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Dedication


[image: ]


Whilst this story is fictional, the memories are not. 

This book is dedicated to all the guys and gals of TVM Healthcare (now gone but never forgotten!) who gave me the best ten years of my working life. Thank you! 

Kelvin, you were taken too soon. The warehouse is empty without you.

I miss you all. We will have that reunion... one day.

To my Lady of the Moon and Tides - Thank You.

––––––––
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“DREAM YOUR DREAM AND work hard to make it happen.”
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Chapter 1
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I woke up feeling groggy, but surprisingly warm, considering I was lying on top of the covers in a t-shirt and knickers. I stretched out and bumped into warm bodies on either side of me. For a minute I froze, my breath caught in my throat until a  smile crossed my face, and I made my tense muscles relax.

“Even now, you still do that when you wake up,” a voice rumbled next to me, his hand playing with my fingers. 

I turned my head and blinked sleepily at Alex, a droopy smile on my face. “Hey, gorgeous. I’m sorry. You know I don’t do it on purpose.”

“I know. It’s just another thing I hate your ex for, that’s all.”

“He’s not worth it, you know that.” I gazed at him, seeing his dark hair all mussed up from sleep. His facial features were sharp, with chiselled cheekbones to make any female jealous. His hazel eyes were a combination of warm honey and cool grass. It depended on his mood as to which colour was more prominent.

He stretched out his lithe but muscular body, his legs brushing mine as he moved. “There’s water and a couple of tablets here with your name on them. Do you want them now, or after you’ve been to the bathroom?”

“After, I think.” 

“Do you want me to move?” Alex had already started to shift before I could answer. 

I ruffled his hair as I passed him, knowing it annoyed him. A giggle escaped me as he grunted before I shut the door behind me, and hurried next door to the bathroom.

Once I had finished the necessary, I looked in the mirror as I washed my hands. My long auburn hair was a tangled mess. My t-shirt was rumpled and hanging off one of my shoulders. My skin looked even paler than normal, and bloodshot raccoon eyes peered back at me. I groaned aloud, jumping at a knock on the door.

“Are you okay in there?” Ben sounded worried. 

I opened the door and smiled up at my fair-haired friend. “I’m fine,” I reassured him and linked my arm through his as we returned to the bedroom. I let go of Ben’s arm and jumped back into bed, as Ben made his way more sedately to the other side of me. 

I moaned as I lifted my hand to my forehead. “Maybe I shouldn’t have moved so quickly. Can I have that water now, Alex?”

A beautiful smile crossed his face as he passed me the drink, plus the tablets, that I downed in one go. “Urgh, why can’t they make tasty tablets?” I asked.

“Why do you ask that every time?” asked Ben. “You know how they taste. Plus, if you hadn’t had drank so much last night, you wouldn’t be feeling this rough today.”

“Oh, shut up!” I poked him in his six-pack, although I think it hurt my finger more than he even noticed. “Why do you have to be so full of bloody logic at this time of day?” 

Alex took the empty glass and replaced it on the side table before he pulled me back down in between them. “Ben’s always logical, you know that. And, he’s right, which you also know. But, you don’t like it, so you’re grumpy. Add all that to your hangover, and it looks like we’ve got our hands full.” 

I was quiet as my brain slowly kicked into gear. I couldn’t argue with his accurate assessment, so I didn’t bother. Instead, I linked my fingers through theirs and thought once again how lucky I was to have them in my life.

The rest of the morning passed in a haze as we lay there and talked or dozed. My stomach grumbled loudly. I pressed it with both hands, as a small giggle escaped me. I turned my head to both sides to see Alex and Ben asleep. 

I couldn’t help the smile that spread across my face as I compared the two of them. One tall, one shorter. One fair-haired, the other dark. One clean-shaven, one with a goatee. They were like night and day in looks, but oh-so-similar in thoughts and deeds. I didn’t want to imagine them not in my life.

I scooched to the bottom of the bed and grabbed some clean underwear, a t-shirt, and a pair of sweatpants. I crept out of the bedroom, closed the door silently behind me, and got dressed in the bathroom before I went downstairs.

