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'And you do
realize it's never going to work, right?' said Viv over the
partition separating her desk from her best friend and – as they
were speaking – protégée, Helen.


'Yeah? What
makes you so sure?'


'Because he's
your boss? Because he's married? Because he was drunk? Because it
was at the Christmas Party and everyone knows – what happens at the
Christmas party stays at the Christmas party!’'


'You're
kicking my broken heart.'


'How can it be
broken? It only happened fourteen days ago and you've not seen him
since.'


'Not yet.'


'It's half
past ten, he's not rushing into work to see you.'


'I'm only
saying writing off a love affair suddenly shows lack of faith in
love.'


'It lacks
faith because there’s no love there. Helen, think it through.
You've been here five years. We've seen a lot. How many drunken
snogs have carried into the new year? How many have lasted longer
than…well, the damn party?’


'OK, you have
the stats to back you Viv, I'll grant you that, but this is a
ground-breaker,' Helen said triumphantly.


'Oh please.
Don't you think if anything serious was going to happen between the
two of you it would've happened years ago?'


‘Maybe he's
been fighting his own feelings all this time.'


'What? And you
in a little black dress, four inch heels and a head band with red
sparkly reindeer antlers finally broke him? Slurring over your
champagne and dancing like Beyonce in the 'Crazy Right Now' video
made you an irresistible seductress?'


Viv was no
longer able to suppress her smile.


'Oh my God,
was I really dancing like Beyonce?' squirmed Helen.


'You
were.'


'Doing the
proper butt shake?'


'Shaking it,
gyrating it, twerking obscure positions. It was like you were Miley
Cyrus, Beyonce and Madonna rolled into one.'


‘Sounds good
to me,' thought Helen feebly, though she just said ‘Oh,’ then
adding: ‘It might damn well have worked.’


'Individually?
Perhaps. Combined it was literally murder on the dance floor.'


Helen slumped
into her office chair. Viv watched as she slammed her finger tips
on the keyboard and clicked the mouse so hard the left hand button
went flying off.


'Bugger!'


'Calm down.
Why are you working yourself into a state?' Viv asked.


'Because I
like him.'


'Great, and he
likes you. If he didn't, he wouldn't have kissed you under the
mistletoe quite like that.’


'Oh, he was
probably doing it out of pity. The entire office must have been
laughing at me.'


'We weren't
laughing at you, we were laughing with you.'


'Viv that
really doesn't much lot for my confidence,' retorted Helen. ‘You’re
making me feel just great.’


'I'm trying to
be kind. OK maybe a little bit cruel too, but fair, Helen. Cruel
but fair. You're my friend. We have to be realistic. I don't want
you disappointed.'


'Why are you
certain I'll actually be disappointed?'


'I don’t think
you really want to the answer to that, friend,' Viv said in her
serious voice.


'Try me.'


'Look, I've
been here ten years and I've seen all this before. You aren't the
first pretty blonde-haired, blue-eyes to slide her shapely figure
into Accounts Management, and you won’t be the last. That’s not me
being bitchy, Helen, honest. I'm telling you what I've seen. I'm
older than you. I don't want you getting hurt. Drunk dancing at the
Christmas do is one thing, actively pursuing your boss and
humiliating yourself at work in the process is different. He won't
discourage you, but he won't act on it either. If there’s one thing
I do know about him is that he won’t shit in his own nest, the
bastard.'


'I feel like
shitting there myself now you've said that,' Helen snapped, nodding
toward the three steps leading to the door of a tiny mezzanine
office. Viv repressed a laugh at the thought of Helen, hitching her
skirt up and leaving a steaming hot turd for Jasper to tread in on
his New Year return to the office.


'That might
warrant more than just a Disciplinary. Gross misconduct, wouldn’t
you say. Like really gross. You could end up being sacked. He does
deserve it though, but let it ride.'


'I’m gonna
feel weird round him,' Helen said, almost a bleat, heart, memory
and brain all in apparent disconnect.


'He'll feel
weird too. But at least he's a gentleman. He’ll go out of his way
to make you feel at ease. He might be flirtatious, charming and a
tease but he's not cruel or unkind.'


'That's what
makes him so irresistible.'


