THE

SCARLET
ROMANCE

THE

SCARLET
ROMANCE

S. I. TAYLOR

The Scarlet Romance: A Paranormal Series Vol. I
© Copyright 2018
All rights reserved. Except for the use of a book review, no part of this
publication may be reproduced, stored in, or introduced into a retrieval
system, or transmitted in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording, video tapping, cell phone transmission, physical,
handwritten, or otherwise) without the written permission of the book’s
author. For permission please contact sitaylorwrites@yahoo.com.
This book is a work of fictional events, story, and/or characters. All names,
characters, story, businesses, places, incidents, and events are the products
of the author’s imagination or are the products of the resemblance to actual
persons, living or dead, fictional characters, lives, situation, or events, is
coincidental and used in a fictitious manner.
Published by: S. I. Taylor Publishing
Edited by: RJ Locksley
Proof read by: Beth Atwood
Book cover design by: ebooklaunch.com
ISBN: 978-0-9980385-3-7

This book is dedicated to my family. Who made sure to tolerate my
crazy attitude with calmness and patience. They sacrificed their
time to pick the kids up from school and took care of them while I
was away on my deployment.
Finally, to my two boys who had to endure my leave while deployed
and while writing.
Lastly, to my friends who read my book and gave me their insight
whenever I needed it.
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Aidoneus

I

t almost feels as if it were yesterday that I awoke from my
thousand-year slumber. I haven’t been this anxious since it all
happened. I can almost feel that day that I woke up in a panic where I
was in anguish and that lingering guilt, the feeling that I should’ve
been there. I’ve secluded myself ever since that incident and buried
myself in my work, and honestly, I’ve been content.
I can’t look back and I’ll never regret my decision. It was for the
best, but no matter how much I try to convince myself… I can’t think
coherently. Today feels almost like the day I made that choice.
I’m not sure why today I’m thinking about my previous life. Trying
to concentrate on work while sitting in the black leather chair of my
office is not helping me ease this feeling. I stand from my desk and walk
to the back of my office and stand in front of the floor-to-ceiling
window looking out over the city of Lanchester.
My office has a spectacular view that overlooks the crowded city,
people bustling here and there, tall buildings, vendors on almost every
corner, and the air heavy from smog and emission from those roaring
engines on the roads.
Despite Lanchester’s many skyscrapers, once you reach the outskirts
of the city, the mountain view, its lush green scenery, the changing
seasons, and the country atmosphere makes living in this city
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tolerable. Even the cold, icy winters make living in Lanchester better
than any other state in the Northern border.
I stand there admiring, contemplating…whatever it is, I can’t
concentrate on work. I’m not sure why but it all feels different today.
There’s a knock on my door and it’s Charon who draws me away
from my thoughts. Charon is my friend who’s become more like my
business partner and a trustworthy associate who has been with the
company since I started it from the ground up. He knows this company
well and is efficient with his tasks. I trust him, his work ethic, and his
professionalism. We train together occasionally but now it’s all business.
Like myself he has dislocated many bones in his body but mostly his
shoulders training, perfecting his fighting skills. Although my healing
capabilities are instant, he needs at least a day or two to get back
together. He’s six feet tall with straight dark brown hair that he keeps
short. His strong square jaw is hidden underneath his facial hair, which
brightens his caramel skin.
“Graysen,” he calls slowly as he approaches my leather couch and
sits there comfortably.
“Yes, Charon,” I say.
“Sarah informed me that your brother Dyeus called and said he’ll be
expecting us at Olympus to discuss some very important matter at the
gathering.” He reads from his notepad that I presume our office
manager, Sarah, gave him. “I kindly declined, as I didn’t really want to
attend a gathering in the middle of the week. And since your obligation
is to be present, I now have an excess of meetings to sit in for you,” he
says.
“Unfortunately, you’re right and I apologize for the inconvenience,”
I say, deflated and unenthusiastic. “However, thank you and please
advise my brother that I’ll be there as planned.” Still facing the window,
I smooth out my sleeked-back light brown hair. Ithink a migraine might
be creeping. I’m not supposed to feel pain but these days, especially
today, it’s getting to me.

