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“What a motherfucker.” The sound of Hannah’s voice causes me to jump right as her backside plops down on the corner of my desk. “I swear to god he’s such an arrogant prick,” she seethes, running a hand through her auburn hair. 

“Uh oh. Patrick again?” I guess, knowing that when it comes to Hannah and Patrick, they’re like oil and water. Last month, when the company we work for went through a re-org, he’s the only person she didn’t want to have end up on her team. Unfortunately for her, that’s exactly what happened.  

“Who else.” She rolls her eyes. “I swear that man doesn’t know his mouth from his asshole, because every time he opens it he spews shit.”

“Hannah,” I scold in a hushed voice, lifting up to peer over the short wall of my cubicle.

Hannah and I started here over ten years ago as interns during our senior year of college and have pretty much been inseparable ever since. And as her closest friend, it’s usually my job to reel her back in when she forgets that she’s at work, which happens quite a lot with her. She’s as hot headed as they come. She claims it’s the red hair. While most can hide their inner demon, she wears hers for the world to see. 

“What?” She crosses her arms in front of her chest. “I don’t care if he hears me. He’s lucky I’m not saying worse.”

“What did he do this time?” I relax back in my chair, crossing one leg over the other.

“What he always does. Talks to me like I’m some incompetent twit. Never mind the fact that I have a four-year degree or that I’ve been doing this two years longer than he has. I swear, if I didn’t need this job, I’d be packing up my shit and walking out right this second.”

“Why don’t you talk to John? I’m sure if you tell him the problems you’re having he’ll do what he can to help.”

“And give him the satisfaction of knowing he’s gotten to me? Not a chance. Besides, you already know there’s nothing John will do. He’ll probably just tell me to ignore him.”

“Well, maybe you should try that tactic,” I offer.

“Yeah, because that’s possible.” She sighs in defeat. “How’s your day going, anyway? It has to be better than mine.”

“Okay, I guess. I mean, I’m here.” I shrug indifferently.

It’s not that I dislike my job, because I don’t. But there is a certain monotony to it that tends to make the days drag on. Eight hours often feels like fifty and I find myself staring at the clock a hell of a lot more than I should.

When I decided to major in Business, I imagined my future job would be something a lot more glamorous. Being a Business Analyst for a well-known medical technology firm has its benefits; great pay, good hours, and I’m able to manage my schedule and workload without much interference from management. But a lot of times those benefits are outweighed by the constant back and forth between our clients and our IT team, neither of which seem to ever be on the same page. It’s frustrating on a good day. On a bad day? Well, let’s just say I’ve had my fair share of melt downs over the years.

“I’m so glad it’s Friday. Please tell me you’re coming to the team building thing tonight. I don’t think I can stomach hanging out with these people outside of work without you.” She gestures around the large open room lined with cubicles identical to mine.

“Crap, is that tonight?” I ask, having forgotten all about it. Every third Friday of the month, everyone in our department goes out for dinner and drinks. It’s meant to be a team building function, but usually equates to everyone getting drunk and bitching about work.

“Yes, it’s tonight. And your ass better be there.” Hannah crinkles her nose and hits me with a pointed stare.

“I don’t know. I’m supposed to meet up with Bruce tonight.”

“Bruce?” She cocks a brow at me.

“I met him at the gym last week, remember?” 

“Oh yes, big muscles, no brains, how could I forget?”

“I never said he didn’t have any brains.” 

“You didn’t have to. I know your type.”

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I try not to be offended by her comment.

“Oh come on. It’s no secret that you gravitate toward guys who have a lot going on here.” She gestures to her body. “And not a lot going on up here.” She places a finger to her temple.

“I do not,” I argue, even though I know she’s right. “Okay, maybe I do,” I concede. “But what’s wrong with that? What I want from men is only the physical. He doesn’t have to be the brightest crayon in the box to give me what I need.”

“Right. And if you’re constantly hooking up with people you have no chance of falling for then there’s no risk of getting hurt.”

“And that’s a bad thing?”

