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Gap Years
by Bimbo Ross


Miss Annette Prim was engrossed in typing up her report and so didn’t pay too much notice when she heard the words, ‘There you go,’ as papers were dropped gently on her desk. It was the crisp, clean scent of newly cut grass mixed with a lemony fragrance that caught her attention, and as she looked up to locate its source, all she saw was his back exiting through the office door. Young. Nice bum. Delicious aroma. She dragged her thoughts back to her immediate task and soon forgot all about the intrusion.


The following day, when her mail was dropped on her desk again, she was slightly more responsive and looked up at the, ‘There you go,’ in time to see his face. She was rewarded with a wolfish grin as he passed by. It took her a little while to get her mind back to her budget analysis.


That afternoon, during her coffee break, she decided to find out more about the new mail boy. The small kitchen at the back of the office was the place to go and several of her co-workers were already lounging around on the pretext of making tea or coffee or grabbing a bite to eat. The kitchen was intimate and generally kind of messy with used mugs lying around the small sink, and various magazines strewn across the coffee table in the corner. There was a tatty sofa that someone had brought in during a home makeover, but it was comfy if you had a few minutes free to sit down, read a mag and drink your coffee, although Annette rarely had time for any of that.


Annette was pleased to see Pamela, the office gossip, in her usual position, perched on the arm of said sofa. Annette usually avoided the kitchen if Pamela was within five feet of it. She hadn’t forgotten the time she’d interrupted a coven of them, giggling in the corner like unruly schoolgirls, Pamela in the middle of it all. She’d heard snatches of rhymes they were making up such as, Miss Prim’s 56 and never been kissed! That was the time someone had been transferred from personnel, or HR as it was now called, and had divulged Annette’s age to everyone. And when they found out that she regularly attended the gym after work, it was, Miss Prim goes to the gym, the only excitement for her quim. She was actually quite impressed with that one; it at least showed knowledge of Shakespeare’s language. Once they’d even left a magazine open at an article entitled, “Your Name is Your Destiny”. She thought that was a bit mean.


‘Hi, Pamela, how are you today?’


Pamela threw Annette a surprised look. ‘I’m OK, thanks, Annette. And you?’


‘Not bad, not bad. I ... er, I noticed there’s a new guy dropping off the mail these days.’
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