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Driven

As I fix the noose of a necktie around my
throat I contemplate just how much I hate my boss.

“Sanders – habla espanol?” he asked this
morning.

“Un poco.” He looked at me like the idiot
that he is. “Not really,” I clarified.

Drawing an oversized paw through greasy
hair, “good. They asked for Spanish, this should piss them off.
What the fuck they think this is?”

“Um, what about Sanchez?” I complain, “he
speaks Spanish.”

“Duh!” spitting all over his own chin. “My
point exactly. I don’t run a freaking translation service, maybe
this way they’ll figure that out! I picked your pain in the ass
because you pissed me off calling out earlier this week!” There’s
no point arguing once he gets on a roll, all happy with himself. I
back out the door giving him the finger before he can start with
the immigration bullshit, like a guy named Polanski is native.

Anyway. Yep. He purposely sent my barely
speaks Spanish ass to an assignment that requested someone who
speaks it. Right now I need this job, so say what? I’ll just shrug,
bat my pretty eyes, blame it on the front office.


“They make a lot of mistakes – ” I explain
to the fancy blonde about to step into the car, who doesn’t seem
all that Latina.

“How,” she sniffs in lily white English, “am
I supposed to practice for Spain, if you don’t speak Spanish? And a
woman, no less. Is that supposed to make me feel safe?”

Right, her trip to Spain. “No lo se,” I
shrug, just to mess with her.

Her pretty blue eyes widen, “oh! So you
do?”

“Un poco,” I tilt my hand back and forth,
“but I can drive,” place my hands on the steering wheel thinking,
‘you know, like what you really hired me for?’

The woman looks at me in the rearview
mirror. Knowing the boss doesn’t care, I look right back. “Take off
your glasses.” Her voice is firm, she is used to telling people
what to do. I guess it’s part of my job? I usually work bodies,
personal security, but today part of my punishment is driving the
ice princess. Slowly tipping my sunglasses down, I keep my eyes
just below the mirror. “Are you mocking me?” she demands.

Quickly looking up, “no. A small joke, but I
didn’t mean to mock.” It’s true, I wanted to tweak her a little,
but not all the way to insult.

A long look, then a sigh. “If I have them
remove you it will be at least half an hour to get someone else,
I’m sure.” Can’t quite figure her age. She seems older, but it
might be the clothes, attitude. “Fine,” she finally says, “if you
think you can behave.”

Hm… Afraid of what I might say, remembering
the money, I push up my glasses, nod. “Where to?”

I drive her to an old school fancy
restaurant with lots of dark wood where I sit at the bar drinking
coffee for 2 hours while she eats with another woman. Once in a
while I glance in the bar mirror. She is attractive - tall, nice
body, good walk, blonde, bright blue eyes. A model maybe? Excellent
posture. I probably should have read the call sheet this morning,
it may have said. The woman she met is also good looking. Well
dressed, reserved. Money attracts money.

I see her gathering pocket book, scarf. As
both personal security and driver I need to stay in the area with
her. It’s not ‘1 on 1’ as we call it, meaning stay right on top of
the client, yet be close by if anything should happen. Unlikely,
she doesn’t look dangerous to anything but a boutique. Eh, it’s a
job. She does not acknowledge me as she sweeps by. I find her
standing outside the car door - apparently I am meant to open it?
Waiting until I am very near reaching for the handle, “did they not
get this part right at the front office either – or are you just
bad at your job?” Well this is shaping up to be a day.

I see a great deal of the city driving her
to meetings, events, and finally dinner. The mood does not shift
much even though I manage to ‘behave’, I think.

While I hold the door at the last stop she
is saying, “you can go, I am meeting my husband - won’t need a ride
home – ” as her heel catches in the storm drain when she puts her
foot down. I catch a wrist, instinctively put the other arm around
her waist to hold her up.

“One minute,” I say, leaning her back
against the car, kneel down. Supporting her calf I lift her leg,
rest her shoeless foot on mine as I carefully wriggle the red-soled
shoe out of the heavy metal trap. Luckily it’s not a cloth heel.
There is a tiny scrape but my lip balm blends it in pretty well, a
neat trick I learned from an ex. Reaching up I steady her before
gently raising the ankle so she can step into the shoe now beside
the grate, help her stand up straight.

Staying slightly behind, I keep a hand on
her waist to make sure she gets up on the sidewalk. The woman from
breakfast steps forward to take her friend’s fingers, looks me
over, “I might need to get me one of those,” she winks.

They click away laughing, or whatever you
call that high pitched trill wealthy people seem to let out – as
though laughing is too common so they need to dress it up.

Either way I am glad to be done with this
gig. She wasn’t especially difficult after our initial go round,
but she wasn’t particularly nice either.


Next morning slime ball slithers into the
break room. “Sanders, repeat,” hands me a call sheet.

“What?”

“Yah,” bearing grimy crooked teeth in his
version of a smile, “call back from yesterday. Weird as that is.” I
scan the sheet looking for the mistake. “Ten percent bonus from the
direct request.”

“What?” Apparently that’s my only word
today.

“Yah, princess requested you.”

I was about to say no before he mentioned
the bonus. “Ten percent all day?”

Nod. “Whole thing, whatever hours you book
today, add ten percent.” Shit, princess it is.


Wheeling the black SUV in front of her swank
apartment building I can see her in the lobby. After a minute I
surmise I am meant to go get her. Even as I push back the heavy
glass doors she does not move. Sigh. When I arrive behind her she
finally looks up and walks to the doors, which I then have to scoot
around and open for her. I get a side glance from behind her large
designer sunglasses when she brushes past.

