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I was the by-product of my mother's love affair with a married man in her early twenties. That in and of itself would have been bad enough, but he also happened to be her boss at the time.

She was an accountant in her first year working for the most prestigious accounting firm in the city, Van de Weghe & Associates. Her job was data entry with a few extra duties. Still, as she described, she was only a step or two below the CEO when she was a glorified secretary.

Take these files from here and file them over there, type this into this spreadsheet and be a doll and get us a coffee; why don't you? These were the conversations I imagined her having while employed at V&A.

Her boss, Malcolm, was particularly interested in her early career with the company. He would compliment her figure and tell her how attractive she looked in certain things like blouses with necklines longer than the day was long.

He started their relationship by saying he would be her mentor in the workplace, taking her under his wing and grooming her for success.

It wasn't too soon after his grooming began that they started a love affair that lasted the better part of only a few weeks, ending when my mother told him that one of their numerous late-at-night encounters in the office had resulted in the conception of a little girl that she called Kate. That would be me.

They fought, they made up, they fucked, they fought some more, and then shit hit the fan when his wife found out about them. Mrs Van de Weghe-Knight, daughter of the firm's founder and wife of the heir apparent Malcolm Knight.

Needless to say, once things became public, she was dumped in the relationship and fired from her job, the official reason being that she was 'causing an unfit workplace' and 'acting unprofessional in the work environment'. Comments that she was forced to carry from interview to interview for nearly fifteen months while she looked for a new job.

His indiscretion was forgiven and forgotten by his wife. No sooner than six months later, he was promoted to a board position that doubled his salary.

I know my mother would have killed me if she ever found out that I went searching for him, and God forbid that I managed to track him down and meet with him. But that's just what I did just after my fifteenth birthday. I found his name in an old diary she kept from when she was pregnant with me; I searched his name online and attempted to contact the man whose DNA I shared fifty per cent of.

I discovered that everything my mother told me about him was a lie. She told me the features I didn't get from her came from him, like my red hair, blue eyes, fair skin, and freckles. But when I met him on the day, I noticed that none of our features matched; he was just as dark in his eyes as in his hair, heart, and soul.

I sat down and spoke with him for all of thirty seconds; my cover story was that I found his name online while I was searching for internships, and I wanted to see if he could help me with an unpaid after-school job or even a paid one for when I left school if I was lucky. He blew me off, hit on me and tried to feel me up under the table, all within the same sentence.

I was crushed after meeting him. I stayed in my room for nearly a week. I built him up to be this great guy in my head. My missing puzzle piece to my one-thousand-piece puzzle I had tried to assemble my whole life. But he ended up being a creep. Some random nobody on the street with a receding hairline. A puzzle piece to a different puzzle that ruined fifteen years of hard work of assembling.

Sometimes I still wonder, when I look in the mirror first thing in the morning before I put on my makeup, just where the features I was born with came from because they sure as hell didn't come from my parents. Where did these eyes come from? Only seventeen per cent of people on Earth have blue eyes; should that narrow it down to where they came from? What about this curly red hair? Only two per cent of the population has this. The combination of blue eyes and red hair is even rarer if my parents don't have these features.

Then where did they come from?

I have freckles, and they have none; I'm a head taller than everyone else in my family, my mother has more model-like physique, and I have a curvier body type. The list goes on and on.

My cousins used to say I was adopted, a literal redheaded stepchild. They also used to pick on me and call me names like Giraffe and Matchstick. They were insufferable little shits, but they both work minimum wage jobs they hate, so karma is a real bitch.

I would sometimes fantasise that maybe I was adopted and that my birth parents were some jet-setting couple who couldn't have a child at that point in their life, so they chose to step away from raising me until they were old enough to come and take me on their wild adventures in the Amazon rain forests and Tibetan trails. I would say children have overactive imaginations, but I was seventeen when I was having these thoughts, hardly a child.

I haven't talked to my mother in a long time, so maybe since the last time we spoke, she found out that I have a long-lost aunt whose thirteen freckles across her nose match mine, or perhaps we have the same short nose that points up only just so slightly. We could share a six-foot-nothing height, a D bust with all the back problems that go with it.

I doubt it, but it is fun to dream sometimes that all the puzzle pieces you have been searching for find themselves where you need them.

There was one thing, however, that I inherited from my mother's gene pool. Her taste in men. Older, married business-type men, to be specific.

I had just turned eighteen, and for the better part of a month, I begged my mother to help me buy a car.

"Please," I would say in an annoying childlike voice to annoy her ", I don't need too much more to buy one."

But my mother wasn't a fan of handouts and less of a fan of my annoying voices.

I lived my whole life without a handout; I grew up alone just about. I got a scholarship and busted my ass through college. I found a great job, and I have a fantastic carer, and I did that while raising you. She would say from time to time when I asked for things.

Although she didn't like to do handouts, she did, however, have a few favours she could cash in with people and manage to swing it with a friend of hers who worked at a law firm in the city to hire me as a casual secretary to help me out with getting the money.

The deal was that I would work after school and during the holidays. My mother hoped that I would grow to love it, get established in the job, and they would ask me to stay permanently. But I wasn't only keen on staying as long as needed. I hoped that if I worked for the summer break, I would be driving to school by the time school came back. Being a secretary didn't excite me.

Not yet, anyway.
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I walked into the downtown law office of Johnson, Marks & Nate on my first day, led by an older woman named Helen Fink, who said she had been working there for fifty years. She joked she had been there so long she was a building fixture. I laughed because she was wearing a pantsuit that perfectly matched the colour paint of the walls and a shirt that matched the carpet. She was blending into the background.

She showed me around and taught me the ropes and the technical aspects of my job.

"Your job, for the most part, is to get coffee", she explained; I rolled my eyes and sighed quietly; she continued ", You will sit in this room from 8:00 until 4:00 on full days. On days when you come after school, you will be here from 3:00 until 5:00. You will be paid $7.12 an hour. Suppose one of the permanent secretaries calls in sick or takes a day off unexpectedly. In that case, you or one of the others in the pool will assume her position for the day and sit at her desk."

"If you are asked to do anything by anyone on staff, you do it. If you are asked to grab a coffee, you grab a coffee. Coffee is in the lunch room; if they ask for a Starbucks coffee, grab it and put it on the office's tab. If they ask for lunch, you get lunch. The petty cash is at the reception desk if you ever need



















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





