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You may also enjoy the below audiobook - 

I adjust the tie, a new brand-name silk tie that matches my new trousers. That's right, I'm a big shot now that I've finally received the promotion at work. Six years of college and four years of doing grunt work at the bank finally pays off. Mr. Stell sees my extreme potential in financial investments and moved me to my own office complete with a secretary. Now, I'm a big shot at the bank. People will bow to me as I work with their money in making them richer. I may be cocky as shit, but I know my stuff. I've proven my work in the trials they've given me. I have a right to walk with my nose pointed high. I deserve the pedestal on which I've perched. 

The tie completes the outfit. I'm a good-looking man and I know it. I smile at my reflection and point to myself as I make a clicking sound. I'm so cocky I can't stand myself. I laugh as I leave my condo, the big man making his way to work, entering the bank as a big shot.

When I walk into the break room the people there stand and clap. Mr. Stell, my boss and the president of the bank steps forward. "Sheldon Henderson, our newest financial investor officer," he says.

I grin and lift a brow. Maryellen brings a cake, frosted in white with a big Congratulations Sheldon scripted across the top in purple. Ah, the color of royalty.  

Kellen Fisher hands me a small cup of obligatory punch. Why is it no matter what's going on, if there are a celebration and cake, there's always this odd punch, made of fruit punch and lemon-lime soda? It's not something I particularly like, but it's like we must drink at least one plastic cup of it or it's just not a true celebration.

"Thanks, man," I say and take the cup and slap Kellen on the back.

"Your office is ready. And so is your newly hired secretary," Mr. Stell says.

"Oh? I get my own secretary?" I ask. This is news to me. I figured I'd be sharing in the secretarial pool with all the other loan officers. 

"Of course. All executives do," Mr. Stell says.

Albert Bennington the only other financial investment officer shares the secretarial pool, so this is perplexing. 

"But Albert?"

"Albert is retiring now that we've trained his replacement. He just gave me his resignation of retirement this morning. We're planning a big shindig for him. So, with you, we're starting a whole new chapter. We plan to keep you busy by offering more financial investment opportunities for our customers. You'll need your own secretary," Mr. Stell says.

"I'm excited to meet her then. She is a her, right?" I ask.

Mr. Stell laughs. "Of course. Unless you'd rather have a he?"

"No, a female secretary is just right. Is she pretty?" I ask in a whisper

"Why, Sheldon, you're not sexist about it, are you?" Mr. Stell cocks his head to the side.

"Never. Just that having a pretty secretary is easy on the eyes, know what I mean?" I ask and wink at the man. 

He winces and pulls my arm to the side. "Now, Sheldon, don't be too sexist with her. She's an equal employee of the bank," he says.

"Oh, sir, I know. Absolutely. Just yanking your chain," I say. I don't need my boss thinking I'm a male sexist pig, though I've been called that before by women. 

After we finish the cake and punch Mr. Stell pulls me to the side again. "Sheldon, I'm escorting to your new office as an official welcome to the executive officers."

Of course, I nod and follow the boss man up the winding stairs to the executive offices on the second level. The marble floors gleam our reflection. I love the look of the bank, posh and polished. My office is the first door on the left. The one with the secretarial alcove and then a door that leads to my office. I grin as I have always loved this room. It's newly decorated in bank colors of navy blue and white and black. My secretary isn't at her post yet. Her desk is front and center, my door which is a full-glass door and the wall is glass plate allowing light from the outside, is right behind her desk. Mr. Stell opens my door and lets me enter ahead of him.

I whistle at the opulence of the place. My desk faces the front, the plate glass wall where my secretary sits. Behind it is the vast expanse of plate glass that overlooks the lovely landscaped parking lot and the street beyond. The glass is reflective to those outside, they only see a mirror image of the outdoors. I like that. No one on the street below can see me standing at my window looking down at the world. Perfect. 

My desk is polished to perfection, solid oak and a brand-new computer sits on top. Mr. Stell points to the sticky note on the screen. "This is your temporary passcodes. Change it and keep up with it," he said.

"Yes, sir." I smile as I run my hand over the leather executive chair. Rich leather in deep brown, fitting for an executive like me. 

"Ah, here she is." Mr. Stell waves to the pretty blonde who just walked through the door. She sets her purse on the desk and smiles with a perfect row of teeth. Like a breath of fresh air, she waltzes into my office. Wearing a body-hugging red business suit, she's the perfect picture of a secretary. Her jacket is open, the white silk blouse underneath buttoned low enough for me to peek at the ample cleavage she's hiding. The skirt has a slit in the back and might give me a peep show if she bends just right. Her long shapely legs are accentuated by the spiked heels on her black patent leather pumps. She smiles, her beautiful full lips painted the same shade of red as her outfit. Yes, she will do just nicely.

"Cindy Collins, this is Sheldon Henderson, your new boss," Mr. Stell says.

"Hello, Mr. Henderson," Cindy says. She's professional in the way she holds out her hand for me to shake. I take it with a smile on my face and shake it. Her skin is as soft and delicate as she looks.

"Nice to meet you, Ms. Collins," I say.

"Please, call me Cindy," she says. She's so delightful.

"Please call me Sheldon," I say. I look at Mr. Stell. "That is if it's okay with you?"

"Sheldon, you can have her call you whatever you want. You younger folks are less formal than the old fogies like me. While I prefer Mr. Stell, I'm perfectly fine with you being called by your first name."

I absolutely love my job. Every day I come to work, and Cindy is there, with coffee in hand and ready to do my bidding. She's a take-charge type, very smart, but she knows her place and that's how I prefer it. 

A few weeks in she had taken the liberties to tidy my desk and filed some of my documents. I don't like for anyone to mess with my stuff. "Cindy, where are the files that were on my desk?"

Cindy comes into my office. "You had it in the To Be Filed tray, so I took the liberty of filing it for you," she says and smiles.

"No, you don't do that. From now on you don't touch anything on my desk unless I specifically tell you to," I say. My tone is harsh, and I don't care. She needs to know who's boss here.

"Sir, I placed the tray on your desk just for me to know what needs filing," she says. After sighing heavily, she loses some of the sparkles in her eyes as she speaks. I'm such an asshole, but I can't help it.

"Let me tell you how it's going to be. This is my office. Unless I tell you to file, you don't touch anything on my desk. Got it?" I ask. My brow furrows as I glare at her like she’s a twelve-year-old being taught a lesson.

"Yes, sir," Cindy says. She frowns and turns away, her shoulders slump. I watch her shapely ass behind the navy-blue skirt wiggle as she walks out the door. That’s one thing that keeps me wanting her around, she’s very easy on the eyes.

I need to keep the upper hand on her. I fume over it all morning and come up with a necessary talk with her. I need to exercise my authority.

"Cindy, step in here, please," I bellow. 

She comes running like a good girl. "Yes, sir." She's not smiling.

"A little lesson, a smile goes a long way." I smile at her and she forces a smile back at me. "Good girl. Now, every morning, please come in here and ask me if I have any filing you need to do. I'll let you know then if I do. No more of this assuming because I stick it
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