

  

    

  



  Just Another Day at the Office




  A Steamy Workplace Romance by L. Moone




  Cath:


  Bloody typical. Day one at the new job, and I’m crushing so hard on my colleague I can’t think straight.




  John isn’t your average romance novel hero. He doesn’t have a way with the ladies, neither does he have six pack abs. He’s just a regular guy with a bit of a dad bod, and he's shy and awkward rather than suave and charming. That’s cool, because I’m just a regular girl. One who’s already head over heels for him and he doesn’t even realize it.




  There’s something eating away at him, a mystery I’m determined to solve as well as resolve, if only he’ll give me half a chance. And if I stop being so damn nervous every time he’s around.




  John:


  Some people are made for love and happiness. I’m not one of them.




  It was a let-down when she left, even if it wasn’t entirely out of the blue. Unexpected or not, it still hurts like hell. Then there’s the new girl at the office, who keeps looking at me funny. I’m supposed to be training her, but her presence is making me feel even worse. She's a constant reminder of everything I'll never have.




  I’m not sure I’m ready to hope again. The disappointment would end up crushing me.




  Will John get over his issues and give love a chance? Can Cath convince him that despite his flaws, he truly is the man of her dreams? Read on and find out. Who knew things could get this hot at the office?




  This steamy, body-positive romance features a Big Handsome Man (BHM), a woman who appreciates him just how he is, and plenty of colourful (British English) language.
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Just Another Day at the Office 






  Part I.




  

    


  




  I.




  Before you start: Can't get enough of them dad bod heroes? Me neither, that's why I keep writing about them! Click here to grab another Dad Bod Romance, completely FREE!





  It's only nine-thirty am and already I can smell his armpits from across the large, shiny desk. What a complete creep! If I didn't need the money, I would've cut the interview short and made my escape by now…




  How is he sweating so much? It's October, not mid-July!




  My brain is on autopilot as he witters on about what he expects from me, I try to keep eye contact to a minimum while uttering generic responses where appropriate.




  "Yes, I understand," I say.




  Punctuality is important, got it . My eyes wander around the room, over the posed photographs of him sharing a handshake with some equally pompous looking dicks. Dick-an appropriate nickname for Richard Porter-purchasing manager at the large electronic components distributor where I hope to be working soon.




  By now I've seen enough of the over-dressed office from which he rules his domain and I stealthily glance through the window that overlooks the office floor. The desks are arranged in groups of three or four with low partition walls surrounding each cluster. All of the work areas that I can see are fully occupied except one.




  "Yes, indeed I'm very excited to start my career here …" I hear myself say.




  Just what the question was which prompted this response, I can't quite remember.




  I give Richard-Dick-a quick glance. Pointless, he's still looking at my cleavage. Perhaps I should offer him a tissue. I shuffle uncomfortably in my seat. Can I go now?




  Outside on the office floor the man who sits alone in a grouping of three desks catches my eye. He turns around in his chair as he answers the phone and only now can I fully appreciate him.




  My age, or at the most thirty, if I had to guess. His full head of dark blond hair looks slightly longer than intended and somewhat messy. A perfect face, if there can be such a thing. Completely regular features and a straight nose as if copied from an ancient Greek statue; not that I recall seeing many Greek statues of a man of his build. Cuddly would be an appropriate descriptor.




  I can't tell the exact colour of his eyes from here but even at this distance they express a certain kindness. He looks so serious, speaking into the phone with his full, sensual lips and a thoughtful look on his face.




  I let my eyes travel down over his body-he's definitely a big guy, but it's hard to get a good look while he's sitting down. I can tell that he's straining against the white pinstriped shirt he's wearing. He should probably go a size up, not that I mind the look personally.




  I'd prefer the shirt off altogether.




  He is so exactly my type, it's unnerving. My mind instantly conjures up images of him, on top of me, his broad arms cradling me as he leans in for a kiss. Oh, what I could do to this man.




  "So, you'll handle a few easier accounts at first, then we'll re-evaluate, subject to successful completion of your three-month trial period," Dick says.




  "Right," I answer. "Three months trial, okay."




  I try to regain my composure, to hide the breathlessness I feel, but I can't take my eyes off my favourite future colleague. Will one of those empty desks become mine soon?




  Suddenly, the fantasy disappears. The gorgeous face I was just admiring has twisted into an expression of shock, sadness. He's still on the phone, but he's stopped speaking. My heart starts beating even faster, only this time it's with concern. It's as though I can feel his pain from all the way over here.