“If you want to live the rest of your life having meaningless sex then I guess it’s not.”

“There’s nothing wrong with meaningless sex. Besides, when’s the last time you dated anyone with any real potential.”

“Don’t compare my pickiness to your obvious avoidance of actually connecting with another person.”

“I connect with Bruce. In fact, we connected quite a few times Tuesday night.”

“Not what I meant and you know it.”

“Hannah, we’ve been through this. I’m not interested in a relationship.”

“I know. I know. Love is the enemy.” 

“I didn’t say it was the enemy, it’s just not for me. I’m happy on my own. I have no one to answer to. No one to clean up after or have to cook for. No one to stay up late fighting over stupid things with.”

“And you don’t have to worry about anyone cheating on you,” she interjects.

“Well that’s a definite perk, too.”

“Not all men are like James.”

I cringe at the mention of my ex-fiancé’s name.

“All men are like James. At least in my experience.”

“Just because your high school boyfriend broke your heart and your slime ball ex cheated on you does not mean that all men are bad.”

“Your opinion.” 

“You’re impossible.” She sighs. 

“Glad we’re in agreement.” I give her a toothy smile.

“You’re lucky I love you.”

“Am I?” I tease.

“Shut up.” She giggles, shoving my shoulder playfully as she stands. “Call Bruce. Tell him he’ll have to wait until tomorrow to flex naked for you. Tonight you’re coming to Putter’s with the rest of us.”

“So bossy.” I try to suppress my smile.

“I’ll come get you at four and we can walk over together,” she advises, not really giving me much of an option.

“Fine.” I roll my eyes as she smiles and quickly saunters away.

——
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It’s four o’clock on the dot when Hannah appears at my desk, her prized Louis Vuitton draped over her shoulder. I enjoy the finer things in life, I won’t deny that, but Hannah’s expensive taste exceeds the budget I set aside for things like clothing and accessories. 

And the thing is, she really doesn’t need such expensive things. She’s beautiful, funny, and is as quick witted as they come. She could dress in rags and she’d still be one of the most sought-after women in the room. 

Me, on the other hand, not so much. I wouldn’t say I’m ugly per se. I’m average height. Average build. You could say I’m just average. Yet, I’ve always been comfortable in my own skin. Although, where Hannah is naturally thin and beautiful, I have to work a hell of a lot harder to be presentable. Which means a minimum of five days a week in the gym to maintain my curvy one-forty frame, and I spend at least an hour every morning fixing my unruly blonde hair and covering my pale skin with makeup so I don’t look like someone who just stepped off the set of a vampire movie.

“You about ready?” She leans against the side of my cubicle and peers down at my computer screen.

“Almost.” I type out a quick conclusion to the email I’ve been working on and hit send. “There.” I push away from my desk and let out a loud sigh of relief, glad to have two days to recuperate before having to do this all over again.

As I stand to gather my things, Hannah says, “You’ll never guess who I caught getting up close and personal with Gwen in the copy room a few minutes ago.” 

“Pretty sure I don’t have to guess,” I tell her, knowing full well who she’s referring to. “I swear, that man has no shame.”

“He may have no shame, but damn is he fine.”

“I don’t care what he looks like. He’s a pig. Plain and simple.”

“Who’s a pig?” Hannah and I both turn in unison to see none other than the pig, Harris Avery, standing a couple feet from my cubicle, a manila folder in his hand. 

Speak of the devil...

“This guy Blue’s seeing,” Hannah responds, nudging my arm as if to tell me to play along.

A small smile forms on his full lips, and even though I despise everything about him, my stomach twists slightly. I can’t help it. I don’t have to like him to appreciate the fact that he really is probably the most handsome man I’ve ever seen up close. Sandy blonde hair, that’s longer on top and shaved underneath. A short, well-kept beard. And the most incredible gray eyes. And that’s only from the neck up. Don’t even get me started on the rest of him.

I shake off the thought and focus back on the current.

“If he’s such a pig why are you dating him?”

