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I like to think of myself as a man of distinguished tastes. My older brothers often accused me of being a sissy because of the way I acted. Kurt even came out as asked me the last time we visited.

“Victor, little brother, tell me. Have you come out of the closet yet?”

I laughed. “No, dude, I’m straight.”

He shakes his head. He’s a football coach, and very into fitness. While I’m fit, I’m not into sports like he is. He grabs my hand.

“You freaking wear nail polish,” he says.

“Just because I have manicured hands doesn’t mean I’m into dudes. I have refined tastes,” I say.

“Until I see you actually on a woman, I won’t believe it.” 

I can’t help what Kurt thinks and it’s okay. I head to work, the youngest CEO of Speldin Corporation. At 28, I’ve worked my MBA ass off climbing the latter and finally being appointed the top dog. It helps that I own 52% of the company’s holdings too. 

Speldin makes motherboards and hard drives. We stay on top of our game, keeping abreast of the latest technologies. Our computer lab is top notch. Every product we manufacture is better than the last and we strive to create better than the competition. 

I’ve worked in this spot for three weeks, with Mr. Cauley’s old assistant. Mrs. Davies, though a nice lady, doesn’t have the energy to keep up with me. She finally hands in her resignation and retires. We throw her a giant retirement party, give her a gold watch and  a nice retirement bonus of $10,000. She leaves happy.

I return to work with a stack of resumes on my desk. I’m on the lookout for a new administrative assistant. I need the perfect one that will match my energy and enthusiasm.

The first two are duds. Too drab, too dull. Personalities and all. The next is a pleasantly plump lady, who looks like a heart attack waiting to happen. She has good references and credentials. I keep her in the maybe pile, but I have my doubts her energy will keep up with me. 

Three more interviewees and I just feel they aren’t my match. Then in walks Jaylie Peterson. Gorgeous, sleek black hair pulled into a professional updo. Dark eyes with smoky lashes that have no end. The navy business suit rests playfully above her knees revealing long slender legs and spiked pumps. She gives me a confident smile as I have her sit in front of my desk.

“Jaylie,” I say. According to her resume, she’s 25 and single.

“What are you looking for in future plans? Are you engaged? Will you be starting a family?”

“If I say yes, will it move me a peg down?” She grins.

“Well, not really. We don’t discriminate. It just helps to know your future plans. If you tell me you’re in college and aiming for a career that’s not in the assistance position, I’ll be looking elsewhere. I need an assistant who views this as his or her career and will be willing to stick with the job and grow accordingly. I’m high energy. I’ll likely be a high maintenance boss. I need someone who’s not afraid to stand toe to toe with me if I truly need it. And I need, no, I demand respect at the same time.”

Nothing I say surprises her. She keeps her gaze steady, a smile stretching across her face. “Then you’ve met your assistant. When do I start?”

I laugh. “I need to go through the next level of interviews, to be fair to all who have made the cut. But I will say, you’re on top now,” I say.

She rises. “Then it’s a pleasure meeting you Mr. Fielding.”

“You may call me Victor. I’m modern enough to allow first names,” I say.

“Touche. I’m Jaylie. Remember me,” she says and lifts her brow.

Oh, how I love her confidence. And true to my word, I hold the interviews for nearly two dozen more men and women. After the initial interviews, I have a pile of eight. I called a meeting with the VP and the CFO. We all agree, Jaylie it is.

“Jaylie, Victor here. Letting you know, you made the cut. Out of the second level, you are still on top. At this point, I’d like to offer you the position. You can come in for the follow-up where we’ll discuss salary and benefits and then if you’re still interested, you can fill out paperwork as my assistant,” I say.

“Joy. I’ll be there,” she says.

Her confidence never wanes as we discuss salary and benefits. She agrees to the terms and fills out the paperwork.

“Monday morning, fresh and early. I expect business casual, professional. Manicured, and combed,” I say and grin.

“Of course. Same,” she says as her eyes travel over my body.

Jaylie matches my energy perfectly. She doesn’t flinch when I correct her. She stands up to me when I need it. To me, it’s the perfect match. 