  I close my eyes for a moment and recover.




  "So, who will I be working with?" I turn to Dick who is now finally looking up from my chest.




  "You'll be working under Jonathan Hall, Senior Purchaser here at Aspect Technologies," he says as he motions over to the one occupied desk in a cluster of three, at my Mr. Perfect.




  "Great, I guess I'll see you in two weeks then." I shake Dick's clammy hand as I get up.




  Not certain how I should feel after all that, I take a few shaky steps toward the door. I've got the job. But what have I just witnessed out there?




  As Dick walks me towards the elevator, I steal one last look at Jonathan. He is sitting completely still, staring at nothing while still holding the phone in mid-air. I try to give him a warm smile as I walk right through the path of his gaze, but he is completely oblivious.




  I wish I could have overheard that phone call.




  II.




  For these past two weeks' time seemed to move at a crawl. The job promises to be the usual nine-to-five drudgery but I can hardly contain my excitement. The main reason of course is the prospect of working with Jonathan. Being able to make rent next month feels almost like a welcome bonus.




  I wonder if my memory could be deceiving me. I suppose I'll find out soon enough if he really is everything I recall.




  My buzzing phone brings me back to reality. A message from Jase:




  Best of luck, girl. Go kick some arse!




  It makes me smile. Of course he remembered that today is the day. I haven't been able to shut up about this job ever since the interview. Well, not about the job, but about the guy. Same thing really.




  Thanks! x, I respond.




  Now, what to wear… After pulling out nearly half the contents of my wardrobe and dumping them on the bed I settle on a slightly-too-tight plum pencil skirt and a black cowl-neck pullover. A tad more conservative than my usual style, but I wouldn't want to fall foul of any yet to be discovered dress code. At least the pullover makes the outfit somewhat appropriate for the blustery weather that's typical for late October.




  Plus, there's still that sleazy creep, Dick Porter, to contend with. A pair of back seamed stockings and heels should do nicely to keep things interesting.




  Dress to impress.




  I'm fifteen minutes early coming out of the lift at my new workplace. Most of the desks are still empty, as is the office in the corner. I'm guessing Dick doesn't take punctuality to extremes himself. Good.




  I hesitate and look around for any familiar faces. Dick's assistant, Sharon, is just now walking into the office as well. She is quite imposing, a bit taller than me with a slightly heavier, more curvaceous build, as well as impeccable dress sense. Her demeanour suggests she takes herself a bit too seriously. I don't want to judge too quickly though, so I put on my friendliest smile.




  "Morning, I'm Cath. We met two weeks ago when I came in for my interview. Today is my first day..."




  "Oh yes, Catherine. Richard isn't in yet; he'll be here at nine. Why don't you take a seat over there-" She gestures towards the right side of the office where I already expected to be sitting, "-and make yourself comfortable."




  Her tone is authoritative. She's used to being in charge.




  "Thanks," I mutter, while anxiously scanning the office for Jonathan.




  There is a backpack lying on what I remember to be his desk, but he's not around. So I put my stuff on the empty desk right next to his and sit down to wait. Nervous doesn't quite describe how I feel.




  "Hi." His baritone voice behind me makes me jump up instantly. It sounds pleasantly warm but slightly raspy, as though he's fighting a cold.




  "Err, hi. I'm Cath-short for Catherine but nobody actually calls me that. They tell me I'm going to be working with you…" And now I'm rambling. Great.




  I look at his face while offering my hand to greet him formally. Gorgeous as I remembered. But in spite of the proverbial rose-tinted specs which are currently clouding my vision, I can't help but notice a difference about him.




  Are those dark circles I'm seeing? Even his skin tone has changed from the healthy subtle tan I remember to ashen and dull. I fight the urge to stare. My fingers itch to reach up and touch his face, but of course I do nothing of the sort.




  "Yes indeed. Morning. I'm John," he says as we shake hands. His hand is slightly colder than mine but his grip is strong. It takes a lot of willpower for me to let go.




  Holding my breath, I fight my nerves to look into his eyes momentarily. They're a warm shade of amber, but at the same time they betray more than the rest of his appearance has already done. Tired and empty. I'm taken aback by what I see and quickly look away again.




  I dare not stare or make eye contact again all morning while he is giving me an introduction to all the systems I'm supposed to be using. There's no hint of small talk, only work. Even then, he appears to be a man of few words.