2

S. I. Taylor

Charon chatters about other work-related matters. I think I
respond to him because he nods and jots something down.
“Aidoneus, are you even listening to me?” he asks.
“Oh, yeah, the meeting in Olympus and how you’re not going,” I
respond.
“No, I moved past that. I was trying to talk about the new merger
and how it has progressed thus far, but I can see your mind is
elsewhere,” he says.
“I apologize. I have been having this weird feeling all day and the
more I try to dispel it the worse my headache becomes,” I tell him.
“That’s odd, is this recent?” he asks.
“No, it’s not recent. It has happened before but now it’s frequent,”
I tell him.
“Should I tell Sarah to cancel tonight?” he asks.
“No, that won’t be necessary, Charon. Dyeus would personally
come to take me to Olympus if I miss any meetings.”
“Okay, well, you know I can fill in for you if you like,” he says.
“I appreciate it, but I’ll be fine. It’ll go away soon,” I tell him.
He gets up from the couch and stands in front of me. “I have to go.
I have other things to do and you’re distracted anyway. Talking to you
in this state is like talking to the wall.”
I chuckle because he’s right. “I’m not myself right now.”
“You need some rest. You’ve been working nonstop for years,” he
says.
“It helps me not to think about the past.” I shrug my shoulders.
“How’s that working for you?” he says sarcastically.
I rub my neck. “Maybe you’re right.”
“You need some other kind of distraction. Maybe visiting Olympus
is not such a bad idea,” he says.
“Maybe, but the reason I didn’t want to be there was that it
reminds me of…”
“I know, no need to explain. I was there and I remember the state
you were in. But I think you should face your fears. You haven’t been
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there in a while and soon the Watchers will summon you, and next
time, my excuses for your absence will not suffice,” he says.
“I know. That’s why I’ve decided to attend and beat this monster
I’ve been battling,” I tell him.
“That’s good, old friend.” He pats my shoulder and walks toward
the door. “In any case, I have a business meeting with Miles later about
the merger. We should meet tomorrow to give you a synopsis of the
outcome.”
I nod.
“If you need me, call me,” he adds.
“I will,” I tell him.
Then he leaves.
Dyeus can be so persistent, arrogant, and self-centered. His temper
can get the best of him most of the time and I have to intervene to calm
him down. Whenever he got mad, his dark blue eyes would turn into
lightning bolts destroying any object within reach. Even though he’s the
youngest of the four of us, he had to play the oldest role at a very young
age. However, I do admire him and his many accomplishments both as
our brother and as a businessman. He’s one of the most prominent and
successful real estate moguls there is and probably owns half the real
estate market in Lanchester. He’s six foot two, almost three inches
shorter than me, and wears his textured dark blond hair parted to the
side, smoothed back, and tapered at the sides. He keeps his beard
closely shaven to his skin. His skin looks like it never seen the sun’s rays
but in fact, he takes extreme care of his body and appearance.
I didn’t want to run into Dyeus, especially not during a gathering at
Olympus where all the gods, demigods, and the old wise Watchers will
attend. He’s very good at killing the mood. I’m not sure why he wants
me to be there, but I’m only going to appease our other brother
Enosichthon and our sister, Vesta, who has supported me for years.
Alone again with my thoughts.
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I tread over to my adjacent private office, remove all my clothing
and opt for a workout at my gym. This will help ease down this
annoying migraine.
***
As I take the hour drive to Olympus for the meeting, which is actually
in my opinion more of a party, I phone Sarah to remind her to cancel
my appointments and court hearings for tomorrow because I know this
will be a long night.
The winding two-lane road has the most enchanting scenery Birch,
hemlock, elm, and pine trees of varying sizes and colors, enormous
mountains, giant hills that decorate and line the picturesque area.
There’s lush green grass that you could sink into as if swimming in the
ocean, shrubs, ferns, wild and exotic flowers that bloom specifically to
this area, and the sky is always calm and clear.
I finally arrive at the big gold ornate gates of Olympus. Although
we’re in Lanchester, Olympus is only visible to Olympians and Titans.
Obtaining an invitation or being escorted by a god is the only way to
enter our realm. When I pass the threshold of Olympus, a gatekeeper
bows and greets me in our native Greek.
Even though he’s been the gatekeeper for many centuries he still
