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Dante absently bounced his worn out
Nerf ball against the side of the server rack. Being labeled an
essential staff member was bad enough, though at least he was
getting paid, but he thought there would be something to do at the
office. 

No.

The place was empty. Rows of cubicle
desks and not a single worker to be seen. 

Normally Dante would have taken
advantage of the situation and done some serious online gaming, but
upper administration had already sent out the email that all
internet usage would be seriously monitored, which made Dante
wonder if admin was still living in the 90s. He could easily alter
the logs and fool anyone who would bother to look, but he didn’t
have it in his heart to make the effort. 

Instead, he was stuck bringing in his
own system to plug in and not play online. Other than hourly checks
of system and internet usage it was boring as hell.

And then there was a bang that was out
of place, even when the office was busy.

After hesitating for a moment, Dante
put down his game controller and got to his feet. Who the hell was
in the office? He wasn’t security so it wasn’t his job to monitor
this sort of thing. Still, curiosity got the better of
him. 

That and a lack of actual human
interaction that didn’t involve a phone or computer.

The main floor was still empty. The
lights were off and the cubes were still empty.

As he walked through the paths between
the cubes, the lights flickered on, activated by the motion
detectors as they moved through the office.

If the lights were off, who or what
had made the bang?

Working his way through the floor,
before all the lights came on he noticed the light in the copying
alcove was on.

Walking around the corner he took note
of the young woman dancing in front of the largest of the copying
machines. She had earbuds in and was dancing to music only she
could hear. Since they were under quarantine—more or less—she
hadn’t bothered to dress for the office unless, unknown to Dante,
the office dress code had suddenly shifted and wearing skintight
yoga pants and what was nothing more than an athletic bra was now
acceptable business casual attire.

He felt positively overdressed in his
boring khakis and untucked Oxford shirt. 

The bang he had heard must have come
from her slamming the drawers on the machine. “Is everything all
right?” he asked her.

She didn’t look at him because she
didn’t hear him over the running whir of the copier and her
music. 

Taking a moment to admire her firm ass
in her yoga pants—was she even wearing underwear?—he waited for her
to reply.

As far as he could tell she hadn’t
heard him at all.

“Are you even authorized to be in
here?”

Again, no response, but he was
starting to get mesmerized by the action of her ass and she sorted
through the papers she was photocopying. Her legs weren’t bad
either.

It was hard to get a look at her tits
or her face.

Remembering he was at work, Dante
cleared his throat and then realized that wouldn’t do anything.
“Can I help you?” he said loudly, right at the point of
shouting.

Nothing.

With a sigh he reached out and tapped
her shoulder.

She screamed so loudly that Dante
jumped back and looked for the monster that was surely behind
him.

The papers she had been holding went
flying. He knocked his head against the wall.

“Fuck!” he cursed at the blossom of
pain.

The woman scrambled around looking for
something, but only found a stray stapler on the table next to the
copier. She brandished it like a club. It was an unlikely—and
ineffective—weapon.

“Who the fuck are you?” she screamed
at him.

Dante reached for his company ID badge
where it hung from a lanyard around his neck and showed it to
her.

“I work here. Who the fuck are you?”
he demanded.

She pawed around her neck, looking for
her own lanyard, but she was wearing nothing. “Shit! I must have
left it on my desk.”

“Who are you?” he repeated, holding
the back of his head where he had hit it. Even in his pain he
couldn’t help but admire her chest. She had smallish breasts that
were well-outlined by the top or athletic bra she was
wearing.

“Lucy. Lucy Virland. My boss insisted
I set things up for next week. He seems to think we’re going to be
out of quarantine by then.” She rolled her eyes.

Dante tapped his right ear. She hadn’t
been shouting exactly, but the ear buds she was wearing were making
her speak much more loudly than would be considered a normal
volume. With a blush, she removed the buds and slipped them inside
her top. He wondered what else she might have in
there. 

“Dante,” he said, offering his hand to
her. She looked warily at it and then he pulled it back. “Right. No
casual contact during the virus outbreak. I forgot. I haven’t seen
a real person in...I don’t know. A couple of days?”

“Hi, Dante. You get forced to work as
well?”

He nodded. “IT. I’m babysitting the
servers. Essential personnel. You essential as well?”

“Ha!” she burst out. “No fucking way.
I’m an admin assistant.” She rolled her eyes and nervously pulled
at her dark red hair. It was gathered in a ponytail that hung over
her shoulder. “John McBossyboss doesn’t understand quarantine and
priorities.”

Dante nodded again. “Okay. Just
checking. Not that I really care.”

“I don’t care either. I just want to
get paid.” She laughed nervously.

He shifted his stance and pulled his
hand away from the back of his head and hoped she didn’t see his
growing erection in his pants. She was attractive enough, but it
wasn’t like she was incredibly beautiful. She could do with some
makeup and better clothing, but she hadn’t been expecting anyone
else to be in the office. And it wasn’t like he had dressed up to
impress his coworkers. And it wasn’t like she was trolling for a
date in the copier room.

“Me too. I’m in the server room, IT
central.” He pointed down the hallway. “Give me a shout when you’re
leaving so I know.”

“Sure.”

As he turned to leave the light caught
her just right and he hesitated. 

“Something else?” she asked, taking
note of his pants. He wasn’t exactly pitching a tent, but the bulge
he had was more obvious from the side than straight on. Dante, even
though he spent most of his life hiding inside, avoiding sunlight
and people like a vampire, was reasonably handsome and she could
tell by the way he held his body he wasn’t a fat slob.

It had been too long for the both of
them and the quarantine was getting to them both.

“I’m sorry,” he apologized. “You just
looked familiar for a second when the lighting changed.”

“Well...I do work here. I’ve worked
here for months.”

“I don’t get out of the server room
much,” he admitted. 

She shrugged.

“It had to be the lighting,” he said.
“You just reminded me of—” When he suddenly remembered where he had
thought he had seen her before, he cut himself off.

“What?” she asked, amused and vaguely
interested. It wasn’t like she wanted to get back to copying and
filing.

“Yeah, so, um...I just remembered
where you look familiar from and it’s totally inappropriate. Sorry
about that. Wasn’t you.”

She was annoyed and only vaguely
interested now. “So tell me.”

He held up his hands and took a step
back. “Nope. Not doing it. I’ve been through one too many sexual
harassment training seminars—including one where some insane manage
was sexually harassing the moderator—”

“Fucking Rich Dickhead Dichen,” Lucy
spat out. “Were you there too?”

Dante laughed. “Yeah. He thought he
was being funny.”

“He was my boss.”

Dante sobered up immediately. “Sorry.
I didn’t mean to laugh.”

“Don’t be. He was an asshole.” She
tilted her head to the side. “He probably still is.”

Dante raised his eyebrows. “Did he
actually get fired?”

“Of course not. He’s been reassigned,
that’s why I work for John McBossyboss now.”

“Right. Too bad he didn’t get fired.
He was a real dick.”

“So where did you remember me from?”
She was trying to keep it casual, but her heart was starting to
thump in her chest. She had imagined this scenario a hundred
different ways but this wasn’t even close to one of them. As much
as it
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