  Whenever I do glance at his face, I notice he's consistently avoiding the sight of me. If he's not looking at the computer screen, he's leafing through the mountain of papers on his desk. Now I'm not expecting every man to act like Dick "Pervert" Porter and shamelessly ogle my boobs all day. But to avoid looking in my direction completely is another unusual extreme.




  And it's especially frustrating, because I desperately wish for John to notice me.




  While he busies himself with some papers in the filing cabinet behind his desk, I allow my eyes to linger on him for a moment.




  Ever since I can remember I've liked men with a bit of meat on them. I don't quite understand it-I don't have any identifiable reason for this preference. I've long given up trying to analyse myself. All I know is, I want to feel his soft skin under my fingertips. I want his belly brushing against me as he leans down for a kiss. I want...




  "Cath, was it?" says a familiar voice behind me. "How are you enjoying your first day?"




  Dick . His presence makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up, and not in a good way. The inappropriate fantasy that had started to play out in my mind is instantly shattered.




  "Great," I say. "There's so much to learn, but John has been really patient with me."




  "Good, good. Carry on!" I can hardly suppress a sigh of relief as he stalks off towards another cluster of desks.




  I turn to face John. "What time is lunch?"




  "Ten minutes."




  ***




  The lunchroom is spacious and bright. There is a buffet of sandwiches on offer and a suspicious looking "Soup of the day". I buy a ham and cheese sandwich and join a group of about seven women who are already eating and chatting at one of the two large tables.




  There's no sign of John.




  "Hi, I'm Cath. I've just started today," I introduce myself as the others give me the visual once-over. The only one I've already met is Sharon, who gestures at the empty seat next to her.




  "Catherine, join us. I'll introduce everyone." She's smiling at me but her eyes don't look friendly.




  Maybe my first impression was somewhat correct after all: she seems to be in charge. Or at least she thinks she is.




  Sharon quickly rattles through the names of everyone at the table.




  "This is Linda, Shelley, Jessica, Amanda, Heidi and Jackie." I nod at each of them before taking a seat.




  "So, Cath. How do you like Aspect so far?" a woman further along the table asks.




  Amanda, I think, but I'm not entirely sure. Her smile seems more genuine than Sharon's, but perhaps she's just a better actress.




  "Oh, it seems like a nice place to work. Of course, I'm just overwhelmed at all the new things I'm supposed to learn."




  "Right. So, you've been paired with John," she says. Her voice sounds awkward as she speaks his name. "How's that going?"




  "Fine… He seems knowledgeable," I say.




  "He should be. It seems like he's always here; comes in early and leaves late. Well he used to anyway. We've been wondering if he secretly has a bed hidden away in the supply cupboard," one of the others butts in.




  The group laughs in response.




  I smile politely at their rather sad attempt at a joke, and eat my food. The conversation moves on to other topics, mainly reality TV. The X Factor and Strictly Come Dancing. I don't watch either, so have nothing much to contribute.




  * John *




  Bloody great.




  First Julie puts me through hell, and now that moron Richard is having me train his insufferable new recruit. The fun just keeps piling up, threatening to claim what's left of my sanity.




  I caught a glimpse of her from behind as she arrived for her interview. Exactly Richard's type. Long legs leading up to probably the greatest ass ever to have set foot in this building. She'll fit right in with Sharon and her gang, so why couldn't one of them train her?




  It's obvious why he hired her; and previous experience clearly wasn't a deciding factor.




  This whole thing must be his idea of a joke. The way he looked at her when he came over to say hello… disgusting.




  It'll be a few days before he makes his move. She will most definitely go for it too. They usually do.




  I hadn't even seen her up close until this morning. She's his ultimate checklist personified: gorgeous figure with curves in just the right places, well dressed, and young. And her face…




  I am not the type of guy who tends to objectify women, far from it. But this one-I can't even look at her without having to fight one physical reaction or another.




  Best to ignore her completely. Once I get this training over with, everything can go back to normal.




  A glance at my watch tells me it's time. Back to the grind…




  I quickly hide the bottle of vodka behind the stack of spare copier paper. I don't know why I bother with this anymore. It doesn't even help.




  When I get to my desk she is already sitting at her computer, peering at the screen with intense focus. I sit down and retrieve the sheet with today's training topics from the mess on my desk. The letters are blurring a little, but I'm sure I can bluff my way through. After all, she doesn't know anything yet.




  Here goes nothing…




  "Let's continue, shall we?" I say, wishing for the day to just end already.




  III.




  I am rudely awakened by the sound of my alarm.