“I’m not dating him,” I blurt.

“Blue doesn’t date, she...” Hannah trails off, a wicked smile on her face.

“Anyway, we were just leaving.” I quickly turn, nudging Hannah toward the elevator.

I hear Harris chuckle behind us as we scurry away. It takes every ounce of will power I have not to turn around and throw him the middle finger. 

I don’t know why I dislike the guy so much. Maybe it’s because he’s arrogant and cocky. Maybe it’s because he’s hooked up with half of the women in our department in the six months that he’s been here and has no qualms about it. Maybe it’s because he walks around the office like he owns the place and talks to everyone like he’s the smartest person in the room. Or maybe it’s that he bothers me for other reasons that I simply will not let myself entertain.

Whatever the reason, Harris Avery is not someone I associate with unless absolutely necessary. Luckily for me, he oversees a different team and our interactions are usually limited to emails and the occasional meeting we’re forced into together. 

“My god that man is yummy.” Hannah waits until we reach the elevators to voice. Thankfully. 

“That man is an arrogant asshole,” I correct, punching the down arrow.

“Oh come on. There’s no way you don’t think he’s hot. Look at him.” She gestures across the room and my eyes shift back to where we just came from, immediately locking on Harris who’s now talking to Patti, a middle-aged woman who sits in the cubicle to the left of mine.

“Hot in appearance, yes. But his personality leaves a lot to be desired.”

“I thought that’s the kind of guy you like.” 

“I’m done talking to you.” I swing my gaze back to Hannah right as the elevator doors slide open.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two

[image: ]




Blue

[image: A close up of an animal

Description automatically generated]

––––––––

[image: ]


Putter’s is busier than usual. No doubt due to the baseball game taking place downtown tonight. People don’t play around when it comes to their sports in Boston, especially when the season starts to dwindle down. If I’m not mistaken, they only have a couple weeks of games left before the season is over. Thank goodness. I’ve never been a fan of the sport outside of ogling the hot baseball players on television in their tight uniform pants. 

Hannah and I join the handful of others that have already made their way across the street to the small bar and grill in the heart of the city. It’s our normal spot, given its close proximity to the office.

“So.” Hannah leans against the bar as we wait for our glasses of wine.

“So,” I add after a long moment of silence passes between us. It’s one of those times when I know Hannah has something she wants to say but she’s unsure if she should say it.

“Was Bruce disappointed that you canceled tonight?” 

I know immediately that this wasn’t what she was originally going to say, but deciding not to push my luck, I go with it.

“I didn’t cancel. He’s picking me up here in an hour.” I grin, nodding to the bartender as he sets two glasses of wine on the bar in front of us.

“Tricky, tricky.” She shakes her head at me.

“What? You said I had to come. You didn’t say how long I had to stay.”

“But you’re going to miss all the fun,” she says sarcastically, gesturing around to where several members of our team are scattered, taking up multiple tables in the bar area. 

“How will I ever live without all this.” I flatten my palm against my chest and sigh dramatically.

“Hey. The last time you left early you missed Diane and Robert breaking it down on the dance floor.” 

“Pretty sure I’m not sorry that I missed that.” I laugh, taking my first sip of wine. 

“You should be. It was incredible.” She laughs. “Oh and look.” She gazes past me toward the door. “There’s Robert now. Perhaps we should ask him for a repeat.”

I turn to see the older man with stark white hair enter the room. Robert is the grandpa of the office. He’s one of those people that walks around, making sure everyone is taken care of, and he always brings sweet treats from the bakery down the road, leaving them in the break room for everyone. He says as the honorary grandpa he has to take care of us youngins. I hate to break it to him, but I haven’t been a youngin’ for some time now. And while thirty-two isn’t old by any means, I definitely don’t feel as spry as I did in my twenties.

“Oh and look, he brought a friend.” Hannah nudges me when Harris steps into the bar directly behind Robert. Even though outwardly I cringe, because let’s be real—that man is infuriating on a good day, I also can’t ignore the way the tiny hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I may not like him, but I can’t overlook how good looking he is. And man, is he ever. 

