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  Introduction: Welcome to the Circus


Why You Bought This Book
Let me guess you didn’t stumble across this book by accident. You bought it because you’ve been there — trapped in a fluorescent-lit office where time slows down, sanity leaks away, and coworkers transform into caricatures of human dysfunction. 
Maybe you were stuck in a meeting where someone said, “Let’s circle back” so many times you started to wonder if you’d accidentally joined a cult. Maybe you had a boss corner you at the copier and unload his entire midlife crisis while you prayed for the toner to run out so you’d have an excuse to escape. Or maybe you simply stood at the water cooler, stared at the lukewarm “hydration station,” and wished with every fiber of your soul that it dispensed vodka instead.
This book is for that moment. It’s for every time you’ve thought: Surely, it’s not just me. Surely other people also work with lunatics. Spoiler alert: you’re not alone. The clowns are everywhere.
The Problem With Workplaces
Here’s the dirty little secret nobody tells you in career workshops: the modern office is less about productivity and more about containment. It’s a social experiment gone wrong, a mismatched collection of personalities forced into a windowless box with a dodgy coffee machine. The actual work? That’s secondary. The real challenge is surviving the people you work with.
Because let’s be honest: your job description never mentioned The Idea Thief who will parrot your every suggestion five minutes later like it was their own. It never warned you about The Close Talker, who confuses your personal space with a timeshare. And it definitely didn’t cover how to cope with Half-Day Stella, the boss who crams an entire week’s worth of criticism into three hours before vanishing until tomorrow.
And then there’s HR. Oh, HR. In theory, the guardians of workplace harmony. In practice? The professional equivalent of a “thoughts and prayers” tweet. They’ll host seminars on “Effective Communication in the Workplace” while ignoring the fact that The Weird Smell Guy has turned his cubicle into a biohazard. They’ll rewrite the dress code three times a year but never answer the question of how The Transient Supermodel managed to expense a three-hour “working lunch” with a cardiologist.
We were promised collaboration, synergy, and “a positive team culture.” What we got instead was a full-time seat at the human circus.
Why Laughter Is the Only Survival Strategy
At this point, you might be thinking: But what if I try to change things? Go ahead. Start a petition. Write an anonymous HR complaint. Suggest a new process to “streamline workflows.” See how far that gets you.
The truth? Offices aren’t designed to change. They’re designed to absorb dysfunction like a sponge absorbs coffee stains. You can cry, you can rage-eat vending machine chips at 10:45 a.m., you can even polish up your LinkedIn profile while pretending to work. But laughter? That’s the only survival tool that doesn’t end in burnout or a disciplinary meeting.
Laughing at the chaos doesn’t mean you’re not frustrated. It means you’ve finally found the only coping mechanism that makes sense. This book isn’t going to fix your office — if it could, I’d be billing corporate clients at $500 an hour. What it will do is help you spot the clowns, recognize their classic moves, and laugh hard enough to keep you from rage-quitting before payday.

The Cast of Clowns
This book is a field guide — a survival manual dressed up as comedy. Inside, you’ll meet the archetypes you already know, but never had the chance to roast properly:
The Idea Thief — swooping in like a seagull on hot chips, stealing credit for things you said five minutes earlier.
The Close Talker — leaning so far into your personal space you’re legally engaged by lunchtime.
Calamity Jane — permanently late, permanently hungover, and always one tequila away from mechanical bull-related workplace injuries.
Pill-Popping Penny — whose legs gave way before your standards did.
The Inappropriate Dressers — treating boardrooms like Vegas runways and presentations like peep shows.
The Transient Supermodel — using Big Pharma as her personal dating app, fishing for doctors instead of KPIs.
The Weird Smell Guy — commuting via dumpster and bringing it with him.
The Meeting Hog — speaking for forty-five minutes without once saying anything useful.
The Career Olympian — sprinting over colleagues in the race for promotion.
Half-Day Stella — clocking off at noon, but not before tearing you down.
Pass-the-Buck Pete — surviving forty years in banking by mastering the ancient art of email forwarding.
The Retired-in-Spirit Guy — two years from retirement but already clocked out.
The Over-Promoted Mystery Manager — clueless, useless, and indestructible.
Each one comes with a roast, their “classic moves,” survival strategies, and a little Cheap Therapy activity to help you laugh while plotting your escape.
Rules of the Circus (A.K.A. The Cheap Therapy Commandments)
Before we begin, a few simple rules for navigating the workplace zoo:
Thou shalt not take clowns seriously. They thrive on your outrage. Laugh instead.
Thou shalt document everything. Not for justice — just for the comedy gold later.
Thou shalt master the art of fake enthusiasm. Sometimes nodding is the only way out.
Thou shalt keep snacks in your drawer. They solve 80% of workplace crises.
Thou shalt know when to mute your mic. Especially during Zoom & Gloom.
Thou shalt avoid eye contact during presentations. You never know what’s about to fall out.
Thou shalt remember: HR won’t save you. They’re too busy writing memos about “team spirit.”
Thou shalt laugh louder than you cry. If you can’t laugh, you’re doomed.
