again, much to his dismay. That afternoon he had to do something he usually did with every new employee: a personal chat, without too much formality, to welcome them, get to know them better, answer questions, and make his expectations clear. In theory, a kind and necessary gesture. In practice, with Eileen Bauer... a test of his patience and self-control.

The problem was that, even though he’d showered at midday, the smell of coffee still clung to his skin. And every time he caught a whiff of it, he was back in that scene: Eileen, chaotic, disheveled, lips pursed and that defiant attitude. An image that kept replaying in his head like a catchy song.

It had been a long time since anyone had occupied so much space in his mind. Since he’d met her, he hadn’t been able to get her out of his head. Her sharp comments, her freckles, that red hair that seemed to have a life of its own... Like the aroma of coffee, she’d seeped into his system. Though he couldn’t exactly say it was in a positive way.

A knock on the door snapped him out of his trance. Sebastian, already guessing who it was, quickly sat up straighter.

“Come in,” he said.

First, she peeked her head through the door. Then she stepped in with hesitant steps and closed it behind her. She stopped in front of him, and with a brief gesture, he indicated the chair. She sat without a word, holding a notebook in her hands as if it were a shield.

She was looking at him with a strange mix of nerves and determination. As if she didn’t know whether she was about to be fired or congratulated.

For several seconds, neither of them said anything. Only the hum of the air conditioner and the ticking clock could be heard. She kept glancing up and dropping her gaze again in an almost hypnotic cycle. Until finally, Eileen broke the silence.

“Are you going to fire me?” she asked bluntly.

“Should I?” he shot back, narrowing his eyes.

“That depends on how much you value the state of your shirts.”

A brief silence followed.

“I hope it doesn’t come to that,” he said finally. “But I need to understand who I’ve hired. And you confuse me, Bauer.”

“It’s not intentional,” she replied. “Well... most of the time.”

He placed his hands on the desk, interlacing his fingers.

“I saw your portfolio. Your designs speak with a clarity you don’t show in person.”

“Is that a critique or a coded compliment?” she frowned.

“It’s an observation. Professionally, you’re brilliant. Personally... I’m not sure if you’re a challenge or an accident waiting to happen.”

“And which of those two options do you prefer on your team?”

“The one that doesn’t make me question my sanity before my second coffee of the day.”

Eileen pressed her lips together, as if she was about to say something sarcastic, but held back. Then she spoke more seriously.

“Look... I know I’m not exactly conventional. But I do my job well. And if that’s enough, then here I am. If not... well, I get that not everyone is built for chaos.”

There was a pause. He was watching her, more attentively now. There was a different firmness in her voice, beneath the jokes. A silent conviction.

“We’re not afraid of chaos here,” he said finally. “We just try not to let it run the show.”

She nodded, crossing her legs with a renewed air of defiance.

“So... you’re not going to fire me?”

“No, I’m not going to fire you. But promise me that tomorrow you won’t come in causing a tsunami.”

“How about I promise to bring an umbrella instead?”

He blinked, surprised, then allowed the first genuine smile of the day to break across his face. Not amusement—recognition.

“Seriously,” he added, without changing his tone, “there’s something I want you to start on right away. We’re preparing the new ad campaign for the eco-friendly line. I want something visually clean, honest, not forced. The message needs to be clear even for someone who only glimpses it on a train platform.”

“Oh, perfect,” said Eileen, nodding emphatically. “So... no bears hugging trees, right?”

He raised an eyebrow.

“Preferably not.”

“Great. I had a sketch like that in my notebook, but I’ll save it for my autobiography: Stories of a Graphic Designer in Crisis.”

The comment threw him off just enough to make him smile unintentionally. It wasn’t a professional or polite smile. It was something different, as if his brain hadn’t yet decided whether he was amused, intrigued... or slightly worried.

“I only need you to be organized, punctual, and not set anything on fire,” he added.

“I can’t fully promise the last one. But I can bring my own fire extinguisher. Tiny. Portable. Pink.”

And she said it so seriously that Sebastian couldn’t tell whether she was being sincere or simply refusing to fit into any logical mold.

“Welcome to the team, Bauer.”

She stood up and
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