  The leftovers of the delicious dream I've been having still linger, confusing me. John was in it, of course. I can't quite recall much else, but my ragged breath and moist, tingly crotch suggest that we weren't getting much work done.




  As I get ready and head into work, I can't stop obsessing about what's been going on lately.




  Despite working with John for a few days already, I really can't seem to get close to him. All my efforts to start a conversation have stumbled at the first hurdle.




  I do wonder, is he always like this? Or perhaps he genuinely dislikes me? Although I keep going through whatever I've done or said, and I can't pinpoint anything specific that might have caused this rift.




  I haven't even had the chance to say anything too daft yet. We haven't had a single conversation that wasn't about work.




  Today, I think I'll have lunch with the girls again. Perhaps they have some insights to share.




  By the time I reach the office and make my way towards my desk, John is already there for a change. Normally he's nowhere to be seen until nine am sharp.




  And he looks even bleaker than on Monday.




  Something is definitely wrong with him. Perhaps that's the reason he isn't talking.




  Whatever it is, I'll be the last person he'll talk to. He seems to be the sort of person to bottle everything up.




  Speaking of bottles, I'm convinced he has a stash somewhere around the office. Every lunch hour he sneaks off and comes back with a distinct smell hanging around him. They say vodka doesn't make your breath smell, but that's untrue.




  It's only a matter of time before someone catches on, even if I'm the only one who appears to be paying attention. Maybe I should say something? But considering he hates me, I don't think it'll go down well.




  "So, what's the plan for today?" I say, forcing myself to look him right in the face this time.




  I've been practising but my heart still skips a few beats every time I do. How does he not notice or care just how nervous he makes me?




  John is just sitting there, fingertips rubbing his temples and eyes closed in a frown. Hangover? Time to take some initiative.




  "I'm going to get myself a cuppa, would you like anything?" I try again. Nothing.




  I shrug and head to the hot drinks machine. Fine, I'll improvise. When I get back to our desks, he's still sitting in the same position.




  "Here, have some tea. You look like you need it." I push one of the two paper cups towards him, as well as a couple of sugar packets and a wooden stirrer.




  "I wasn't sure how you take it."




  Finally, he looks up at me and I just about manage to hide my nerves with a friendly expression. I hope.




  "Thanks," he says, and our eyes meet for but a split second.




  I quickly look away and fidget with my own ribbed cardboard cup before taking a sip.




  As my heart rate comes down, I can't help but smile into my drink.




  There's something pure about tea. How it can turn almost any situation right around.




  When I glance over at John, he's just brought his cup to his lips. His face has straightened out and he looks a bit more relaxed than he has done all of this week. As soon as I focus on my cup again, I feel his eyes on me and I can hardly suppress another smile.




  This morning, the training goes a little better than it has so far. Either I'm starting to pick things up, or he's become more patient. He's even speaking in complete sentences rather than monosyllabic words.




  Whatever the cause, I'm encouraged by the results.




  "Say, have you heard that the renovations at the old cinema are done now? It feels like forever since I've been to the movies…" I try, hoping to steer the conversation away from work.




  "Yeah, the opening was what, last weekend? I haven't been yet," he answers.




  An actual chat, even if it was just one exchange-amazing what a cup of tea can do!




  "Lunchtime. See you after," he says while getting up.




  I still haven't seen him set foot in the lunchroom even once. I wonder where he goes every day?




  "Later," I respond.




  When I enter the break area, the conversation at the lunch table is already in full swing.




  "Hi, Cath, join us!" Amanda waves at me. During the past few days we've shared lunch, she has been the nicest to me out of the whole group.




  I sit down next to her and start listening in. There's some event coming up and everyone is buzzing.




  "I overheard Richard the other day talking to upper management. Apparently it will be black tie this year! And everyone's allowed a plus-one, not like our usual parties," Amanda continues. Her voice is shrill with excitement.




  They can only be talking about the obligatory office Christmas party. I'm not sure whether to look forward to it or dread the entire affair.




  Bring a date? The only date I want sits next to me every day… But what if he has someone already? I don't have a clue about his personal life.




  "So, when is this thing happening?" I ask casually.




  "Saturday, December 1st. I'm sure they'll send out a circular shortly," Amanda says.




  That gives me-let's see-just about four weeks.




  The conversation moves on. Dick allegedly hooked up with some girl in Finance. I feel sorry for her, but my sentiments aren't shared by the rest of the group, it seems.