The Promise
By the end of this book, you’ll either:
Feel a strange sense of relief that your office isn’t the only circus in town, or
Finally admit that you’re surrounded by clowns and the only sane response is to laugh.
You’ll have coping strategies (snarky, not serious), bingo cards for survival, and the satisfaction of knowing that somewhere out there, someone else is also trapped in a two-hour meeting where the only decision made was to “revisit this next week.”
So grab your coffee, your coping mechanisms, and maybe a flask disguised as a water bottle. Welcome to Coworkers and Other Clowns. The circus is in town — and unfortunately, you’re on the payroll.






  
  Chapter one
The Idea Thief
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Welcome to the Theft Factory
You’ve seen them. Hell, you probably work within three swivel chairs of one. The Idea Thief. The most frustrating, infuriating, soul-sucking creature in the workplace food chain.
This clown doesn’t contribute, doesn’t innovate, and certainly doesn’t create. What they do is lurk — like a seagull circling a picnic, waiting for you to look away so they can snatch your sandwich. You’ll pour your heart into brainstorming, offer up a clever solution, and before the echo of your voice has even died in the conference room, they’re swooping in with:
“Yes, that’s exactly what I was about to say.”
No, Greg. It isn’t. You weren’t about to say anything. The only thing you were about to do was check your phone under the table to see if your Uber Eats order had arrived. You couldn’t “about to say” your way out of a paper bag, let alone come up with something resembling an actual idea.
The Idea Thief isn’t just lazy. They’re a parasite with a lanyard. They sit in meetings with that fake “deep in thought” face, chin propped on one hand, pen hovering above a notebook like they’re writing the next great novel. What are they really doing? Nothing. They’re not strategizing. They’re scanning the room like a vulture, waiting for a spark of originality to pounce on. And the worst part? Half the time, the boss believes them.
The Meeting Where Hope Goes to Die
Picture this: it’s Monday morning. You’ve been caffeinated since 8 a.m. and have been mentally preparing for this strategy session all weekend. You’ve crafted a pitch. You’ve even practiced it in the shower. This is your moment.
You speak up, lay out your idea, and wait for the room to absorb the genius. Silence. A couple of nods. A cough. Maybe someone scribbles something on a Post-it. You think: Okay, they’re just processing.
Fast-forward five minutes. The Idea Thief clears their throat, leans forward, and says, “You know, what we really need here is a customer loyalty program that rewards repeat business.”
Exactly what you said. Word. For. Word.
Suddenly, the room lights up like they’ve just discovered fire. The boss beams, “Yes! That’s brilliant! Why didn’t we think of that sooner?” Heads nod so violently you worry about neck braces. Someone even whispers, “That could change everything.”
Meanwhile, you’re sitting there blinking, trying to keep your soul from leaving your body. Because you know — you absolutely know — you just said that. And nobody cared until Greg, the office seagull, repeated it with jazz hands.
If life were fair, this is the part where a spotlight would swing down, a booming voice would announce, “OBJECTION! STOLEN CONTENT!” and confetti would fall in your honor. Instead, you just sit there while Greg basks like he’s won Shark Tank.
This is why meetings are hell. Not because of PowerPoint. Not because of length. But because of the intellectual shoplifters who make you question your very existence.
Why They’re the Worst
The Idea Thief isn’t just annoying. They’re corrosive. They kill enthusiasm. They strangle creativity. They make you second-guess whether you should even bother opening your mouth again.
Because what’s the point? Why do the work, take the risk, and pitch something original when you know Greg or Susan or Carl will just swoop in, repackage it, and strut away with the credit?
And here’s the kicker: they genuinely think they’re smart. They call it “adding value” or “shaping the conversation.” But you and I both know it’s theft. Not slick Ocean’s Eleven theft. Not suave, tuxedo-clad theft. No — this is alleyway-pigeon theft. Discount-bin, knockoff-headphones theft. Karaoke-night-at-the-bar theft.
And somehow, they’re proud of it.
Office Life as a Crime Scene
If you’ve ever wanted to see gaslighting in action, work with an Idea Thief. They’re like workplace pickpockets. By the end of the meeting, you’re not even sure you came up with the idea at all.
You’ll start checking your notes mid-discussion, reassuring yourself you didn’t hallucinate.
 You’ll walk out dazed, muttering, “I swear that was mine.”
 You’ll lie awake at night replaying the meeting like some corporate Law & Order rerun, desperately trying to prove you were the original source.
In your mind, you’re starring in CSI: Conference Room. Fluorescent lights hum overhead. A whiteboard marker lies in an evidence bag. Post-its are dusted for fingerprints. The detective leans over your notes and says, “Looks like the suspect repeated this idea… with intent.”
Meanwhile, Greg is probably at the pub bragging about how he “led the discussion” and “really drove innovation today.”
The Truth About Idea Thieves
Here’s the reality: they don’t steal because they’re criminal masterminds. They steal because they’re empty. If you tapped their forehead, it would echo. If you opened their brain, it would look like a storage unit rented by moths.