I looked at the clock on my kitchen wall and saw it was nearly one-thirty. My boys would be hungry when they woke up. I put the kettle on and prepared three mugs of strong instant coffee. As the kettle boiled, I laid out strips of bacon on the pan and started to grill them. I couldn’t help but breathe in deeply as the aroma of cooking bacon filled my lungs. I quickly fried some mushrooms, and put both the bacon and the mushrooms into the big rolls I had bought the previous day.

I put the three plates on the table, together with ketchup in the middle, and placed the freshly made coffee down. I had only just sat down when footsteps sounded on the stairs, and Alex and Ben walked through, both now dressed in jeans and long-sleeved shirts, and sat down.

“Just what I needed,” said Alex around a mouthful, which earned him a slap around the back of his head from Ben.

“Manners, uncouth youth,” Ben winked at me. He had brushed his long dirty blond hair, and it was now back in his usual half man-bun. His light blue eyes dominated his face, especially when they were ablaze with mischief, as they currently were.

“Truth trumps manners,” retorted Alex, completely unrepentant.

I said nothing as I ate my roll, and basked in the company of the two men who made my life complete. After I had finished, I pushed my plate away and picked up my mug. I sipped the still-hot coffee and closed my eyes as I listened to Alex and Ben banter.

“Cat! Hey, Cat! Listen up.”

I opened my eyes and smiled at Ben as he rapped on the table with his knuckles to get my attention. “Yeah, what’s up?”

“I’m going to go home and change. Will you be ready to come to the bar this afternoon? The rugby’s on the main screen and we want to watch it.”

“Muscled, fit men playing in tight shorts and getting muddy because, hopefully, it will rain? Absolutely I’ll be there. What time is kick-off?”

“Three. I’ll get you a drink in. Catch you later, short stuff.” Ben leant down and kissed the top of my head, waving to Alex as he left.

Alex stretched out his long legs and kicked at my foot. “I’d better go soon, too. Any more coffee before I do?”

“You know where it is,” I smirked as he stood up and moved to the kettle. “I thought you’d have gone with Ben.”

“Yeah, he’s in more of a rush than me. I’m naturally beautiful, don’t you know?”

I snorted into my coffee. “Yeah, and so modest too.” I put my mug down on the table. “Thanks for last night. I really enjoyed myself.”

“And so you should,” said Alex with a grin. “You’ve got a new job, girl. No idea what this one will be like, but it can’t be any worse than the last one.”

I hummed in agreement. “You’re not wrong there... hopefully. I don’t want to keep changing jobs.”

“You’re only twenty-six, Cat! You’ve hardly had many. You just need to find one that is the right fit. Plus, doesn’t take advantage of you. Working weekends with no pay or days off in lieu? Not right at all. My girl deserves better.”

I rose from the table and crossed over to him as he made his coffee. I squeezed against his back and hugged him as strongly as I could, knowing it wouldn’t hurt him. Alex patted my hands where they interlocked against his hard stomach.

“What’s that for?” He turned around and quirked an eyebrow at me.

“Just appreciating you,” I answered with a smile. “I’m glad I’ve got you.”

Alex leaned forward so he could look me in the eyes. “Always, Cat. I’ll always have your back.” He kissed my forehead and leaned back against the counter. “I’m going to finish this and go. Do you want a lift to the bar or do you want to walk?”

“I’ll walk. Thanks, though. Take your time with your drink, but I’m going to shower up. I’ll catch you later.” I leaned up onto my tiptoes and kissed his cheek. 

“See you later, babe,” he said as he lifted his mug in a toast. “Enjoy your shower.”

I flipped him a cheeky salute. “Will do. See you at three.”

I went into my bedroom and sorted out my clothes for after the shower before I retreated into the bathroom and started the shower. I thought I heard Alex shout his goodbye through the door, but I was more interested in washing the smell of cigarettes from the night before out of my hair. I stayed in the shower until the water ran cold. There was nothing quite like a hot shower when you felt hungover, in my opinion. 

After I had dried off and moisturised, I returned to the bedroom and dressed in my skinny black jeans and an emerald-green silky wrap-around top that complemented my slim, but with curves in all the right places, figure. I wouldn’t be out late tonight. It was Sunday, and I wanted to be good for my new job tomorrow, not bleary-eyed.

I highlighted my green eyes with a bronze eyeshadow, coupled with black eyeliner and mascara. A little bit of blush and a deep rose lipstick, and that was me done. I put in long dangly earrings that matched my top, and brushed out my long auburn hair, but left it loose.