“Oh joy.” I sigh loudly, rolling my eyes to show my visible distaste as I turn back toward my friend. “What’s he doing here? I thought he was too good to be seen with the likes of us outside of work.”

In the six months since Harris started working with us, I can only remember him coming to one of these outings and he’d only stayed for thirty minutes before he left.

“Guess he decided to mingle with the common folk today. You know, sometimes even Kings have to come down from their castle and grace the people with their presence.”

“King?” I snort. “God, don’t let him hear you say that. All he needs is a bigger head.”

“But then his crown won’t fit.” She crinkles her nose playfully. “Don’t look, but I think he’s coming this way,” she adds before taking a long gulp of wine.

“Wait, what?” I whisper hiss, falling silent when I feel someone slide up to the bar directly next to me. 

I don’t have to turn around to know who it is. Even if Hannah’s reaction hadn’t given it away, the smell of his cologne certainly would have. He has his own unique smell, and as much as it pisses me off, it’s an incredible smell. I force myself to breathe through my mouth and continue on like I don’t feel him standing entirely too close to me.

“Are you meeting me at the gym tomorrow morning?” I ask Hannah, not wanting to focus another moment on the man next to me.

“I think so.”

“Which means no.” I snort.

“No it doesn’t,” she protests, her hand going to her hip in true Hannah fashion.

“Every time you say you think, you never actually do.”

“Saying every time is a bit of an overstatement.”

“Or maybe you just have selective memory.” Harris chuckles behind me, my body going rigid. Whipping around, I find him angled toward us, an amused smile on his face. “Can I help you with something?” I bite, not hiding my displeasure with him eavesdropping on our conversation, regardless of what we’re discussing. 

“Sorry.” His smile doesn’t falter.

“Something funny?” I arch a brow, irritated by the pearly whites glistening at me. 

“My mom used to always say that to me when I was younger.”

“Say what exactly?” I question, my attitude all kinds of major right now. I don’t know why I’m always so curt to him. I guess I want to make it known that I’m not like every other girl in our company. I don’t think he hung the moon and I sure as hell don’t want to sleep with him.

Even if that last part is only partially true. 

But I would never do it simply because I wouldn’t want to give him the satisfaction of knowing that he got me. 

While he may think he’s god’s gift, I do not. 

“That I had selective memory.”

“And do you?” Hannah chimes in behind me, a smile in her voice.

“Only when it comes to certain things.” He winks at me and for some reason it leaves me with a weird feeling in the pit of my stomach, like I’m missing something. 

“So Harris,” Hannah steps around me so she’s standing next to me rather than behind me, “what brings you to our little Friday gathering. We don’t usually see you at these things.”

“Robert.” He hitches his thumb backward in the vicinity of where Robert is standing, talking to a couple of the ladies that work in software testing. “He insisted that I come. Actually, he didn’t really give me much choice.” He chuckles to himself, turning his attention to the bartender as he sets a beer on the bar in front of him. “Thank you.” He nods, picking up the frosted glass.

“Well, don’t let us keep you. I’m sure there are plenty of other people that you would like to talk to.” I give him an over exaggerated smile, not missing the hint of amusement that passes over his face. 

“That I do.” He fights against his own smile. “Hannah.” He nods to my friend next to me. “Blue.” His gray eyes come back to mine. “Always a pleasure.”

“For you, maybe,” I mutter under my breath after he’s already turned and walked away.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” Hannah slaps my arm, pulling my full attention back to her.

“Ow.” I rub the spot she hit. “Why are you hitting me?”

“Why are you so mean to him?”

“Because he’s an arrogant, pompous asshole,” I say like it should be that obvious.

“Okay, yes. There’s something about him that screams arrogance, but have you ever sat down and had an actual conversation with that man? I happen to think he’s pretty nice.”

“Nice.” I cough at the absurdity. “Please tell me you’re joking.” I shake my head at her.