They’re the kid who copied your homework and still managed to get a better grade because the teacher liked their haircut. Now they’re adults in ill-fitting blazers, sucking the oxygen out of meetings while you quietly fantasize about pulling the fire alarm just to shut them up.
And Yet… They Prosper
The worst part is that they often get rewarded. Managers fall for it because The Idea Thief is loud, confident, and utterly shameless. They look the boss in the eye, deliver your idea with faux gravitas, and somehow it’s “game-changing.”
They’re not innovators. They’re cover bands. Corporate lip-sync artists. Bootleg-DVD salesmen. They’re Britney Spears at a county fair lip-syncing “Toxic” — hitting the moves, mouthing the words, but producing nothing real. And yet people still clap.
Classic Moves of the Corporate Magpie
Wondering if you’re working with one? Spot the signs:
The Parrot: You share a suggestion. Two minutes later, they repeat it slower, louder, with a hand flourish — and everyone claps like they’ve solved global warming.
The Buzzword Bandit: They add one meaningless phrase to disguise the theft.
 You: “We should target customers with a loyalty program.”
 Them: “Yes! What if we implemented a scalable loyalty program that really leverages synergy?”
 Boss: “Brilliant, Carl.”
The Email Hijacker: The first to send the “Recap & Next Steps” email, drafted so it looks like they masterminded the whole thing. You’re still stirring sugar into your coffee when their “official summary” lands.
The Elevator Pitch Sniper: Magically ends up in the elevator with management. By the time the doors open, your idea is their pilot project.
The Meeting Martyr: When praised, they sigh and say, “It was a team effort,” as if that cancels out the theft. Spoiler: it makes it worse.
Every workplace has one of these characters. Some offices run entire bingo cards with them.
Why They Do It
Idea Thieves aren’t creative. They’re opportunists. Like pigeons in a park, they don’t bake bread — they swoop in and steal it from your hand.
They crave recognition but avoid effort. They’re addicted to applause but allergic to originality. Deep down, they know they’ll never come up with anything real. So like a flea-market stall, they trade in imitation goods and pray nobody inspects too closely.
The Toll on Your Sanity
Working with an Idea Thief feels like living in a parallel universe where you’re invisible. You’ll explain a brilliant idea, get silence, then five minutes later it’s applauded when stolen.
At first, you keep your cool. But inside, your brain is screaming: “Are you kidding me? I literally just said that. I was RIGHT HERE. Am I a ghost? Did I die in 2009 and nobody told me?”
So you adapt. You start timestamping emails at 3 a.m. just to prove ownership. You rehearse ideas like a stand-up set, complete with punchline timing, so nobody can miss it’s yours. You fantasize about hiring a court stenographer for every meeting, or skywriting your pitch above the office before Greg can repeat it.
By week twelve, you’re ready to tattoo your ideas on your forehead and walk into meetings shirtless just to be recognized. By week twenty? You’re googling “portable polygraph test” and considering bringing it to Monday’s team huddle.
Your therapist starts hearing sentences like, “What if Greg is secretly bugging my desk?” You daydream about employing a courtroom sketch artist to capture the moment you speak, timestamp included, just so history will know.
This is the psychological tax of working with an Idea Thief. They don’t just steal your ideas. They steal your will to participate.
How to Survive the Thief
You can’t fix them. You can only outplay them:
Paper Trail Everything: Send ideas before the meeting. That way, when Carl parrots you, you’ve already planted the flag.
Call Them Out — Politely Savage: When they repeat you, smile and say, “I’m glad you agree with what I just said.” Say it enough times and watch them sweat.
Deploy Decoys: Drop a deliberately bad idea. Let them steal it. Then enjoy the fireworks. Workplace karma, served piping hot.
Out-Volume Them: If they shout, shout louder. Yes, the meeting may devolve into a gladiator arena, but at least you won’t be invisible.
Rebrand Yourself: Accept your role as the genius behind the curtain. Ghostwriters, meme creators, unsung inventors — your work powers the show. One day, when Carl has to deliver solo, he’ll collapse like a soufflé.
Bonus Toolkit: Anti-Theft Edition
Noise-cancelling headphones (to block their smug “yes, that’s what I was going to say”).
A pre-meeting email cannon.
A “bad idea notebook” filled with decoys.
Duct tape (not for you).
Real-Life Sightings
The colleague who pitched your entire presentation as their “vision” — down to the jokes.
The manager who stayed silent all quarter, then repeated your proposal to the exec team like they discovered electricity.
The intern who “suddenly had a great idea” that sounded suspiciously like the one you’d explained to them over coffee yesterday.
Each one is proof: Idea Thieves survive by feasting on decent people’s work.
Bonus Activity: Idea Theft Bingo
Print this out, keep it in your notebook, and tick boxes as you play. First to five wins the imaginary right to leave early.
Repeats your suggestion word-for-word.
Waits until the boss walks in before suddenly “having” the idea.
Adds “synergy” to disguise the theft.
Sends a smug summary email.
Gets praised while you choke on rage.
Says, “That’s exactly what I was about to say.”
“Accidentally” forgets
Why Justice Never Comes
Final Roast
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