I looked in the mirror and put my hands on my hips. “Done. Not bad.” I picked my mobile up from the bedside table and checked the time. “Perfect,” I said, satisfied, as I headed downstairs. 

I grabbed my wallet and stuck it in my black leather jacket inside pocket. I zipped up my Victorian Steampunk boots, smiling as I wriggled my toes inside. These boots were old, but so comfortable. With a two-and-a-half inch heel, they added to my five-foot-five height, without making me tower above everyone else.

I slipped into my jacket and picked up my keys as I headed to the door. After locking it behind me, I started the ten-minute walk to the bar. Just before I reached the end of the road, I turned around to look at my house. I had the end plot and had been lucky to get it at a reduced price as it had been the showhome. Plus, it was in Aldborough, which was cheaper because it was a small town. If it had been in Larnwick, there was no way I’d have been able to afford it. It was just a two-up, two-down house, but it was all mine, and I loved it. 

For a day in early May, the weather was beautiful. The sun was shining, and it was warm without being too hot. Lost in a world of my own, I reached the Main Street of town before I even realised it. I headed straight for the bar, going straight upstairs to the more raucous room where the rugby was being shown. 

As I entered the door, I saw Matt tending the bar. I waved to him as I looked around for Ben and Alex. Suddenly, my ears were assaulted by an old Jackson 5 song, ABC. 

“And here she is, ladies and gentlemen. The one that completes the three. The C of ABC... heeereee’s Cat!”

A giggle escaped me as a round of applause from the locals filled the bar. Those who were new just looked around in question. I shook my head at Matt. “Did you have to?”

“Absolutely,” he said with a smirk, as he dried off a glass. “Ben’s already got you a drink. They’re both over there.” He nodded his head to the tables near the window.

“Thanks, Matt,” I said, making my way through the crowd to them.

“Squidge over,” I said as I tried to sit down. Alex stood up and gestured for me to take his place. Once I was in, he sat back down, and I was in the middle of them once more.

“Here you go, honey,” said Ben, as he pushed my beer toward me. “Enjoy.”

I took a long swallow and enjoyed the crispness as it wet my dry throat. “Oh, I needed that,” I said before a small burp escaped me. “Those damn bubbles.”

Alex shook his head at me, his eyes twinkling. “What a lady you are.”

I nudged him with my shoulder. “I never claimed to be a lady.”

Ben snorted. “It’s a good job. No offence, Cat, but although you can be, erm, delicate when the occasion calls for it; a lady you are not.”

I tried to look offended, but couldn’t pull it off. They knew me too well. Besides, I was happy being me. I didn’t need the label of a lady. 

The rugby started and it was a close game. The atmosphere was electric, and it got louder as more beer was drunk. A cheer filled the room as our team won by a penalty kick. I excused myself and visited the ladies, having to queue as always. Eventually, I made my way back to the bar and stopped to talk to other friends I saw there. 

Alex found me and gave me a fresh beer. “Here you go, babe. The other one went, but you only had a mouthful left in it.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “No worries. Thanks for this one.”

“Ben might need your help in a minute,” Alex grinned. “He got accosted by Rachel again.”

“Again?” I laughed with him. “I thought she got the message last time?”

“Apparently not. She still thinks she and Ben are a match made in heaven.”

“Even though he’s told her he doesn’t like her that way? Yeesh, woman, give it a rest. If a man was like that with her, she’d be crying stalker, but it’s okay for her to do it?” I was extremely irritated with the situation.

“Ben can handle her,” reassured Alex, as he clasped my shoulder. “Take it easy, tiger.”

I humphed, which made Alex laugh some more. “Five minutes, and then I’m checking on him.”

Five long minutes passed before I made my way back to where I had left Ben. It wasn’t Rachel who was sitting next to him, but an unknown woman instead. 

“I can’t leave him alone for a minute,” said Alex, as he smirked in Ben’s direction.

Ben saw us and widened his eyes. He rubbed the side of his face and tugged at his ear.

“Looks like he wants you,” said Alex. “You’re up.”

“How many times is it this weekend?” I asked. I always wore a silver ring with an aquamarine stone on my right hand, so I moved it over to the ring finger on my left hand, where it now proudly looked like an engagement ring.

“Only three for now. Give me your drink.” 