looks as young and full of life as the first day he was granted that
position. It’s like the sun god blessed him with a seamless suntan.
“Good evening, god Hades,” he says politely.
I reply, “Good evening, Padraig,” and drive down the long curve
where luscious green, perfectly cut grass and manicured trees, shrubs,
and flowers cover the mountainous land where the manor on Mount
Olympus sits. I forgot how peaceful and scenic Lanchester’s
countryside is and how Mount Olympus’s grandiose sight extends to its
surrounding.
The architecture of Mount Olympus was built of the finest white
marble stone mined and cultivated solely for its construction. The
intricate columns that surround the building provide a strong, stable
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support. The building’s foundation is made of gold, which extends to
the pathways that lead to the several courtyards that surround the
manor. Each courtyard is attached to a temple in remembrance to the
victory of the war and to our creator, Gaia.
I reach the entrance to the manor and yet another servant bows,
greets me, opens my car door, and grabs my garment bag and suitcase
from the trunk of my smoky black Ferrari.
Even though they provide our clothing at Olympus, I’d rather bring
my suits in case I have to bolt for an emergency or anything worth
ditching a gathering at Olympus.
I hurry to the cleansing room to rid myself of Earth impurities before
entering sacred grounds. I change into our customary thigh-length
chiton with the rope belt around my waist and the himation with a large
gold pin on the right shoulder. I wear the black chiton with the bloodred
himation and the black leather knee-high sandals tobe rebellious. I leave
my hair wet, so it curls, and I head for the Pantheon for the gathering.
The fragrant scent of red wine and cold and hot hors d’oeuvres being
served and the loud chatter of gods, demigods, and godly monsters
stimulates my senses. I guess I’m not late to the gathering.
I grab a glass of wine from a servant’s tray as Enosichthon grips my
shoulder and I feel a great relief to be near my brother.
There’s four main Pantheon in Olympus that serve several purposes.
The Council Pantheon for meetings, the Feast Pantheon for dining and
festive gatherings, and the Ceremonial Pantheon for ceremonies which
leads to the Slumber Chamber Pantheon.
We’re in the Council Pantheon for the meeting. The expansive room
is arranged with several nine-foot Numidian marble tables and silvercoated hand-carved white tufted leather chairs for the audience angled
toward the main stage. The stage is raised on a high platform where we
look down at the audience. There are fifteen large gold carved velvet
tufted chairs for the top-tier gods and the Watchers. There’s a door that
leads to the Feast Pantheon where the ambiance is
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more fitting for a party and the seating arranged for a more intimate
gathering.
“Everyone seems to be enjoying the night. Has the meeting started?”
I ask as I turn to greet him.
I always admired Enos’s laissez-faire attitude. He’s the secondoldest
but the most carefree. He acts like he’s the youngest with the trouble he
used to run into and the times Dyeus and I had to bail him out. Not to
mention that his boycut sunbleached blond hair with the side-swept
parting, small round green eyes, slim physique, wide shoulders, and
smooth tanned skin make him look younger than his actual age. He’s
also the fastest Olympic swimmer, a leisure pastime he turned into a
successful career. His stature gives him an advantage over the other
swimmers, but it might also be the countless hours he dedicates at the
gymnasium pool he built. It gives him serenity, he says, and helps him
relax. With all the female conquests he has to ditch every other day I
wouldn’t put it past him to use swimming to get away from them.
“No, not yet. I believe Dyeus was waiting for your arrival to begin,”
he replies.
“When do the Olympic Games begin?” I ask him.
“Training commences next week until two days before the actual
events. Will you be present?” he says excitedly.
“Yes, I wouldn’t miss watching you win the gold medals,” I tell him.
“Thank you. You give me strength.” He pats me on my shoulder.
“Do you know why we’re having this meeting?” I ask him while I
take a swig of my wine.
“I believe to welcome you back. As you know, when one is missing,
our true powers sometimes weaken. I also had another vision and…”
Enos’s sentence gets cut short by the silence of everyone in attendance.
As if right on cue, Dyeus appears on top of the stairwell overlooking
the crowded room and tells everyone to take a seat as the meeting is
about to begin.
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The crowd all take their seats at the tables and wait attentively to be