“I’m serious. Maybe if you stopped being so mean to him and avoiding him at every turn, you’d realize he’s not that bad.”

“Maybe I wouldn’t avoid him if he wasn’t such a sleaze bag.”

“I think the proper term for it is player.”

“I think the proper term for it is douche canoe.”

“I think you’ve secretly got a thing for him,” she fires back, giving me that ‘I know you look’ over the rim of her wine glass.

“I think maybe you do,” I spit back.

“Maybe I do.” She shrugs indifferently. “After all, he is gorgeous. And god, look at those arms.” Her gaze slides past me, and even though I’m tempted to follow it, I keep my eyes locked on her. “But alas, I don’t think I’m his type.” She lets out a heavy sigh.

“Pretty sure everyone is his type,” I disagree.

“Or maybe that’s just what he wants people to think.”

“Now you’re giving him too much credit.” I shove her shoulder playfully.

She takes one last look at him before her eyes come back to mine. “You’re probably right,” she concedes. “Wishful thinking.” She takes a sip of wine. “I’d probably still bang him though.”

“Oh my god.” I cover my mouth to quiet my laugh. “You are something else, Hannah Baker.”

“And you wouldn’t have me any other way.” 

“No, I certainly would not.” Finishing off the remainder of my wine, I set my empty glass on top of the bar. “I need to run to the ladies.”

“Okay.” She finishes off her wine and sets her  glass next to mine. “Want me to order you another glass?”

“No, I might grab another in a few.”

“Okay. Well, I’m gonna go over there and say hi to Cassie and the girls.” She points to a table close to the door. “Meet me over there when you’re done?”

“Sounds good.” I adjust my purse strap on my shoulder before taking off in the direction of the bathroom.
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“You don’t like me very much, do you?” I ask, sliding up next to Blue at the bar.

She turns to look in my direction, her wavy blonde hair brushing the tops of her shoulders as she does. She studies me for a long moment, her blue eyes locked on mine. Then she smiles at me. The kind of smile that says she knows something I don’t.

“Now what would ever give you that idea?” she asks, looking past me to where Hannah and a few other women from the office are huddled around a high-top table.

“Call it a gut feeling.”

“Well, you know what they say about gut feelings.” She shrugs indifferently, turning her attention back to the bartender as he sets a glass of wine in front of her.

“And what’s that?” I ask, watching her take a long drink of the red liquid.

“That you should listen to them.” She sets her glass down, her slender fingers wrapped lightly around the stem. 

“You know what I can’t figure out though.” I turn, angling myself closer to her. “What exactly I did to make you dislike me so much?”

“Well if you have to ask, you clearly aren’t very self-aware.” She keeps her gaze forward, lifting her glass to her lips for another sip of wine. 

“Why don’t you enlighten me?”

“You really want to know?” She turns toward me, leaving her glass on the bar top.

“Yes, I really do.”

“Normally I wouldn’t say this to someone I work with, but given your persistence I think I’ll make an exception.” She licks her bottom lip and my groin tightens. 

Whether she likes me or not, it doesn’t change how attractive she is. In fact, I might even go as far as to say that it makes her more so. You know what they say about a chase. And I have no doubt this woman would give me a run for my money.

“I think you’re an arrogant, know it all, who spends more time groping his co-workers than actually working with them.”

“So that’s what you don’t like about me?” I bark out a laugh. “Because I’m flirtatious.”

“What you do goes far past flirting and we both know it.”

“Are you calling me a womanizer, Ms. Daniels?”

“No, I’m calling you a whore.” She crosses her arms in front of her chest and hits me with a pointed stare.

“If you didn’t look so damn sexy saying that, I might be offended.” I smirk.

“And there is my case in point.” She shakes her head, turning back toward the bar. 

I settle in next to her, resting my elbows on top of the bar. 

“So is your problem that I’m a whore, as you so eloquently put it, or that you’re jealous because I’ve never made a pass at you?”

“Why on earth would that make me jealous?” she spits, nearly choking on the words.