“Morning,” I mumble, as we arrive at the car
door.

Fully turning her head, “you’ve forgotten
everything since just yesterday?”

Ah. She requested me to torture me, now I
get it. “Not at all,” I pause a few seconds opening the door,
“ma’m,” guessing she’ll hate it since she is fairly young. Already
in motion to sit down she can’t do or say much in return. I look
away as I close the door. “Where to?” I ask brightly as I slide
into the driver’s seat.

Nothing. Eventually glance in the mirror to
find her looking back. A good few seconds later she says, “I am
going to observe a photo shoot, I will need you to stand with me.”
Nodding, we are off to the address.

Today is a bit chilly. She of course is
prepared, dressed to be outdoors. For me it’s just the charcoal
suit, my uniform of sorts. As she sits in the chair some fawning
young man provided for her, I am off to the side, freezing.

Ten minutes in she flutters her hand up and
down, calling me closer. Stepping beside, facing her, at least my
back is now to the biting breeze. “Yes?”

As she looks up at me I try not to notice
how well-formed her face is, or her near perfect lips. She shifts
her attention forward toward the shoot. “I never got to thank you
for the help yesterday, with the shoe.” Her tone implies that’s why
she called me back.

Surprised, but staying cool, “a note to the
front office would have done.”

A glance, “you described them so poorly, how
could I trust them to pass on my appreciation?”

Is she teasing me? “I see.” That’s it, she
doesn’t say another word, or send me away. I stand beside her chair
like the well-trained watch dog that I am, if a slightly frosty
one.


When we are back in the car she suggests an
address for lunch.

As we step into a nice, hip, shiny kind of
spot I arc toward my usual waiting area. “Why do you automatically
head for the bar?”

“Close, but not too close. If it’s not a 1
on 1 assignment, I just need to keep an eye out. So I pick a place
where I can watch, but at a reasonable distance.”

Lowering her shades to glance over them,
those blue eyes sparkle, “you like to watch?”

“I get paid to watch.”

There is a slight curve to her lips, but far
less than a smile. “Clever.” Half a beat later, “today I think I’ll
join you.” Surprised, I look over. “I’m not meeting anyone and I
wonder what it’s like, watching.”

Making sure she sits at the corner,
protected. “If you are over here, there’s no one to watch.”

Settling herself she gazes around the room,
“then we’ll pick someone. You can show me how it’s done.” I have no
idea what to make of all this. She nods to the far corner where an
older man and a young woman sit together, asks, “boss? Affair?”

“No,” I shake my head. “She’s too far away -
sitting back, comfortable, bored almost. Maybe father
daughter.”

“Hm.”

Scanning the room I raise my eyebrows toward
the back. “That’s an affair.” A man and woman in suits sit a
reasonable distance apart, but their legs under the table are
angled together.

“Why not just co-workers?”

“They’re both wearing rings, but sitting
apart, only their legs are touching. If they were married to each
other they would sit closer. Plain co-workers wouldn’t rub
ankles.”

Awkward laugh, “so you are good at your
job.”

“I don’t usually do personal services – ” I
regret the words the instant they hit the air. I had meant only to
clarify why I might be a little clumsy with doors and
etiquette.

“Really?” she smirks. “What then are the
limitations of your talents?” Saved by the bartender, I avoid the
question. I can’t imagine she is flirting, I think she just wants
to torture someone. Ordering two bourbons she directs one to be set
in front of me. “Please,” she waves a hand, diamonds sparkling, “I
insist.”

Drinking on the job is generally frowned
upon, but this one, I’ll take my chances. “Thank you.”

“No - thank you.” For a slight moment she
seems human, smiles, “for the catch, the shoe, all of it” clicking
glasses.

I take a sip, she swallows hers whole.
“Impressive – ” the word is out before I can think about whether
it’s a good idea to say it.

“Everyone has a past darling,” sly grin,
smoky voice from the amber liquid, heat still lingering in the back
of her throat. She orders two more. Eyes wandering the room again,
“who’s the richest person here?”

“You?”

Unable to suppress a smile, “other than
that.”

Studying the room I see a woman in
Louboutins, perfectly fit jeans, silk blouse, excellent make up, a
single gold chain with diamond Fleur de Lis hanging from it. She is
relaxed, reading a book while eating. I nod her direction, “purple
silk blouse.”

Observing, “why?”

“Super high end restaurant, but she’s
dressed down. Still expensive clothes though. Louboutins because
she likes them, not to show off. Very comfortable here. Doesn’t
give a shit about reading a book, or what anyone thinks about it.
Hasn’t looked up to see who might be watching her. Simple gold
necklace, even though she could probably buy out Tiffany’s.”

Blinking agreement, “keen observations. And
you are most likely right. She is married to a tech investor after
growing up in one of the most sought after houses in the Hamptons.”
Catching my curious look, “I am maybe a little richer, but I can’t
say for certain.”

“Why don’t you have staff then?” A question
that’s been on my mind for two days.

“I do,” sipping her drink.

Of course she offers no more, makes me ask.
“Then why?” open palm extended.

“Yesterday and part of today are for a
reason I’m not interested in disclosing. The rest of today was for
fun, and to thank you. I felt bad that I didn’t say anything after
your help.”

“A note really would have done – ” I try
again, only because things don’t entirely add up.

Finishing her drink, “I
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