addressed. Dyeus, Enos, Vesta, the three Watchers, the other eight
gods, and I all sit on our thrones on the stage.
The Watchers are only there to maintain peace and order, provide
directives if need be, conduct ceremonial rituals, lead the praying
idolistry temple, and preside over important meetings. They’re the
oldest of the gods in Olympus and were present during the Titan and
Olympian war. There are many more Watchers, but they prefer not to
take human form and remain in the cosmos. Castor, Pollux, and Cerus
are their names, and they move in unison. Their pale sagging skin is
scribbled with the sign of old age. Castor and Pollux have short white
hair while Cerus has long shoulder-length hair but they are all clean
shaven. But where they lack in youth they have an excess of knowledge
and wisdom. They are to be addressed as Your Excellency and only the
top-tier gods are addressed as god or goddess. We as thetop-tier gods are
responsible for the everyday meetings, parties, gatherings, and everything
else.
Dyeus exclaims, “Although it has been a few years since Aidoneus
awoke from his slumber, I wanted to welcome the missing link back to
Olympus.”
In reply, thunderous claps and murmurs are heard from the crowd.
In the distance, Demeter’s bitter grin and nonchalant expression show
she wishes I were still in my slumber for another thousand
years.
She’s petite and ever since that incident, she has distanced herself
from a lot of the parties and become introverted and that once long
flowy brown hair is now short to her shoulders in two braids covered
with our praying shawl. She’s always praying to the gods in the idolistry
temple. She plays the sad grieving role too well.
I’m sure she’s not the only one whose wishes I’ve crushed with my
return, but frankly, I couldn’t care less what she and the others think.
Anyway, she was the biggest game player in my previous life and in this
life, she better stay the fuck away from me because this time…I will not
back down in destroying her.
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She’s a demigoddess, which means that I don’t have to tolerate her
presence. Only when the Watchers have meetings where important
matters are to be addressed. Demigods were born from a true god and
a godly monster. They don’t possess any powers but are strong and can
be granted powers by the Watchers if approved by Gaia.
The Watchers stand and raise their hands to calm the crowd. They
must be in a good mood since they didn’t use their unconventional
mind restraint to control the crowd.
Our seating arrangement is always the same. Centrally located
between all of us are the Watchers. Dyeus sits to their left, along with
Vesta, Apollo, Cytheria, Ares, and Nyx, while I’m to the Watchers’ right
with Enos next to me and then Athena, Hermes, Iris, and Hera.
“Let’s commence with the most pressing matter at hand, shall we?”
The oldest of the three, Cerus, is always the one to speak. “We’re here
today to reinforce our powers and to maintain order here in Olympus
while presiding over Earth. While Aidoneus was in his slumber, Enos
had a vision of the near future. He saw that there’ll be another war
involving an alliance between the Trojans and the Titans against us
Olympians. We didn’t think it would happen, but since Aidoneus awoke
the signs have become greater and more prominent. Since we have the
advantage, we’ll interfere with this alliance and bring the Trojans over
to our side.”
Murmurs begin to unravel, and the Watchers give that deathly stare
and it all stops again.
The Trojans have the third largest army and the biggest training
facility, with the Titans being second, and of course, Olympians being
the first since winning the war. This is where Charon was born and
raised before coming to Olympus. The Trojans are trained godly
monsters who have crafted their powers from magic. They removed the
black magic from their teachings and called this new magic White
Magic. Only the best Trojan godly monsters get selected to live in
Olympus and they must undergo rigorous training in order to do so.
The Titans, on the other hand, compare to us in many ways. Their
bloodline is as pure as ours but the only distinction is that they were
9
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crafted from Uranus, the God of Heaven, and we were created solely
from Gaia, the Goddess of Earth. They are strong, they are our equals.
They could’ve surpassed our powers during that war but where they
lacked in numbers we exceeded in agility.
Cerus continues. “As I was saying, we’ll need to devise a plan to our
benefit and train for this war that’ll end all Titans’ presence on Earth
and send them back to the darkest depth of Tartaros. We have
assembled a team of demigods to gather the intel we so desire from
both the Trojans and Titans. They’ll be our eyes and ears among them
