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Mindy Williams climbed the steps from the subway into the daylight and cursed under her breath. It had been dark when she started her commute, and now she wished she hadn’t forgotten her sunglasses. The morning light from the sun almost blinded her, making it hard to see which way she needed to go. It was her first day at her first real job, and she didn’t want to be late. Pulling out her phone, she put the location in Google Maps and had it give directions. She breathed a sigh of relief, the office building she needed to be at in 30 minutes was only 5 minutes away. Finally standing in front of the building, she looked at the 50-story high-rise in amazement. There was nothing like this in Kearney, or even Lincoln, and there were hundreds of buildings just like this one in the city. Hoping there was time to grab another coffee, she looked around at the shops that occupied the ground floor of many of the buildings. There were a few bars and a couple of sandwich shops, plus some restaurants, but no coffee shops. Walking up the block a bit, she spotted one just across the street. Luckily, it was on the same side as her building, so she wouldn’t have to cross the street again. Although, there was a line out the door waiting to place orders. Stepping into the queue, she prayed to herself, hoping it would move quickly. Mindy looked around at all the other people in the shop and felt she’d chosen the right outfit for work. At least half the women were dressed like she was, a dark skirt just above the knee, a simple white button front blouse, and a blazer. The other half were in shorter, tighter skirts, and a variety of tops from sleeveless turtlenecks to similar button-front shirts. The difference was that their tops were unbuttoned a lot further than Mindy's. Most of the men were in suits; some looked expensive and fit well, and others looked like they’d slept in them. A few of the men, who she guessed were closer to her age, were in slacks, shirts, and ties. She felt a tingle inside; practically all of them were incredibly good-looking, unlike her hometown, where the pickings were a lot slimmer. 

The line moved quickly, which surprised her, and she was brought back to reality by the girl behind her.

“You gonna order?”

Turning around, Mindy saw a tall red head in one of those short skirts and blouses that were unbuttoned a lot lower than she normally would wear. You could just make out the lacey top of her bra.

“Sorry ...” she replied, placed her order, and stepped to the side to wait. She heard the girl behind her rattle off an order as if she did it every day, getting a big smile from the cute barista. Mindy was surprised when the redhead’s order was ready before her’s but shook it off when her order was put out next. Looking at the time on her phone as she exited the coffee shop, she thought she needed to rush. There were a lot more people on the sidewalk now, it was closer to 8 am, and everyone was starting their day. The lobby of the building had quite a few people in it, all heading to the elevators. Mindy got stuck behind two men who decided to stop and look at the company listings, and the doors of the elevator she was heading for started to close.

“Hold that, please,” she asked in her Midwest polite voice. She was hurrying, but whoever was in the elevator didn’t seem to be holding the doors for her. She reached out with her hand just in time to catch the door and watched as it reopened. There was only one person inside, the redhead from the coffee shop, focused on her phone. As the doors reopened, she looked up with a snarl at having to wait an extra minute as Mindy stepped in. 

Mindy pushed the button for 17, as she’d been instructed in her hiring email. She noticed the button for 23 was pushed too. Mindy turned toward the redhead to say something, but she was focused on her phone again. When the doors opened on the 17th floor, Mindy turned to the redhead, “Have a nice day ...” she said as she exited. Mindy didn’t see the redhead look up, shake her head and mutter, “Newb ...” before the doors closed again.    

The company that had hired her through a series of Zoom meetings was an investment firm named Harrison Enterprises. Mindy hadn’t thought it strange that a firm in this city would hire someone from Kearney, NE, until the elevator doors shut behind her and she faced the receptionist, who had her face buried in her cell phone and looked like she was right out of Vogue. The receptionist looked Mindy up and down twice before speaking.

“Can I help you?”

Mindy stepped closer to the desk, which garnered an evil look from the receptionist. “I’m a new hire ...”

“Who are you reporting to?” the receptionist snapped, sounding annoyed that a newbie had interrupted her.

“Ahhh ... Emily Rosen.”

This garnered another look over before the receptionist lifted the office phone and dialed.

“Hey Em ... it’s Tricia ... there is a Newb ... I mean new hire here for you.” There was some nodding by the receptionist before she put the phone down and looked at Mindy.

“Emily will be right out ... please have a seat.” And that was it. Tricia went back to whatever was important on her cell phone, ignoring Mindy, who had retreated to one of the two chairs against the wall. 

It was fifteen minutes before anyone entered the lobby. Mindy was not used to the laid-back atmosphere; her only job previously had always been busy with little downtime.

“Mindy Williams?” the person entering the lobby asked. She was dressed like the redhead in the elevator, short tight skirt, a tight sleeveless turtleneck top, heels, and thigh-high stockings that didn’t reach the bottom of her skirt.

Mindy stood up, “Yes ...” 

“I’m Stephanie ... Emily asked me to fetch you and get you started.”

“Okay ...”

“Follow me ...” Stephanie said, leading Mindy toward the elevator. 

Three hours later, Mindy had yet to meet Emily, but she had her ID badge, which opened doors past the reception areas, all her HR paperwork was filled out, and she had a desk on the 16th floor, a company laptop, and a company phone. Stephanie mentioned that the phone was always to remain on and be answered whenever it rang, before disappearing. She sat there for another hour logging into the laptop but not knowing what to do. Right before noon, a tall dark dark-haired woman in a tight-fitting sheath dress that highlighted her curves approached. 

“Mindy?”

Again, Mindy stood, “Yes ...”

“I’m Emily ... sorry about today, I’ve been backed up with last-minute meetings even though I had the day blocked off for you.” Emily extended her hand to Mindy. 

Shaking it, Mindy replied, “Oh, it’s okay, I understand.” 

Emily went on to explain that she had intended to take Mindy to lunch and go over the details of the job, but she had a senior executive schedule a lunch meeting. 

“There is a cafe on the ground floor, you can charge lunch on your ID, normally we’d deduct it, but I’ll cover you this week, you have an hour, I’ll try and get someone to help you out this afternoon. There is a happy hour mixer at the Club tonight also, all the companies in the building tend to hire on similar days so we all sponsor it, 2 hours, drinks on the company, meet others in the building, new hires are required, the other assistants and some execs show up for the free drinks ...” After finishing that Emily turned to return toward the way she came. She’d gone a few steps before she turned around, “Oh, and lose the blazer, only the execs wear those ...” 

Mindy looked around, and a few heads had popped up from their desks to see what the disturbance was. Mindy noticed they all were dressed the same, just like Stephanie and the girl from the elevator. 
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Shortly after Emily had left, Mindy noticed most of the other women getting up and heading toward the elevator. “Must be lunch time ...” she said to herself. She was surprised none of the others had bothered to say anything to her; they just kept to themselves. She was hungry though, so she followed the crowd to the elevator. On the ground floor, many of the women, well, really girls, all looked the same age as Mindy, headed out the main doors, but a few turned to the right. Mindy followed and saw a sign that read The Club. The doors were closed, but through the small window, she could see what looked like a high-priced club, or at least what she thought one would look like. Next to it, a little further down the walkway, there was a sign for Georgio’s Cafe. It was like the dining hall at college, enter the food service area, choose your meal, pay, and either sit in the eating area or return to your desk. There were lines everywhere, and the eating area was full, but Mindy found an open table to eat her crab salad. She was busy eating and taking pics of the salad and selfies for her Instagram, so she didn’t notice someone standing over her table. 

“Do you mind?”

Mindy looked up to see the redhead from the elevator standing there, staring at the extra seat at her table.

“There is no other open seat in this place
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