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One

“Jesus, Bri!” I screamed from the bathroom.
“You said you’d wake me.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I thought I hit
snooze on my phone . . . I must have turned it off, instead.”

It was 8:45 and I had a job interview at
9:30. I’d forgotten my phone at my boyfriend’s apartment the night
before, so I’d had to rely on my roommate, Bri, to wake me. I stood
watching myself brush my teeth in the mirror, the whole time
thinking about my father riding my ass for not having an alarm
clock.

Who uses an alarm clock, anymore? I
remembered asking him the afternoon he’d helped us move into our
new apartment.

An alarm clock is a good backup, he’d
said.

Fuck! I hated when he was right.

I rinsed the toothbrush, speared it into the
holder, and then leaned under the faucet. I swished the water
vigorously around my mouth and spit it into the basin, then glanced
back into the mirror. My hair looked like a bird’s nest had
exploded.

“What time is it?” I screamed.

“Uhh . . . eight fifty-one,” Bri shouted.

Fuck!

I really needed a shower, but my interview
was clear across town—at least a fifteen-minute Uber ride. I needed
this job. I couldn’t afford to be late. So, a sponge bath would
have to suffice.

Just then Bri appeared in the doorway. “Is
there anything I can do?” she whimpered.

“Order an Uber,” I snapped.

“When do you want it?”

“Ten minutes,” I said.

“Okay,” she said, retreating down the
hallway, phone in hand.

I closed the door and stripped out of my bra
and panties, grabbed a washcloth and soaped it under a hot tap,
then scrubbed my face. I hit all the strategic parts in rapid
succession and then rinsed the cloth, scrubbed my body with the
warm, clean water.

Bri and I had been best friends since our
sophomore year of college. It was an instant attraction. We shared
all the same interests, completed the same course-of-study, and
both graduated with degrees in business. The funny thing was we’d
even grown up in the same town. She’d lived just a few blocks away
but had attended a rival high school. It took fate to bring us
together in college. She was a great friend and roommate, but she
was a bit flighty. And not always reliable.

“Uber’s here!” she shouted from the living
room.

I dragged the brush through my hair a final
time and scurried out of the bathroom into my bedroom. I slid into
a white blouse and black skirt, stood gazing at myself in the
full-length mirror as I adjusted my belt. It would have to do.

I grabbed my bag and headed for the door.

“Good luck!” Bri shouted as the door closed
behind me.

I was on my way to Casto and Wilson, a
financial firm on the eastside of town. I was interviewing for an
executive secretary position, working for one of the firm’s VP’s.
It wasn’t exactly what I’d hoped to be doing straight out of
college, but it had to be better than waiting tables. Besides,
employment with a financial firm in any capacity would be a good
opportunity to learn the ropes, especially while I was pursuing my
MBA.

I popped into the backseat of the Uber. The
driver was an older man with silver hair. “Good morning,” he said
with a smile, his blue eyes gleaming in the rearview.

“Good morning,” I replied.

“Eastside?”

“Yes,” I answered.

The car jerked forward as I pulled out a
mirror to survey my face. I didn’t usually wear a lot of makeup,
but today I felt like I needed to double-up. I twisted a vile of
mascara and ran the brush through my eyelashes as the car bumped
along.

“Headed to Casto and Wilson, eh?” the driver
asked as he guided the car onto the freeway.

“Yes,” I said. “I have a job interview.”

“Nice. I got a niece who works over there. I
think she’s on the sixth floor.”

“I’m going to the fourth . . . what’s her
name?”

“Janice Bailey . . . she’s an associate,” he
said, glancing back into the mirror.

“Well, if I get the chance to meet her, I’ll
tell her you gave me a lift.”

“What time’s the interview?” he asked.

“Nine-thirty,” I said.

I glanced at the clock on the dash. It
flashed 9:27.

“Oh, god!” I moaned. “I’m already late!”

“No, no,” he chuckled. “I keep that clock
fast. It’s only twelve minutes past. Plenty of time,” he said.

“Oh, thank you,” I whimpered. “It’s been a
crazy morning. I don’t have my phone . . . or a watch.”

“We’re right on time . . . be there in about
five minutes. Just sit back and relax. I’ll get you there in plenty
of time.”

I took a deep breath and tried to calm the
nerves, glanced out the window at the passing cars. This was the
first serious interview I’d had since graduating college six months
earlier. I knew it would probably be competitive, especially since
I didn’t have any real experience as a secretary. I wanted more
than anything to make a good first-impression. So far, it wasn’t
looking so hot.

He pulled the car down the exit ramp and
started east on Minard Street. I could see the building towering in
the distance. It was an icon of the cityscape, a place I’d driven
or walked past many times while visiting the city. Oddly, I’d never
been inside.

As I watched out the window, I found myself
wondering how many people worked in the building. There had to be
hundreds and I didn’t know one. The thought sent a chill through my
ribs. Here I was about to go on an interview and I was totally on
my own. I felt like a child standing at a curb, peering at the
streaming traffic, fearful to cross the street for the first time
by herself.

Then I found myself thinking about the name
the driver had given me, Janice Bailey. Strangely there was
something comforting in it, as if knowing a name were enough to
stave off the trepidation, even though I didn’t really know the
woman at all.

“Here we are,” the driver said, navigating
the car to the curb near the front doors. I glanced over to see
people pouring into the building like ants into a dirt mound.

“Thank you so much,” I said, grabbing my bag
and pushing out of the car. “If I see Janice, I’ll tell her you
said hello.”

“Name’s Ben . . . tell her uncle Ben,” he
said, waving as I closed the door behind me.