“Because maybe deep down you want me to.”

“I hate to break it to you, Mr. Avery, but that couldn’t be further from the truth.” 

She says my name with so much disdain it’s hard for me to contain my smile. I can’t help it. The more irritated she becomes the more I think maybe I made a mistake in keeping my distance from her.

It wasn’t by choice, of course. I felt an instant attraction to her the first time she walked by my desk in that tight little pencil skirt. But it was made very clear to me in the very beginning that she was off limits. In fact, Robert threatened me within an inch of my life if I so much as went near her. Apparently, she’s like a daughter to him and he didn’t hold back his anger when he caught me staring at her from across the room.

Normally, I’m not one to take orders from anyone, but Robert was so adamant and given that I really need this job to stick, I didn’t push the issue. There are plenty of fish in the office sea. But that still hasn’t stopped me from finding reasons to put myself in the vicinity of her desk nearly every day so I could get a glimpse of her. You always want what you can’t have, or so the saying goes. I’m starting to think that maybe feigning disinterest and keeping my distance from her has made this game a lot more interesting. Too bad she still has no clue that we’re playing.

What she doesn’t know yet, is that Robert is announcing his retirement next week. Which means, that once he’s gone, Blue will be fair game. 

“Now why do I find that so hard to believe?” I ask, leaning in close.

“Maybe because you think no woman in this world is immune to your charm.” She inches further away, but for every inch she pulls away, I move in closer, our shoulders now touching. 

“And you are?” I whisper, not missing the way a shiver runs through her as my breath dances across her neck.

“Most definitely.” She straightens her shoulders and turns her head toward me, her gaze hard and unreadable. “You may have everyone else fooled but I see you, Harris Avery.”

“And what do you see, exactly?”

“Blue?” An unfamiliar voice washes over us and we both turn in unison.

“Bruce.” Blue smiles, making quick work of wrapping her arms around the man’s neck and pulling him in for a hug.

“Sorry I’m late. I got caught up at the gym.”

“No worries.” Blue adjusts her purse on her shoulder. 

“You about ready?”

“You have no idea.” She throws me a sideways glance.

“Hi, I’m Harris. A friend of Blue’s.” I step up, extending my hand to the man that I tower over by a good four or five inches. He’s muscular, I’ll give him that, but I can’t see the attraction. Blue is so far out of his league it’s laughable. 

“Co-worker,” Blue interjects a little too forcefully. “We work in the same department,” she explains, more composed now.

“Bruce.” He gives my hand a shake before quickly releasing it. 

“Are you saying we aren’t friends?” I take a step back, my gaze sliding to the sexy little blonde next to me. 

“We should probably get going, Bruce.” She ignores my question, looping her arm through his as she attempts to cart him away. 

“It was nice meeting you, Bruce.” I nod before turning my attention to Blue. “I’ll see you Monday.”  My words hold a hint of a promise.

Without commenting, Blue turns, pulling Bruce alongside her toward the door. 
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“So I was thinking.” I look up from my computer screen to see Harris leaning against my cubicle wall, his hair disheveled and the top two buttons of his shirt undone. I internally roll my eyes and quiver a little all at the same time. “I think you and I got off on the wrong foot.” 

“I have work to do, Harris, so unless you need something...” I let the statement trail off. 

“You really are a tough egg, aren’t you?” He seems amused by this fact.

“Do you need something or did you just come over here to torture me?” I feign disinterest, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t at least a little curious about what he wants.

“You heard about Robert?”

“I did.” 

“I just got out of a meeting with Tom. Apparently they’ve decided not to replace him which means they will be splitting up his workload to other members of the team.”

“Okay,” I draw out, waiting for him to make a point.

“Some of that workload has been passed onto me.”

“Good for you?” 

“Well actually, it is good for me. You see, they’ve given me his client accounts which means you and I are going to be working together more frequently.”

I try to ignore the whoosh that runs through my gut. Please God, no. 

