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Chapter 1 – The New Guy with the Crooked Tie
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The morning began like any other in the open-plan office of BritePoint Marketing. The smell of burnt coffee floated from the communal kitchen, mingling with the faint tang of printer ink and the muted hum of keyboards. It was Monday, the day of optimism and quiet despair in equal measure.

Memo Alvarez was already at her desk, tapping her pen against her notebook in rhythmic irritation. She was known for her sharp mind and sharper comments, the kind of person who could sell snow in winter but also scare interns into double-checking their spreadsheets. Her workstation was a perfectly balanced chaos — color-coded folders, sticky notes shaped like stars, and a small cactus named Winston sitting by her monitor.

The office door opened with a soft click, and in walked someone new.

He had the awkward confidence of someone trying too hard not to trip. His tie, navy blue with faint white dots, hung slightly crooked, and his hair looked as though he’d combed it using his reflection in a toaster. He smiled, too wide, too eager.

“That must be the new guy,” whispered Leah from the desk opposite Memo, without looking up from her email.

“Mm-hmm,” Memo muttered, already assessing him. “Crooked tie, nervous smile, holding his resume like it’s a life jacket. Rookie energy.”

The new guy stopped by the reception desk, speaking to the HR assistant with the kind of politeness that screamed over-preparation. Memo caught snippets — “so grateful,” “thrilled to be here,” “dream opportunity.” She rolled her eyes, though a hint of amusement tugged at her mouth.

His name, as soon became known, was Romeo Vega. Yes, Romeo. As if fate had pulled the oldest joke out of the book and decided to test Memo’s patience.

When he was finally introduced to the team by the department manager, everyone clapped politely. Romeo’s cheeks flushed red, but he kept his grin steady.

“Everyone, this is Romeo Vega, our new junior copywriter,” said the manager. “He’ll be joining the campaign team under Memo’s supervision.”

Memo’s pen froze mid-tap.

“Under my supervision?” she repeated, raising an eyebrow.

The manager nodded with a grin that said he was fully aware of her reluctance but too amused to care. “Yes, you’ve got the experience, Memo. I’m sure you’ll show him the ropes.”

Romeo turned toward her, his smile uncertain but hopeful. “I’m looking forward to learning from you, Memo.”

She gave him a look that could curdle milk. “We’ll see if you survive the first week.”

The team chuckled. Romeo laughed nervously, adjusting his crooked tie again.

By mid-morning, Memo had decided that Romeo Vega was too cheerful for his own good. He kept thanking everyone for small favors — thank you for showing me the copier, thank you for explaining the Wi-Fi password, thank you for telling me where the restrooms are. It was exhausting.

At 10:15, he showed up at her desk holding a cup of coffee that looked like it had been poured by a toddler.

“I got you one,” he said brightly. “Double-shot caramel latte, right? I overheard Leah say it’s your usual.”

Memo blinked. “You overheard?”

He nodded, proud of himself. “I thought it’d be nice to bring you one as a thank you for letting me shadow you today.”

She stared at the cup. “You realize this is not bribery season, right?”

Romeo tilted his head. “There’s a season for bribery?”

Memo smirked. “There is. It’s called ‘performance review month.’ You’re early.”

He grinned, unbothered. “Then consider it a head start.”

Against her better judgment, she found herself laughing — just once, short and quiet.

They spent the rest of the morning reviewing client campaigns. Romeo’s handwriting looked like hieroglyphs, and his ideas, though creative, were scattered. He talked too much, gestured too widely, and once spilled half his pen ink on his notes. Memo kept sighing, yet something about his unfiltered enthusiasm made the office feel a little less like a chore.

Around noon, Leah swung by Memo’s desk. “So,” she said under her breath, “what do you think of the new guy?”

Memo didn’t look up. “Too cheerful. Too polite. He’ll burn out by Wednesday.”

Leah smirked. “You said that about the intern last year.”

“The intern cried during a team call because the printer jammed,” Memo replied. “My track record is solid.”

Romeo appeared at that exact moment, holding a stack of client drafts. “Hey Memo, do you have a moment to review these?”

Leah winked at Memo and slipped away.

Memo took the drafts without a word and began scanning them. To her surprise, Romeo’s work wasn’t half bad. The grammar was clean, the tone consistent, and though his ideas needed tightening, there was a spark — something raw but promising.

She looked up. “You’ve written worse than I expected.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment?” he said hopefully.

“It wasn’t one,” she replied, but her lips twitched upward.

During lunch, Romeo sat across from her in the break room, oblivious to her preference for silence. He told her about his previous job at a tiny design studio where the boss’s cat had its own desk. He talked about moving to the city, about how he got lost on his way to work this morning and accidentally attended a yoga class for retirees.

Memo listened in small doses, responding with an occasional nod. Yet something about his storytelling was oddly compelling — not because it was particularly interesting, but because he believed in every word he said.