Viv studied
Helen. She was looked younger than her twenty-three years, possibly
because she was so open and vulnerable especially with Viv. She was
doing well Helen was. Viv knew when she herself moved on – and
she’d have to start looking soon – it would be Helen that took over
her role as Company Accountant. Helen had no formal qualifications,
but she was bright. Her skills had been learnt hands on over time
and Jasper, a Company Director and their immediate boss, was best
qualified to train her to the highest standard, ensuring in time
she could work in whatever industry at a top level post well before
she was thirty. Jeopardizing it all over one drunken kiss would be
highly foolish indeed.


Viv said:
'He's not irresistible. You'll see him when he walks in. Just
remember him as that short, plain, pudgy, middle-aged boss-man we
all know and often don’t love.'


'Has he ever
tried it on with you?' Helen asked.


Even if he had
Viv would never confess given Helen's mood and designs. She shook
her head.


'No. I
obviously wasn't his type.'


This was a
lie. Viv could easily have been Helen's sister. Admittedly her hair
was thicker and also a mousier blonde, but they shared the same
eyes and porcelain skin. Viv was a few inches taller and of a more
Amazonian build, but the comparisons were there and often commented
on.


'Morning
all.'


Viv and Helen
swivelled their necks in unison at the sound of Jasper's breezy
hello. Viv saw the expensive gray pinstripe suit and pink shirt
looking rumpled, giving him anything but Hollywood looks.
Discretely watching Helen's eyeballs which scanned him from head to
toe it was obvious the spell from the Christmas party hadn’t worn
off. Helen was still seeing Brad Pitt, not Oliver Platt.


Gritting her
teeth, Viv sighed. There was only so much she could do. Though
friendly, Jasper showed no extra attention to Helen. The younger
girl's face was pained.


'Come with me
to the bathroom. Now,' Viv almost demanded once Jasper was tucked
in his office.


The two girls
went to the women's. At that hour of the morning, it was empty.
People had yet to drink enough teas and devour endless left over
Christmas chocolates to warrant using the place.


'If you don't
pull yourself together Helen, life is going to get tough. I know I
sound like a bitch, but you're going to have to see it for what it
is. He won't leave his wife. He fancies you, don’t get me wrong,
but he doesn't love you. Accept it. You'll manage a lot better.
Getting bleary-eyed at the mere sight of him and crying because he
didn’t greet you especially will make him uncomfortable. He's in a
position to have you walk from the job, so don’t go making him feel
awkward. Handle it like an adult and I swear it’ll settle down. Get
over him and have a great career.'


Helen sat on
the sink. Her short skirt rode up with wear. Cute as she was, Viv
sometimes thought her mother would have done Helen a favour by
suggesting less tight and shorter skirts. Her chunky thighs were
prominent at the best of times. Perhaps men found that look sexy,
but for Viv the face she carried highlighted those extra pounds on
her thighs.


'This is all
easy for you to say Viv. You’re the Company Accounts. You’re
engaged. You’re going to have babies soon. It's easier for you to
be so detached.'


'But Helen
you're young. You don't want to be tied down. Work keeps you busy.
Enjoy your freedom. While you still have it that is.'


'You think it
was just a kiss don't you?'


Viv cocked her
head to one-side, considering the implication. Her colleague’s eyes
said it all.


'Shouldn’t I?
Was it more than that Helen?'


The younger
girl nodded.


'How? When?
Where? Why?' Viv quizzed, incredulous. This hadn’t quite happened
before.


'What do you
mean why?' Helen almost hissed, irritated at her friend’s perceived
inference.


'Not ‘why’ as
in ‘why would he, fool’ – you’re beautiful and anyone would give
their right arm for the chance of a night with you. What I mean is
why as in why would he sleep with an employee given he's never done
it before? Why would he sleep with a company girl with the
potential repercussions involved?’


'Well, we did.
Now maybe you get why I believe we could have something more?'


'Yes of course
I do. I'm sorry, Helen. I honestly thought it a kiss, because
that’s his yearly habit. Sleeping with employees isn't.'


'He was
staying in a hotel for the night, because he lives too far out of
town to get home easily and a cab would cost more than a hotel. He
offered to give me a lift back for a night-cap and one thing led to
another.'


'Oh my god. I
can't get my head around a fifty-three year old man sleeping with a
twenty-three year old girl.'


‘Viv, get it.
It mightn't sound great on sheets of paper but on sheets of
Egyptian cotton it was expression like you’d never believe. The
best sex ever, it truly was. And now I’m mentally screwed too.’


'Wasn't it
weird though?'


'Sleeping with
an old man or sleeping with my boss? Clarify.’ This Helen asked the
slightly sisterly, slightly maternal, occasionally opinionated but
gentlest friend she had in
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