I gave it to him, and he stood there with a big grin on his face. “Go on, then. I love their faces when you do it.”

“That’s just mean,” I threw over my shoulder as I went over to our table.

Ben watched me approach, relief in his eyes.

I stopped in front of the table and put my hand on my hip. “Hey, babe,” I said with snark in my tone. “What are you doing?”

The woman at the side of Ben gave me the side-eye and shifted her body, making it clear that she felt she was there first, and I was just an interloper.

“Just having a drink, honey,” he drawled. He picked up his drink from the table and took a swallow.

“And who’s your friend?” I asked. I bit the inside of my cheek to stop myself from smiling.

“Who? Oh, this here is Emily. She’s been visiting family for the weekend.”

“Family, huh,” I said, making sure to move my left hand. Emily’s eyes grew big as they caught the ring on my finger.

“Erm, actually, I think I’d better go,” she stuttered. “It’s been nice meeting you, Ben.”

“Oh, you don’t have to go,” I said, with a saccharine smile. “Ben and I need to be off anyway. The babysitter doesn’t like us to be late on a Sunday. Come on, my lovely. Alex needs to get home.”

Emily nearly fell off her chair as she moved away from Ben. “Yeah, well, I must be off too. I’ve got a long drive. Nice talking to you, bye.” With a hurried wave, she grabbed her friend by the arm, and they both left in a hurry.

I sat down next to Ben and rested my cheek on his shoulder. “Feel better now?” I asked. I felt him nod. 

“You know I don’t like turning anyone away,” he said.

“You can’t just keep using me though.” I sat up and looked him in the eyes. “I love you, but you need to grow a pair. If you don’t want a woman’s attention, tell her you need to go. Stop using me as your beard.”

Ben choked slightly on his drink. “I’m not!” he insisted. “It’s just easier this way.”

“Yeah, for you,” I muttered. Just then, Alex came and sat down with us again. “So what was I this time, the kid or the babysitter?”

“Take your pick, I left it ambiguous.” I raised my glass in a toast. “To my two best friends, pains in the butt though they may be.”

“Hey, I resemble that remark,” protested Alex, making us laugh.

After that excitement, the rest of the night passed smoothly. That was until it was time for us to leave. Ben had nipped to the gent’s, and Alex had just disappeared. I slipped my jacket on and took the empties to the bar, so I could say goodnight to Matt. “Here you go, my love,” I said, as I plonked them down. “Saved you a job.”

“Thanks, chick,” he said. “I might get home on time tonight, now you’ve saved me from clearing one table.”

“Shan’t bother next time,” I said. “Honestly, so ungrateful...” My eyes twinkled as I laughed with him. I opened my mouth to say something else when I saw a frown appear on his face. He tilted his head slightly as he listened to a conversation, and a deep scowl pulled at his mouth. I looked around, trying to see what had caught his attention. Just as I was going to ask him what the matter was, I heard my name.

“That’s her, the one in the green shirt. Cat, they call her. Alley-cat more like. She sleeps with both of those men, you know. What a tart. And that’s not even the worst of it. Sometimes, she leaves them and goes off with someone else. I mean, come on, talk about greedy. She should keep her legs closed.” The woman’s tone was snide as she talked about me to her friends.

Matt’s face was like thunder and he opened his mouth, but I stopped him before he could utter a word. “Matt, don’t. It’s not worth it.”

“How can you say that?” he asked me, an incredulous look on his face. “Did you not hear what they were saying about you?”

“You know I did,” I reassured him. “It doesn’t matter, honest. They’re not friends or family. They don’t know me, or Alex, or Ben. Or you, for that matter, because only someone who didn’t know us would trash talk me in my local.”

“I still don’t like it.” Matt put a glass down forcefully, casting a death glare in the direction of the group of women still talking about me.

“Don’t like what?” asked Alex, as he and Ben both appeared.

“Someone’s talking rubbish about me,” I said. “It’s all good,” I hastened to add, as I saw their faces scowl.

“Why can’t people keep their damn noses out of other people’s business?” grunted Alex, looking over the women that Matt still glared at. 

“Because they’re jealous,” I stated. “Because they don’t have the bestest best friends as I have, and they can’t get over it.” A huge smile crossed my face. “Right, Matt. We’re out of here. See you at the weekend.”