and will report pertinent information to us. We’re close to getting the
Trojans on our side, but we need more time to persuade them.”
Vesta and the Watchers glance at each other and I almost swear
there’s something unspoken. Vesta stands, but Pollux orders her to sit.
Growing up she would train closely with the Watchers and gained a
unique connection with them. However, this interaction is unusual.
Vesta, our eldest sibling, has always been the quietest one. She’s tall
for a woman, but she’s a goddess and stature is in our blood. Her white
silky skin brings out her bright green eyes. Her long vibrant blonde hair
is always in a braid. After what happened to our parents, she had to
become the mother figure to us. She’s been involved in athletics but
prefers cooking and gardening. I suppose that’s why she decided to be
a chef and owns her own restaurant.
As the meeting continues, other unimportant matters are discussed
but my mind keeps wandering back to that scene between Vesta and
the Watchers. I look at Enos, who also seems perplexed, but Vesta
makes no eye contact. As soon as the meeting is adjourned, the
festivities begin.
Vesta is the first to stand and as she’s walking past the Watchers they
silently nod to her. I try to make my way over to her, but Cytheria comes
walking toward me with a big smile on her face. Her walk would keep
any mortal or god transfixed. Her smooth almond- brown skin lights up
a room. Her sweetheart features and smile hypnotize women and men
alike. Her long auburn hair sways with her rhythmic walk. She’s a very
attractive goddess. I could never decipher
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if it was her alluring sex appeal or if it was a real attraction, so I decided
to consider her as another sister. Since we grew up together, and she
was close friends with Vesta, it wasn’t difficult to consider her that way,
although at times I think she wanted more.
She clings to me and embraces me in a loving hug. She seems to be
delighted to see me here. I’m also glad to see the Goddess of Love and
welcome her embrace.
“Aidoneus, I’m so happy to see you well and back with us again.”
She beams.
“Me too, Cytheria. It’s always a pleasure to see you.” I thinly smile
at her.
“Tell me, how are you these days, Aidoneus? I’ve missed you here in
Olympus. Although you never left, it felt empty while you were
sleeping,” she says.
“I’ve been better, but I am glad to make an appearance and working
keeps me occupied,” I lie since I know work is merely a distraction.
“Good. Now you can take me, Hera, and Enos to the countryside
to horseback ride as we used to.” She eagerly claps and smiles.
“I’ll clear my schedule the next time we’re all here to ride together
like old times,” I tell her.
She comes closer to me and holds my gaze. “Aidoneus, I really
missed you all these years.” She reaches for my neck and makes small
circles with her fingers on my skin as she caresses my hair. I can feel my
body relax and I almost melt into the feeling. Her lips come closer to
mine. I grab her hands and look at her.
“Cytheria, you know I can never know the difference between your
true emotions and your seductions. I treasure our friendship and like to
keep it that way,” I tell her as I snap out of the trance, gently pull her
hands to her sides, and create a distance between us.
“We kissed before. And as I recall, we enjoyed it,” she says.
“Cytheria, we both know that it wasn’t real. You tricked me into it.
It happened once and since then I’ve always questioned your feelings.
I’m still trying to figure out if they’re real or not,” I tell her.
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“They are real. But your heart belonged to someone else. I’ve always
known that your heart belonged to her. I loved her as a sister and
wouldn’t betray her trust, so I backed away.” She has hurt in her eyes
but quickly recovers as she flashes me a small smile.
“How’s work?” I ask to change the subject.
“Being a model has its perks, but it gets lonely sometimes.” She looks
at me through heavy lids. “Olympus is a vacation that I enjoy when I
need a break from traveling. I’m glad to get to see everyone and
especially you.” She gives me a mischievous smile. “Besides, I also enjoy
working here in the city when I can.”
“I’m sure traveling can get tiresome. Home is always where the heart
is located,” I tell her.
“Being the center of attention underneath bright fluorescent lights
adds to my tiredness,” she says.
“In that case, let’s toast to your peace of mind and my return,” I tell
her.
We both get more drinks from the servants while Enos, Hera,
Apollo, and the other gods join us and we all have small talk, laugh, and
drink wine and eat. The harp players are so soothing, and I can say that
tonight I don’t feel the urge to leave.