  Half of the group decides to leave early, preparing for some meeting I'm not privy to. I get a moment alone with Amanda and decide to make the most of it.




  "Say, I've been wondering. Is John always this grumpy or have I done something to cause it?" I ask.




  "Well..." Her voice lowers. "Actually, no. I mean, he's not very chatty generally, but lately-I probably shouldn't say anything."




  Please, please do tell! I try not to look too eager, but can't keep my eyes off her in anticipation of what she's about to share.




  She takes a deep breath before continuing in a low whisper. "A few weeks ago, he broke up with his girlfriend."




  "Really!" I raise my eyebrows.




  "Yeah, it was messy, too. I don't know why, but for some reason she called the office and not his mobile. All calls reach Linda's line first and then she transfers them. So, she transferred the call to John but-" Amanda hesitates and scans the empty room.




  "She never hung up. Heard the whole thing."




  My mind is racing. This must have been the phone call I witnessed during my job interview.




  The sneaking off, the drinking at lunchtime… It all starts to make sense now.




  I can't believe Linda would do such a thing! Okay, that's not true. I have no trouble believing it at all.




  "Oh my, and she told everyone what she overheard?" I ask.




  "Yeah. I mean, I'm not really friendly with him, but that was quite a crappy thing to do. The girl told him she had never really been into him, that she had just been with him because she needed a place to stay for free. Really cruel." Amanda shakes her head.




  My mouth has fallen wide open. I'm torn between sadness and outrage.




  "Unbelievable," I mutter.




  As I wander towards my desk, my mind is still racing to process this new information. So, he is indeed single, but the circumstances make me feel guilty for hoping so earlier on.




  My heart aches for him, but what can I do about it? If he gets the feeling that I'm only being nice to him out of pity, that would make everything worse.




  That's not how things are, anyway.




  He mustn't find out that I know. Ever.




  "Hi." I smile and make proper eye contact for the first time in quite a while.




  My heart skips a whole bunch of beats, yet my eyes linger on his just a little longer.




  "Hey. Ready to be introduced to some suppliers?" he asks.




  Do my ears deceive me or is his voice just a little more upbeat than normal?




  "Yeah, but I could really use a bit of caffeine first-shall I get you one too?" I ask.




  "Sure, thanks." A reluctant smile appears.




  I guess the saying is true: the way to a man's heart is through his stomach. I sure as hell can play that game! Off I go, with a spring in my step.




  The hot drinks machine is in the hallway just around the corner, opposite the lifts. It's quiet at this time of day, allowing me to plot my next move. I must get him to open up more.




  Just when I'm picking up the two cups to head back to my desk, I start to feel uneasy. It's as though I can feel someone's presence nearby.




  "Hi, Cath-getting a cup of tea, I see?" Dick appears right behind me.




  I must have been so lost in my thoughts that I didn't notice him walking over.




  "Um, yeah. Nothing like some caffeine to increase productivity..." I respond with a flat smile.




  He's standing way too close for comfort. Has the man never heard of personal space?




  "Good, good. I won't keep you. I was just wondering..." He leans closer, with one hand against the drinks machine, blocking my way. "Perhaps you'd like to join me for drinks sometime? We could go somewhere after work."




  Wait, didn't he already get with some woman from Finance recently? I shudder at the thought.




  "Thanks, but I don't think that's a good idea," I mumble.




  My eyes are now scanning around the empty hallway, hoping for someone to walk in and distract him. Thankfully, a moment later Sharon appears and I don't hesitate to seize my chance.




  "Oh, Sharon, good thing you're here. I was wondering-" I quickly duck underneath Dick's arm and get a few paces between us. "Where is the extra sugar kept? The dispenser here is almost out."




  Sharon looks at me, frowning, then looks back at Dick, who is still standing by the machine.




  "Oh, that's okay, I'll take care of it." Sharon continues to look at us with a suspicious scowl on her face.




  "Great, thanks. Back to work," I mutter while hurrying back into the office floor.




  Hopefully Dick gets the message that I'm not interested, but something tells me he isn't the type to quit easily.




  * John *




  Today went a lot better than expected, despite my epic hangover this morning.




  The new girl, Cath, is really trying to be friendly. Maybe she's not just a pretty face; she seems to be unlike the others: actually nice.




  She went to get a cup of tea after lunch and came back looking flustered. When I asked what was wrong, she wasn't forthcoming. The only hint she gave was when she asked about Richard in a roundabout fashion. What's his deal? That's literally what she asked.