“Tom wanted me to touch base with you today so you can catch me up on where we stand with everything. I was thinking maybe we could do a working lunch. What do you say? We can hit up the little Thai place on the corner.”

“Actually, I’m really busy. I’ll probably just eat lunch at my desk.” It’s the first excuse I can think of. “If you want to sit down for a meeting, you can schedule one like everyone else does.”

“You’re not going to make this easy on me, are you?” He smirks, amused by my unwillingness. 

“Nope.” 

“Okay then.” He nods, mulling something over in his head. I can physically see the wheels turning. “For the record, I’m not so easy to get rid of.”

“For the record, I’m not that easy to get into bed.” My jaw goes slack as I realize what I just said. Shit. Shit. Shit. Totally unprofessional.

“So you have thought about it then?” He smirks.

“Thought about what exactly?” I play stupid.

“Having me in your bed.”

“What?” I blurt out, my voice a little louder than I intended for it to be.

“It’s okay, Blue. I’d be more than happy to give you what you want.”

“Oh my god.” I feel the heat creep up my cheeks. I’m not sure if I’m more embarrassed, angry, or frankly, turned on. I refuse to believe the latter. “Was that all?” I look back at my computer screen, pretending to read something, trying to put an end to this conversation before it goes any further.

“For now.” I look up moments later to catch his backside as he walks away.

Not five minutes pass before a notification pops up on my desktop, informing me that an overview meeting has been scheduled for this afternoon at one p.m. When I open my calendar, I’m not at all surprised to see who the organizer is... Harris Avery.

Fuck my life.

——

[image: ]


“You made it.” Harris looks up from the head of the meeting table where he’s sitting, files spread out in front of him, his laptop open to his left. 

“Not like I had a choice,” I grumble under my breath, closing the door behind me.

“I’ve been looking over the processes you have in place for testing and development and I gotta say, you’re spinning your wheels a little.” He jumps right into business before I have a chance to sit down.

“How so?” I ask, sliding into the seat to his right before popping open my laptop.

“Well, for example, the Developers are pushing things into production without them going through the proper IT channels. Which would explain why you’ve had so many client complaints recently.”

“How do you know we’ve had a lot of client complaints?” I arch a brow, surprised by this professional side of him. I expected this entire meeting to be full of sexual innuendoes, him insinuating that I want to sleep with him. I’m relieved to see he’s actually taking this seriously and wants to work.

“Because a lot of those complaints come through Robert, and now, me. I’ve been reviewing all his files and I’ve come to one very important conclusion. We need to come up with a more efficient way to push things through production using the proper channels.”

“Okay, so what do you suggest?”

“I’ve already talked to Mike.” 

I’m shocked. Mike is the VP over IT, though he’s rarely ever in the office. He splits his time between this office and the office in Atlanta, and he’s extremely difficult to pin down, which is why I’m a little surprised that he’s already spoken to him. 

Harris continues, “He agrees that some changes need to take place to create a more streamline process. One that must be followed. We can’t have our developers doing whatever they want. The testing team is there for a reason.”

“I agree.” I nod my head. “I’ve brought this concern up several times but as a BA, no one listens to me.”

“Well they’re going to start listening. As of today, we are going to rework the testing processes. From the moment you receive the client’s specifications to the final product being pushed to the client, there will be a step-by-step guide. Every step must be completed before we can move on and everyone must sign off on each step. That way if someone starts skipping steps, they can be held accountable. What are your thoughts on this?”

“I think this all sounds amazing,” I say, impressed by his eagerness to jump in and take the reins. Robert is an amazingly sweet man, but with that comes his downfalls. He’s the least assertive person I know, and because of this most people take complete advantage of him. It’s difficult to make change when there’s no one willing to enforce said change. 

But Harris doesn’t strike me as the type of person to let things slide. Maybe working with him won’t be so bad after all.

“I’m going to schedule a meeting with Peter and Robin this week. Once we have the developing manager and IT manager in the know, we can move forward. We will need their help in coming up with this new strategy. I’ll want you in that meeting as well.”
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