12

I. Taylor
TheS.Scarlet
Romance

Aidoneus

A

week has passed since the meeting and I’m back at my office
waiting for the new accountant to arrive. Theo, the cheerful
numbers guy as he was often referred to in our office, had an
unfortunate accident two days ago and said he had to quit. However, I
can spot a liar a mile away that’s why I’m in this line of business. He
should know by now that I have associates in every law firm in this city.
I knew about his job offer before he accepted it. I wanted to intervene
but I realized I can’t use my persuasive powers to win at life every time
I throw a temper tantrum. Sometimes letting things go opens doors for
better opportunities.
Charon knocks and walks in. “Graysen, the new accountant has
arrived. Do you want to introduce yourself?”
“Yes, Charon, please have him come in…” But in the midst of our
conversation, my client Estelle Cambridge barges in crying, interrupting
me.
“I apologize, I didn’t see her coming. I’ll escort her out,” Sarah says.
Sarah like Charon has been with the company since I first started it.
She became the office manager because of her perfectionist work ethics.
Aside from her dying her hair brown, she’s the oldest of my
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staff. She teases that she’s so small because of the demands of the job
and her position.
“No, it’s all right, Sarah. You can tell the new accountant that I’ll
have a meeting with Mrs. Cambridge and will advise you when I have
time.”
Charon and Sarah walk out, and I’m left with Mrs. Cambridge. I walk
to my fridge and offer her a bottled water and tissue to calm her down.
She accepts them and after five minutes her hysteria stops but tears
keep flowing. I almost yawn waiting. Good thing she did because I don’t
do well with crying women and especially not her.
I sit at my desk while she is sitting in front of me. The black leather
chair seems to swallow her small frame. She’s about five four, with
reddish auburn hair, and too much plastic surgery everywhere. I can’t
tell what she looked like before her surgeries, but today, her extensive
makeup is smeared all over her face.
“They took him, Aidoneus, they took him right in front of me. They
barged into our home and with some papers they flashed they
handcuffed him and took him,” she says.
“Who took him?” I ask.
“The Lanchester Police detectives took him this morning!” she says.
“Did he tell you anything prior to his arrest or did you know
anything?” I ask.
“No, I knew nothing. It was all so sudden. One minute we were
having breakfast and the next he was being arrested. Before he left, he
advised me to get you. Can you help us?” she says, still wiping tears
away.
“Of course I can, it’s not the first time I’ve helped Chase or the
family with criminal matters, that’s why he asked you to get in touch
with me. Speaking to him will eliminate doubts and I’ll better
understand the situation. Visiting him will tie up a lot of loose ends,” I
tell her. I know Chase Cambridge. He must have pissed someone off.
“Leave everything to me. Don’t worry. I’ll head down to the precinct
and find out more about the case.”
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“Thank you. What shall I do?” she asks.
“Just go home and rest. If I need anything, I’ll have Sarah or anyone
in my staff contact you. Make sure that we have your personal contact
information on file. Let Sarah know of any changes on your way out,”
I tell her.
“I will.” She uses more tissue to wipe more tears, I shake her hand,
walk her to the door, and she leaves much calmer than when she arrived.
They’re perfect for each other. I think to myself.
***
I dislike coming here. It reeks of urine, feces, and whatever rodent died.
I enter a small, brightly lit interrogation room where a handcuffed Chase
appears. He’s about five eleven, light brown skin, slim, athletic, with
short black hair. He’s wearing a blue dress shirt, gray slacks, and black
leather shoes. He comes from money and I’m sure his father will pay
whatever it takes to get him out of here. He’s only been here a few hours
but looks like he’s been here for days, he’s so disheveled.
I’m sitting on a hard metal chair in front of a long metal table where
they sit Chase on a chair bolted to the floor. They handcuff his left leg
to the chair but leave his hands handcuffed in front of him.
The correctional officers leave, and I take out my file on him and
my recorder. Before he says anything, I warn him, “Are you prepared
to trust me and to tell me everything? If you omit any details and I
suspect that, then I’ll no longer be your lawyer, and no matter how
much money your parents have I’ll refuse to represent you. Do you
understand, Chase?” I ask while piercing my eyes directly into his soul.
He nods and says, “Yes,” defeated and almost scared of the outcome
if he remains behind bars any longer.
I press the recording button and begin my questioning.
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Kora

“T

his is going to be my first day at this new job,” I tell my best
friend, Phoebe, as I’m standing in front of my closet trying
out different outfits. Phoebe has been my best friend since we were
little. She’s sitting at the edge of my bed. I like her long red-and-brown
ombre hair, her dark big brown eyes, her golden-brown complexion, her
prominent cheekbones that go well with her heart-shaped face, but
most of all her adventurous and daring attitude. I’ve always told her that
she could be a runway model and put her five-eleven stature to good use.
But she says she’s too carefree for that lifestyle. Which I tend to agree
with.
“Honey, you just have to be your fabulous smart self and you’ll be
fine. Besides, the business look suits you very well,” she says.
She walks over to my closet and brings out my black pencil skirt, a
white crisp blouse, and my black pumps, parading the ensemble in front
of me.
“You’ll make heads turn in a good way,” she says as she lays them
on the bed.
“Hmm, that’s a perfect first-day look. Thanks, Phoebes.”
“What time do you start today?” Phoebe asks while walking toward
her office in the den.