Matt lifted a hand. “Good luck with your job tomorrow, Cat. See you Friday.”

I linked arms with Alex and Ben and we headed to the door. As we walked past the group of women, Ben leaned down and gave me a sloppy kiss on the cheek. “So, am I going first tonight, or is Alex?” he asked in a loud voice.

A chorus of gasps filled the air, and I heard Matt chuckle at the bar. I tried to suppress the giggle that rolled around inside me. “I don’t know, you two can choose. After all, my mind’s on other things. I’ve got a big day tomorrow.”

“Yeah, well, it’s gonna be big tonight too,” said Alex, just as loudly. “You went first last time, Ben. I’m sure it’s my turn now.”

We went through the door and burst out laughing. “Oh my God,” I gasped, as I held onto my sides. “You know they think we’ll be going for an orgy now, don’t you?”

Ben grinned as he gave me a quick hug. “I do, and if that’s where their dirty minds take them, that’s not my problem. I was just talking about which way we’d walk home, that’s all.”

“Besides, you were right,” said Alex, as he linked his arm through mine. “No one has the bestest best friends like I do. And I wouldn’t change it for the world.”

With those words ringing in my ears, we all headed in the same direction to our homes. They saw me back to mine first, checking inside as always, before they went their separate ways. 
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Chapter 2
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I woke up before my alarm but stayed in bed until it went off. I stretched out lazily, a smile on my face. I had given myself plenty of time before my eight o’clock start. I’d even laid out my clothes when I got home last night. I just needed to get myself ready.

By the time my alarm did go off, I was ready to move. I threw back the covers and made my way to the bathroom where, once I’d finished with my morning ablutions, I grabbed a quick shower. 

Returning to the bedroom, I dried and dressed. I checked myself in the mirror and smoothed my hands down the black slimline pencil skirt that I had paired with a blush-pink short-sleeved shirt. I didn’t know about the dress code of my new place of work, but when I’d had the interview, everyone had worn suits. Not really my style, but it was a job.

I ran my hands over my hair, hoping it would behave for the day. I doubted it would, but if I at least started off presentable... A grin quirked my lips. I was looking forward to this.

I went to the kitchen and grabbed a slice of toast that I spread thickly with peanut butter. The combination of sweet and salty, smooth and crunchy, made me happy, and I quickly finished it off. Once I had washed it down with a coffee, I returned to my bedroom, where I put on my barely-there makeup. A final quick swipe of my favourite rose lipstick, and I was done.

On my way to the door, I grabbed the fitted black jacket that matched my skirt and picked up my black work bag. I hopped along the hallway, as I slipped on my black pumps. By the time I reached the entrance, I was ready to go. I grabbed my car keys and locked the front door behind me. 

I started up my anthracite-grey Ford Fiesta and laughed aloud when Eighties glam rock pumped out of the speakers. “Sorry, boys,” I apologised to the Welsh band, Tigertailz, as I turned the volume down. “I need to make a good impression at my new job first.”

I pulled out of the side street where I lived and drove up Main Street to the outskirts of town. It would only take me about twenty minutes to walk from home to work, but I didn’t want to turn up out of breath or sweaty on my first day.

The traffic was quiet, so I arrived earlier than planned. I slowly drove past the front entrance of the building, and past a small enclosed area where I spotted a couple of picnic tables and benches. Finding a spot to park, I stayed in the car and rummaged through my bag, just for something to do. My phone beeped a notification at me, which reminded me to switch it on silent for the rest of the day. I picked it up and sorted that out before I checked the notification. It was a message from Ben. ‘Good luck for today, honey,’ it read. ‘Hope it all goes well. I’ll be thinking of you.’

A smile crossed my face. “Thanks, Ben,” I breathed out, sending him a quick text in response. As I pressed send, another message came through. ‘I bet you’re sat outside because you’re too goddamned organised and got there early,’ it said. ‘Give ‘em hell, babe.’

A laugh burst free, as I sent a text back to Alex, who did know me too well. I gathered my things and got out of my car. I made my way across the car park to the main entrance, where I pushed open the door and made my way into the reception area. 

On the right-hand side was a set of stairs. The reception sat on the left-hand side of the space. On the back wall, was the door that I presumed led through to the main office areas.