I walked quickly through the tall glass doors
and went straight for the elevator. It took a moment before a car
arrived. I walked inside and pressed the button for
four.

“Ten please,” a young woman chirped, sliding
onto the elevator behind me just as the doors were closing.

I pressed the button and smiled at her.

“Thank you,” she said.

“By chance, do you have the time?” I asked as
the elevator jerked upwards.

I watched as she peeked at her phone. “Nine
twenty-three,” she said.

“Oh, geeze,” I gasped. “Do you happen to know
where Mr. Robertson’s office is . . . I have an interview,” I
squeaked.

“Oh, sure,” she said. “Go left off the
elevator . . . it’s at the end of the hall to the right . . . can’t
miss it.”

“Thank you,” I said as the bell dinged. I
glanced up to see the light indicating we had arrived. The door
slid open and I started out.

“Good luck,” the girl said.

“Thanks,” I replied. “I think I’m gonna need
it.”

I turned left and sped towards the end of the
hallway.

Two

“He was fucking gorgeous,” I heard myself
say, the same time sliding a French fry between my lips. “I mean, I
don’t think I’ve ever met someone more beautiful than Ethan
Robertson.”

“Jesus, Lex,” Bri said. “And you’re going to
work with him every day?”

I slurped on my straw, nodded. “They hired me
on the spot, Bri. Can you fucking believe that?”

I watched as she sliced her salad. At that
instant she reminded me more of a little-old-lady than a
sweet-young-twenty-something—just the idea of her having to slice
her salad into manageable bits, I guess.

“You deserve it,” she said, sawing a slice of
cumber with a plastic knife. “Just don’t forget about us little
people on your way to the top.”

“He wants me to start Monday,” I said.

Just then our waitress appeared.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

Bri and I both nodded yes.

“Just scream if you need anything,” the
waitress said, all bubbly with a smile.

“Will do,” I said.

I watched as she walked away, thought about
all the times I’d been to someone’s table to ask the same thing. I
felt elated. It was like I was standing atop a mountain breathing
in fresh morning air. With this new job, I wouldn’t have to wait
tables anymore. Christ! How good did that feel?

“Did I mention he was fucking gorgeous,” I
said, looking back at Bri sitting across from me.

“How lucky are you?” she said, shoving a wad
of salad into her mouth. “A new job, and the boss is Adonis.”

“The interview wasn’t anything like I’d
expected, though,” I said.

“I’m glad you weren’t late . . . I worried
about that all morning,” she said.

“The Uber driver was great . . . he made sure
I was on time.”

“So what kinds of stuff did they ask?” she
asked, talking with her mouth full—it was a bad habit of hers.

“Well . . . first I met with someone from HR.
She asked all the typical questions.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, you know. Things like what are your
strengths? . . . what are your weaknesses? . . .
where do you see yourself in five years? . . . that kinda
stuff.”

“You must have done well,” Bri said, pulling
her napkin up to wipe her face.

“I suppose.”

“So, when did you meet Mr. Sexy?”

“It was the second part of the interview . .
. the HR lady sent me into his office when we were finished.”

“Oh,” she moaned.

“I just about fainted when I walked in . . .
he was soooo fucking hot.”

“You’re getting me all excited just talking
about it,” Bri said.

“You think that’s bad? You should have been
me. I must have stuttered through the entire first five minutes . .
. when I was able to talk at all.”

“Well . . . you must have made a good
impression,” she said, folding her napkin and laying it neatly atop
the table next to her plate. “You didn’t suck his dick, did
you?”

“Not yet,” I said and burst into
laughter.

We sat giggling like schoolgirls. After a few
moments my thoughts drifted back to the interview. I’d been so
nervous before the whole thing. Even while I met with HR I was
trembling. But it really wasn’t like that with Ethan. He had a way
about him that made everything feel so comfortable, as if I’d just
been talking to an old friend or something.

“Well, I’m really happy for you,” Bri
interrupted. “Interviews can be tough. I’m scared to death at the
possibility of having to go on one.”

She hadn’t had a decent job prospect since
graduation.

“That’s the interesting thing. The interview
with Ethan wasn’t really like a job interview at all. We just sat
around his office having a conversation . . . just talking about
things.”

I watched as she leaned back in her chair and
sipped from her glass of iced tea. She seemed to be contemplating a
thought, her eyes suddenly glazed and gazing somewhere past me.

“What is it?” I asked. “What are you thinking
about?”

“Oh, nothing,” she squeaked.

“I know you better than that . . . you were
thinking something,”

She twisted in her seat, glanced over her
shoulder at a group of men entering the restaurant, then turned
back towards me.

“I’m sorry . . . it was nothing really,” she
repeated.

“C’mon . . . just say it.”

I watched as she squinted and pursed her lips
like I was twisting her arm.

“Oh, alright . . . it’s just that I don’t
remember the last time I heard you talk about a boy with that much
pizazz in your voice.”

Her proclamation caused me to chuckle. I sat
glaring at her, trying to remember the last time I’d even discussed
a boy with her. I’d been dating Casey for a year and a half, so I
hadn’t really talked about any guys for a while—aside from the
occasional piece of eye-candy that I’d passed on the street
or something.

Suddenly I wondered what she meant by pizazz.
Did she think I was already infatuated with Ethan Robertson?
Maybe I was. What girl wouldn’t be?

“Do you know who he reminds me of,” I
started, wide-eyed and smiling, “he reminds me of that guy from
Jurassic World . . . what was his name.”

“Chris Pratt!” she said.

“Yeah . . . Chris Pratt,” I said. “Except
taller . . . with a bigger chest and arms.”

“Jesus, Lex . . . I think I wanna fuck
him,” she moaned. “Is
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