16

The Scarlet Romance

“I believe at nine o’clock and I’ll be late if I don’t get ready,” I tell
her.
I march to the bathroom, quickly shower, put my hair in a high bun,
and get dressed. I take a final look in the mirror and hug Phoebe
goodbye before I walk to the door of our apartment.
She yells from the office, “You’ll do great today, Kora. Good luck,
honey.”
I smile and shout back at her, “Thank you. See you later.”
As I walk outside our two-bedroom apartment from the first floor,I
see Lou, our doorman. His uniform is always well pressed with his gold
nameplate shining when the sun reflects on it. His light auburn hair
having streaks of white gives his old appearance a fresh look. “Hi, Lou.”
I wave.
“Good morning, Kora. Have a nice day,” he says with his soft, sweet
voice as he waves back and smiles.
“I will, and you do the same,” I reply.
Since I don’t want to be late, I opt to drive instead of getting on the
subway this morning. I get into my gray four-door Kia and drive to one
of the most prestigious law firms in Lanchester City. Good thing traffic
isn’t too bad today and I make it to the building’s parking lot with
twenty minutes to spare. I still can’t believe I got this job opportunity
after graduating from accounting school while I was doing my
internship. I still remember when one of the secretaries, Elsa, told me
about it—I applied and got it just that fast.
As I open the expansive double glass doors to the building, I’m in
awe at the sheer elegance of it all. It’s decorated in white, with marble
floors, and floor-to-ceiling windows make up the outer walls. The
receptionist sits behind a tall desk. She’s wearing a dark gray pantsuit
with a white blouse. Her black hair is cut in a short bob parted in the
center, and she has just the right touch of makeup.
She smiles. “Are you the new accountant?”
“Yes!” I reply.
“Hi, my name is Lori.”
“Hi, my name is Kora Windsor.”
17
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“I’m going to need your identification or a driver’s license to make
copies for your personnel file and to make you an access badge for the
building,” she says.
I notice her nicely manicured hands as she hands me some
paperwork to fill out and I’m ashamed of my short, home-painted nails.
“You may sit in the lobby and once you’re done just bring the
paperwork back to me. If I’m not here, just wait. I’m going to the copy
room to make copies,” she says.
“Okay, thank you.” I take the documents and sit in one of the lobby
chairs, where I quickly fill out the paperwork. I walk over to her desk.
She comes back with my ID and hands me my employee badge.
She extends her hand. “Welcome to the team.” She flashes her
perfectly white teeth.
I shake her hand. “Thank you.” I smile.
“Mr. Graysen’s offices are on the nineteenth and twentieth floors,
but first go to the nineteenth floor to meet his business partner,
Charon.”
I nod and take my leave to the elevators located in the far right of
the lobby area. This place is gorgeous. It all looks like a Business Digest
front cover from an edition about redecorating your office space with
style. Everything is so pristine and modern yet elegant.
A tall man greets me with a firm handshake when I get off the
elevator on the nineteenth floor. I presume he’s Charon. He’s wearing
a nice dark blue tailored suit with a white crisp dress shirt and black
dress shoes. He looks very good for his age and he seems to work out.
“Ah, Ms. Kora Windsor, it’s a pleasure to have you on our team.
We briefly met during the phone interview. I’m Charon Erebus,
Graysen’s partner.”
“Pleasure to meet you, Mr. Erebus.”
“Charon is just fine.”
I nod.
“As you know, you’ll be working directly under me, but also with
Graysen if need be. For the meantime, let me show you around. This
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is my assistant and office manager, Sarah. If you need anything related
to our office directives, policies, dress code, or any other important
managerial matter you let her know and she’ll assist you. This is
Elizabeth, the office clerk and file keeper. This is Gail, the head
paralegal, and her team, Janice, Kim, and Albert. This is Sherry, your
assistant, and this is the office that you and she will share,” Charon says.
I politely introduce myself to the office staff. Sarah is a lot older than
the other staff members. It seems that she’s been with the company for
a long time judging by her position, her brown colored gray hair, and
the pronounced wrinkles on her face and hands. Elizabeth is about
Lori’s age –maybe in her thirties—slim, short with dark black curly hair,
but Elizabeth is fair where Lori is tan. Gail seemed to be the mother of
the bunch. She was warm and welcoming and reminded me of my nana.
Janice and Kim were both pleasant. They are twin sisters and the