After lunch, they worked on a new client brief. Romeo typed while Memo paced behind him, dictating revisions.

“No, no, not ‘revolutionize your skincare routine.’ That’s overused. Try ‘refresh your glow,’” she said.

“‘Refresh your glow,’” Romeo repeated as he typed. “Got it.”

She crossed her arms. “You’re fast at typing. I’ll give you that.”

“I practiced,” he said. “My mom used to say I type like a pianist who lost his rhythm.”

Memo smirked. “I can see that.”

When five o’clock arrived, most of the team began packing up. Memo stayed behind, as usual, finalizing reports. Romeo hovered by her desk, hesitating.

“Do you always stay this late?” he asked.

“Only on days that end in Y.”

He chuckled softly. “Want me to stay and help?”

She shot him a look. “You don’t even know what these reports are.”

“Then I’ll learn,” he said, smiling again.

Memo studied him for a moment. “You really don’t know when to quit, do you?”

“Not when it comes to doing a good job,” he replied.

There was an awkward beat of silence, followed by the sound of the office lights flickering slightly. Memo sighed and gestured toward an empty chair.

“Fine. You can stay. But if you mess up the formatting, I’ll revoke your coffee privileges for the week.”

Romeo grinned. “Deal.”

For the next hour, they worked quietly side by side. He was slower, careful, asking questions every now and then. She corrected him, sometimes sharply, but he took it all in stride. By the time they finished, it was dark outside.

Memo leaned back, stretching her arms. “You survived your first day.”

Romeo smiled, tired but pleased. “Barely. But I think I did okay.”

She looked at him thoughtfully. “You didn’t crash the printer, spill coffee on the server, or call a client by the wrong name. That’s above average around here.”

“Then I’ll take it,” he said, standing and straightening his crooked tie again.

As they walked out of the office together, Memo noticed he still hadn’t fixed the tie properly. Without thinking, she reached out and adjusted it.

Romeo froze. “Oh—thank you.”

Memo stepped back, expression unreadable. “Next time, do it right before you walk in. It makes you look less... amateur.”

“Noted,” he said softly.

They walked in silence down the hallway. The hum of the building’s air vents filled the quiet. At the elevator, Romeo pressed the button and turned to her.

“Hey, Memo,” he said. “I know I probably talk too much, and I’ll try to tone it down. I just... really want to do well here.”

She regarded him for a moment, her usual sarcasm fading slightly. “You’ve got potential. Don’t ruin it by trying too hard.”

The elevator doors opened. They stepped inside.

As the doors slid shut, Romeo glanced at her reflection in the metallic panel. “So... does this mean you don’t hate me?”

Memo smirked faintly. “Don’t push your luck.”

When the elevator reached the ground floor, Memo walked ahead toward the parking lot, her heels clicking against the tiles. Romeo followed, still adjusting his tie — though now, it was perfectly straight.

Outside, the city buzzed with the noise of rush-hour traffic and distant laughter from a nearby café. Memo paused at her car and turned to him.

“See you tomorrow, Vega,” she said.

He smiled. “Looking forward to it, Alvarez.”

She got into her car without another word, but as she drove away, she caught herself glancing once in the rearview mirror. Romeo stood on the curb, waving halfheartedly before walking toward the bus stop, the streetlights casting a warm glow over his determined expression.

Memo shook her head, almost smiling.

Maybe — just maybe — the new guy with the crooked tie wasn’t going to be such a disaster after all.
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Chapter 2 – Memo’s Coffee Catastrophe
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Tuesday mornings in BritePoint Marketing had a rhythm of their own. The office came alive slowly, like a machine shaking off sleep. The first twenty minutes were sacred: no meetings, no phone calls, just caffeine and the low murmur of keyboards warming up.

Memo Alvarez prided herself on being a creature of precision during those minutes. Her coffee had to be exactly right — two sugars, one dash of milk, stirred counterclockwise, and served at the temperature of mild revenge. Anything else was unacceptable.

This morning, however, her carefully constructed ritual was about to implode.

When she reached the kitchen, she found Romeo Vega standing there, staring at the coffee machine as though it were a riddle designed by a cruel deity. He held a mug labeled “World’s Okayest Copywriter” that someone in HR must have given him as a welcome gift. Steam curled weakly from the spout, and the machine emitted a sad sputtering noise.

Memo stopped in the doorway. “What did you do?”

Romeo turned, startled, holding up his mug defensively. “Nothing! I swear, it just... made a weird sound. I think it’s broken.”

Memo’s eyes narrowed. “That machine is older than the CEO’s ego. It doesn’t break. It only retaliates.”

“I was just trying to make coffee,” he said sheepishly. “It blinked at me, and then this happened.”

Memo stepped closer, inspecting the panel. The “BREW” light flickered like a dying star. She sighed, muttering, “Of course. One day on the job, and
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