“Good morning, Caitlin,” greeted the receptionist with a smile. “You came in then. I was wondering if you were going to drive back out.”

I chuckled, as I walked towards her. “No chance of that. I was just making sure I had everything,” I explained. 

“It’s not a big deal if you’ve forgotten anything,” she reassured me. “There’s always tomorrow. My name’s Annabel, by the way.” She stood up and held out her hand for me to shake.

“Nice to meet you, Annabel,” I said, as we shook hands. 

“I’ll let Marcus know you’re here,” she said, punching a button on her switchboard. “He won’t be long. Take a seat.”

With a smile at her, I sank into one of the seats that were opposite her desk. I held my bag on my lap and waited.

“Hi, Marcus. Yep, she’s here. Okay.” Annabel finished the call and looked at me. “He’s coming down.” Another call took her attention, and I listened to how professionally she answered the call before she diverted it to where it needed to go. She was still transferring that call when Marcus came down the stairs.

“Good morning, Caitlin. Welcome to Allied Health,” he grinned, with a hand outstretched. 

I couldn’t help but smile at him. “Morning, Marcus.” I stood up and shook his hand.

“Come on,” he said. “We’ll have a meeting in my office first, just so you know what’s going on. Then I’ll take you around and introduce you to everyone. Then, you’ll end up in your own department. Don’t worry, we don’t bite.”

He led me up the stairs and I walked through a large open-plan office with huge windows lining one wall to a small office on the far side. Being as it was still early, the office was mainly empty, but everyone that was there greeted me with a smile on their faces or gave me a small wave.

“Here we are,” said Marcus, as he held the door open and gestured for me to enter before him.

I sat down in the chair opposite his desk as he seated himself. “Do you want a tea? Coffee? Hot chocolate?” he asked. “It’s from a vending machine,” he laughed, as I looked at him quizzically.

“Ah, I see,” I smiled. “I’ll play it safe with a hot chocolate then, please.”

“Wise choice,” Marcus agreed before he rang through to his secretary to ask her for the drinks. “Won’t be a minute. Now then, let’s get started.” He sat back in his chair and folded his arms across his chest. “Now, I know you know your job description, and I know you know what we sell.”

I nodded at him to show I was paying attention.

“We don’t just deal with pharmacies and businesses, though,” he explained. “We also have a patient line, so after some time, it may be that you may end up speaking to the patient themselves. They can be embarrassed to speak about their conditions, which can lead to them being extremely abrupt, even aggressive, at times. This can be difficult to handle, and not everyone is suited to it. 

“Don’t worry,” he hastened to reassure me. “We won’t just drop it on you. You’ll have training before you go live on the phones, and we’ll also start you off with the pharmacy lines. They’re all business, so it will just be taking their orders. Okay?”

“I was told to expect two weeks of training, is that correct?” I asked him, just to clear it up in my mind.

“If you need it, yes,” Marcus said. “Some don’t, but others do. We say two weeks just as a general guideline. Tell us how you feel, and we’ll take it from there. We don’t want to hold you back, but don’t want to drop you in it either.”

“Thanks for that,” I said with a smile, as the door opened. A woman slightly older than myself entered with two plastic cups in her hands. 

“Here you go,” she said, as she put them both down on Marcus’s desk. “Freshly made by the vending machine.” She grinned at me, as she straightened up.

“Jessica, this is our latest victim, I mean recruit, in the Sales and Patient Care Department, Caitlin,” Marcus introduced me.

I grinned, as I stood and shook her hand. “Hi, Jessica.”

“Glad you joined us,” she said. “If you need anything, just give me a bell. If I can’t help, I probably know who to turn you to.” She jerked her thumb in Marcus’s direction. “This one is in and out of the office and meetings, so you can’t always count on him, no matter what he says.”

Marcus grinned at his secretary, completely unrepentant. It was easy to see they had a great working relationship, and I felt tension I hadn’t even been aware of ease out of my shoulders at the friendliness I saw.

“Yep, any problems within your department and Will should be able to help. If it’s in the Warehouse, then Megan’s your woman. And Accounts is Jessica here. That’s the easy list, anyway.” 

Jessica nodded as Marcus finished his explanation. “That’s it in a nutshell, but if you have any queries, just give me a ring.” She backed to the door. “I need you once you’ve finished with Caitlin, remember,” she reminded her boss.