freckles that covered their entire faces made it difficult to tell them
apart. Albert’s colorful personality is inviting, almost like Phoebe’s
charm. I can tell that Sherry and I would work well together. She was
so sweet and greeted me with the warmest hug. She wore the highest
stilettos to work and had straight jet-black waist-long hair.
We’re walking from office to office being introduced to all the staff
that works at the law firm. It’s so overwhelming. The décor is
spectacular. Everyone seems friendly as they greet me and introduce
themselves. My office has to be one of the biggest besides Gail’s and
Charon’s, because even though I am sharing an office it’s still a private
space. The front is where Sherry sits at her dark mahogany desk on the
left side of the office and in front of her, there’s a door that leads to the
accounting file room. Then there’s a door directly ahead that leads to
my office. It’s beautiful and has a great view of the entire city.
Everything is white marble. I think the decorator went a little overboard
with the marble theme, but nonetheless, the taste is splendid. And
everyone who works here looks like they should be on the cover of a
magazine.
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“I’ll be back in thirty minutes after you settle in to introduce you to
Graysen,” Charon says while leaving and closing the double doors to
my office.
I quickly put my handbag down on the couch and walk over to the
desk in the center of the room, already furnished with all my work
needs. I take a look at the city from my office, grab my cell phone from
my bag, take a picture of the view, and text Phoebe about the office, my
coworkers, and the view from my office. She hasn’t answered yet, but
I’m sure she’ll be elated to see the picture.
I hear a knock on my door.
“Come in,” I shout while I look busy sitting down in front of my
computer.
Charon walks in. “Are you ready to meet Graysen?” he says from
the door.
I get up and walk toward him. I’m feeling more nervous than ever.
I told Sherry I’ll return and walk with Charon out the doors and
toward the elevators. As the elevator chimes at the twentieth floor, my
nerves get the best of me and I’m glad that Charon is walking ahead of
me so that he doesn’t notice my sweaty palms and my stumbling in these
heels. Compose yourself, Kora, it’s just your boss you’re meeting, I tell myself. But
then a woman about my height wearing a dark green bandage dress runs
past me on black stilettos, crying hysterically. Her blonde hair slaps my
face. She runs past Charon and barges into Mr. Graysen’s office. I’m
left standing there while Charon enters right after the woman and then
minutes later he walks out.
“Ms. Windsor, Graysen will see you when he returns. He had an
urgent matter to attend to,” he says exasperatedly, like she just ruined
his plans.
“I understand. In that case, I’ll return to my office. Can I ask you a
question?”
“Yes, of course.”
“Can you call me Kora instead? Ms. Windsor sounds so impersonal
considering that we’re coworkers.”
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“I appreciate the courtesy, but I’d rather call you Ms. Windsor if
that’s all right with you. And I will escort you back to the elevators as I
make my way to other matters.” He walks me to the elevators and
promptly turns on his heel and walks away to another office.
What have I just witnessed? All the jitters I had quickly fade, and I
get busy in my office with work Sherry just placed on my desk while
she explains what needs to be completed.
***
I got so busy that I skipped lunch and now I’m starving. I go to the
restroom in my office, wash my face, apply light makeup, and get ready
to head out for a quick bite. As I’m walking toward the door, I almost
stumble into Charon, who was in the midst of knocking on my door.
“Graysen has arrived and will be available to greet you. Did I
interrupt you? Are you heading out?” he asks.
“No, I’m free. I was just heading out for lunch, but it can wait a few
minutes.” I smile.
“We can postpone the meeting if you prefer another time,” he says.
“Today is fine,” I tell him.
He grins and leads the way again to the twentieth floor. The nerves
and jitters I once had are no longer barraging me. I’m eager to end this
meeting so I can eat. The elevator chimes at the twentieth floor.
“You’ll like Graysen. He’s a fair, just, and amicable boss. A little
demanding, but he knows what he wants,” he says.
The sudden comment surprises me and I simply smile and nod.
Charon knocks on the door while I’m standing behind him. He
introduces me. I’m busy making sure I look presentable, since it’s the
boss I’m meeting. When Charon steps out of the way and shows me in,
I…am…speechless.
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