“Jaylie, would you like to accompany me to a luncheon? It’s the business luncheon of the Chamber of Commerce,” I say.

“I’d love to. Is it at the China Tradition Restaurant?”

“Yes, how very perceptive of you.”

“It’s the most formal place in town with a conference room,” Jaylie says.

“Yes, and good food to boot.”

The business luncheon commences. A buffet style table lines the wall, while we mingle and chat for a few minutes before we eat. Jaylie stands in confidence with the others, making quite an impression.

Finally, we sit with our food and listen as various speakers talk about what’s going on in the city. It doesn’t give much of an opportunity for us to get to know each other personally, which was my intention. 

On the drive back to the office, I notice her legs, long and shapely. She smiles at me, and lifts her brow, catching me gawking.

“Thank you for coming to lunch with me. I suspect there will be more luncheons and possibly even dinners and cocktail parties you’ll need to attend in the future,” I say.

“I’m single, so I’m at your disposal,” she says.

Friday, I make a reservation at the steak house in town for lunch. They serve a mighty crowd and only those with reservations get in. It’s a chance I take. Worst case, I’ll dine alone.

“Jaylie, I have reservations at the steak house in town. Would you like to join me for lunch?”

She grins. She’s not the giggling type. “That’s mighty presumptive of you assuming I have no life and will be happy to have lunch with you on the spur of the moment like that,” she says. 






I chuckle. “Is that a yes?”

“Yes, it is.”

Once again, she’s sitting beside me in my luxury car as I drive her across town to the steak house. Royal Grills is always full. The line snakes around outside, people hungry and wanting a table.

I grab Jaylie’s hand and we head to the front of the line. “Reservations for two. Victor Fielding,” I say.

“Ah, yes. Mr. Fielding, right this way,” the host says.

“Wow. Talk about good treatment. It helps to be someone in this place,” Jaylie says, making a pertinent observation.

Once seated at the small table, we view the menus. Nothing under $25 on it, even just a house salad is $26.99. Jaylie isn’t shy and orders an 8 ounce ribeye with a baked potato, a house salad, and fresh hot rolls.

I order the 12 ounce ribeye and the same. I even order two glasses of red wine.

“We’re on a business lunch.” Jaylie’s eyes widened at me.

“If one glass of wine makes you drunk, then perhaps we need to reconsider your position as my assistant,” I say smartly.

She laughs. “Good point. I can hold my liquor. But I don’t make it a habit to drink during the day.”

“Neither do I. But their house wine is exquisite and while I’m here I’ll enjoy a glass with a pretty lady,” I say.

I take the last bite of the steak and dab my mouth with the napkin. My plate is empty as is my wine glass. We drank ice water after the wine.

“What do you do in your spare time?” I ask.

“Does it really matter?”

I laugh. “No, of course not. I’m just trying to get to know you better,” I say.

“Well then, you first. What do you like to do in your spare time?”

I grin. “Sailing. I learned how five years ago. I go out two or three times a month.”

“Sailing. Interesting. I’ve never been,” she says.

“Perhaps you can accompany me the next time I go,” I say.

“I would like that.”

“And what do you like to do?”

“Hmmm, I enjoy riding horses. I go horseback riding on the trails around, maybe twice a month. I also enjoy target shooting. I just renewed my membership at the shooting club,” she says and sips her water.

“Interesting. I enjoy shooting guns.”

“Then you should check it out with me sometime.” She grins. “What else do you like to do, the times when you’re not sailing. I’m one ahead of you, by the way,” she says and snickers.

“I enjoy visiting the botanical gardens. I attend art festivals and museum exhibits. When I’m really in the mood, I’ll go out to dinner theater, or buy off broadway tickets,” I say.

She nods. “Yeah, I tagged you as a man of the fine arts. Men like you with manicured hands don’t care to get dirty,” she says.

Oh no, there it is again. Another jab at my feminine qualities. “I assure you, I’m every bit as manly as the next guy. And I only like women,” I say.

She laughs. “I didn’t think you didn
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