“Absolutely,” Marcus said. “Give me an hour or so.”

“See you later,” said Jessica, as she closed the door and returned to her desk.

Marcus picked up his coffee and took a sip. He grimaced as he swallowed, a shudder running through his body. “Every day I tell myself not to drink the coffee,” he mumbled, which made me smile.

I took a hesitant sip of my hot chocolate, only to be pleasantly surprised. “This isn’t that bad,” I told him.

“That’s why I keep saying not to drink the coffee,” Marcus explained. “It just doesn’t seem right, drinking hot chocolate at eight in the morning. Anyway,” he said, slapping his hands onto his desk. “What was I saying? Oh, yes. You tell us if you’re ready to go live. Obviously, for some people, the more they put it off, the harder it gets, so we may give you a gentle push if we think that’s the case.”

“No worries with that,” I agreed. “I’m looking forward to it, to be honest.”

“You say that now,” laughed Marcus. “I’ll give you a week after you’ve gone live before you’re complaining about a customer.”

“That’s just part of the job of customer service though, isn’t it? There’s always someone on the rampage, and we’re usually the first port of call.”

“True.” Marcus rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “You know, with an attitude like that, you may be okay.”

“Wow,” I gave a small laugh. “Thanks for the vote of confidence.”

Marcus grinned and finished his coffee. “Damn thing never stays hot either,” he grumbled. “Come on, I’ll give you the tour.” 

We left his office and instead of going back the way we’d come, he turned left, so I followed. He pushed open another door. “This is the computer room,” he explained, as I listened to the whir of machines. “If you get a problem with your computer, it’s Timothy you need to speak to.”

A balding head popped up from behind one of the monitors. “If you call me Timothy, I’ll never fix your computer,” he warned me. “I prefer Tim. It’s only this arsehole who insists on using my full name.” He glared at Marcus, who just chuckled.

“Now, now, Timothy. Mind your language in front of our newbie,” Marcus warned.

“Bah, no such thing as a newbie here,” Tim said caustically before he returned to his brooding.

“Don’t mind him, he’s a teddy bear really,” Marcus reassured me, as he pushed open another door that led us away from Tim. 

We came out at the top of a set of industrial stairs going down to the warehouse. The stairs were steel, with a tubular handrail, and a grating pattern for the tread. “Not many people come this way,” said Marcus, as he went first. “Megan will be on the other side, near the main door, but this way you get to see the warehouse too.”

We walked through, and I could hear a radio playing in the background. Voices teased each other, although I couldn’t see anyone. I looked around with interest. Racks were full of medical items, and further down the aisles, a forklift truck was lifting down a pallet of something.

“Here we are,” said Marcus with enthusiasm, as he pointed out a rather harried-looking woman in her fifties. “This is our warehouse supervisor, Megan.”

“Not now, Marcus,” she said without looking up. “I don’t have time. A 300-line order has come through from Pharmaceutic that I need to check.”

“Megan, just one moment,” said Marcus firmly, a hint of steel in his voice. 

With a put-upon sigh, Megan lifted her head and glanced in my direction. “Yes?”

“I’d like to introduce you to Caitlin. She’s starting today in the Sales Department,” Marcus said with a wave of his hand in my direction. “I’m introducing her to the department heads, and you’re one of them.” 

Megan gave a small wave. “Yes, yes. Hello, Caitlin. Nice to meet you. I’ll speak to you more soon, but now, I really must get on!” She gave the last few words heavy emphasis as she glared in Marcus’ direction. 

“Okay, I can take a hint,” he said jovially, much to my surprise. 

We walked away without Megan even noticing our departure. “She’s actually very nice,” Marcus said softly. “She has a bit of a one-track mind where orders are concerned though, which is to our benefit. She knows you’re here now though. She’ll come find you when she can.”

As we approached the door that would take us out of the warehouse, Marcus showed me a door just off to our left. “That’s the canteen, where the vending machine is. There’s not much in there apart from tables and chairs. The lads seem to think it’s theirs, being as it sits just inside the warehouse, but don’t let them bother you. They’re all a good bunch really.”

“It takes a lot to intimidate me,” I replied with a smile. “I’m sure I’ll be okay.”

Marcus nodded. “I’m sure you will. They won’t know what’s hit them.” He grinned broadly. “Now, we’re nearly
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