  I had to assume he tried some of his so-called charms on her-that's what he always does. And apparently it didn't work.




  For some reason this really cheered me up. While Sharon and the others continue to suck up to him all day, she's not interested.




  I thought I was the only one who saw him for the despicable arse that he is. She was being careful not to say anything too incriminating, of course. But I could tell from how she said his name that she's not a fan.




  After finishing for the day, we got talking a little. She said she likes to know the people she works with, something to that effect. We talked about silly stuff mostly-movies, music, that sort of thing. It turns out she's unusual indeed, in fact we share very similar tastes.




  It was nice. A little conversation about nothing, really. She's excited about the final season of Game of Thrones, but said her benchmark epic fantasy will always remain The Lord of the Rings.




  I would have never taken her for a Tolkien nerd. Interesting.




  When she got up to leave, she casually touched my arm while saying goodbye. My skin is still buzzing in that spot even now. I hope she didn't notice if I acted weird. It's just a casual gesture, she wouldn't have meant anything by it…




  "Yeah, I'll have another. Double," I say, while brushing my hand over that spot on my arm. It's as though I can still feel her touch.




  The bartender has given up on taking my empty glasses away, instead opting to simply refill them. I don't know how many times. The whisky has stopped burning on my tongue, so I must've had a few already.




  But why can't I get her out of my head? If only she knew the effect she's having on me, she'd dislike me just like she does Richard.




  Still, she's all I can think about.




  IV.




  "Morning, John," I say when I reach our desks, tea in hand.




  When I initially came in, he was here already in much the same condition as yesterday, so I headed for the hot drinks machine straight away. Perhaps this is going to turn into a ritual of sorts.




  He takes the cup, giving me an apologetic smile.




  "Rough night?" I guess that wasn't really a question.




  He responds with an unintelligible noise rather than actual words.




  "I wish you'd take it easy on yourself." Shit, did I actually just say that?




  He instantly looks up in surprise. I wish the earth would swallow me whole, but here I am. All I can do to deflect is to fidget with my cup some more.




  Shut up, woman! The last thing I want is to remind him of his mum.




  "Anyway..." I say, in a desperate attempt to fill the awkward silence. "I hope you like chocolate chip."




  He doesn't hesitate to help himself to the open biscuit packet I'm holding in his direction.




  We're both quiet again, eating and drinking our tea. I've always been clumsy, so it's no surprise I'm spilling crumbs all over the front of my dress. I casually try and brush them off, when I notice Dick leaning against the door frame leading to his office, watching me.




  There is something so creepy in his stare; it puts me off immediately.




  "Erm, John… " I clear my throat, and lean across just low enough to get out of Dick's line of sight. "I hope you don't mind but I would like to ask a favour."




  "Yeah, sure. What is it?" he says.




  "Well, you know the other day I asked about D… erm, Richard?" I start.




  "Yeah…"




  "It's just-he's been acting funny." I take a deep breath. Better out than in! I might as well figure out where he stands.




  "Well he's giving me weird vibes. Would you mind-you know-sort of hanging around when he comes over? I'd rather not be alone with the guy."




  My heart is pounding in my chest. I thought I could tell that he didn't like Dick either when we talked about him yesterday. Hopefully it wasn't a trick!




  "Uh, sure…" He smiles at me.




  I guess he does understand. Thank God!




  When I straighten myself, I can't see Dick anymore; perhaps he's wandered off to be creepy someplace else.




  It seems that John thinks I've learnt quite enough for the time being, so he gives me a few jobs to do on my own and the morning passes without further excitement. I decide to have lunch at my desk this time.




  As usual John is away for the whole hour. I thought I saw him go into the copier room, but surely he can't have stayed in there the whole time? I must have just missed him leaving.




  Dick is apparently busy with meetings all afternoon, which doesn't surprise me. That's what management jobs seem to be all about. In any case it's a good thing because I don't risk running into him.




  By five o'clock he's back though, lurking around his office, and stealing glances in my direction. John is getting ready to leave for the day, so I don't have much time to spare.




  "Umm, John, mind if I walk down with you?" I say.




  He throws a quick glance in Dick's direction, before looking back at me.




  "Yeah, no problem. I'll wait."




  I give him a grateful smile and quickly pack up my bag.




  Unfortunately, the way out is right past Dick's office, and as we walk by I hear him clearing his throat.




  "Cath. Have you got a minute?" Dick asks.




  He shoots a suspicious look at John, but the latter doesn't move from my side. My knight in shining armour!
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