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    To every sad soul who's ever labeled their lunch and still lost it—This one's for you.And for the sandwich… may it rest in delicious peace.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "In a world full of mystery, betrayal and mustard... trust no one. Especially around the fridge."— Office Wisdom, circa 9:12 a.m.
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​Book Overview:
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In the quiet halls of Blandsville Corporate Office, where the only thing more boring than the spreadsheets is the cafeteria menu, one event shakes the workplace to its very core: someone has stolen Bob’s sandwich.

Bob Pennington, mid-level accountant and devoted lunch enthusiast, never expected his meticulously crafted turkey, provolone, mustard-on-rye masterpiece to be the victim of the most outrageous office crime in history. But when his lunch goes missing from the shared fridge, the search for the truth turns into an all-out, side-splitting investigation that uncovers decades-old grudges, an underground snack smuggling ring, and even a conspiracy involving the vending machine guy.

As Bob spirals into detective mode—complete with printed suspect charts, voice memos, and interrogations—his coworkers get pulled into the madness. There’s Sandra from HR who knows more than she lets on, Todd from IT who hasn’t left his chair in three years, and Janice the intern, who might be a sandwich thief... or a sandwich vigilante.

Full of absurd twists, over-the-top characters, and plenty of mayo, The Great Sandwich Heist is a comedy whodunit for readers of all ages who like their mysteries with a side of mustard and a whole lot of laughs.

Because in this office, lunch isn’t just food—it’s sacred.
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​Chapter Overview:
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​Chapter 1: The Fridge of Doom


●  Bob opens the communal fridge to find his beloved sandwich missing.

●  Panic sets in as he sniffs every Tupperware container for clues.





​Chapter 2: The Condiment Crime Scene


●  Mustard splatters and a single lettuce leaf lead Bob to declare it a heist.

●  He seals off the break room with printer paper and “Do Not Enter” signs.




​Chapter 3: HR Has Questions


●  Sandra from HR schedules a “Lunch Theft Trauma” support session.

●  Bob begins compiling a suspect list—everyone who likes rye is a suspect.





​Chapter 4: Todd from IT Knows Nothing


●  Todd claims he "doesn't even eat food anymore."

●  Bob finds a suspicious stash of mustard packets in Todd’s desk drawer.





​Chapter 5: The Crumbs Don’t Lie


●  Bob finds breadcrumbs near Janice, the intern’s desk.

●  Janice insists she’s gluten-free, but Bob isn’t convinced.





​Chapter 6: Security Footage & Microwave Lies


●  Bob requests security footage—only to discover it's been recording the coffee pot instead.

●  The microwave timer reveals someone heated something at 12:43 p.m.




​Chapter 7: Snack Interrogations Begin


●  Bob starts individually interrogating coworkers.

●  Jerry from Legal lawyers up after Bob accuses him of sandwich fraud.





​Chapter 8: Flashback to the Forgotten Fridge War


●  Bob recalls the Great Yogurt War of 2019.

●  He vows this time... justice will be served cold (and with chips).


​Chapter 9: The Mayo Whisperer


●  Bob consults Linda, the cafeteria lady, who has a “sixth sense” for sandwich crimes.

●  She provides a list of “usual condiment combinations.”




​Chapter 10: Suspect Number One


●  Bob corners Trevor from Sales after finding a smudge of provolone on his keyboard.

●  Trevor offers to split a bagel as a peace treaty—Bob refuses.




​Chapter 11: Janice Goes Rogue


●  Janice creates her own list of suspects and posts it on the break room fridge.

●  Tensions rise as coworkers start accusing each other.




​Chapter 12: The Vending Machine Vendetta


●  Bob discovers the vending machine guy is hoarding lunches for resale.

●  He’s caught mid-deal, swapping a tuna melt for a Kit Kat.





​Chapter 13: The Mysterious Sandwich Wrapper

	A crumpled wrapper with Bob’s initials is found... in the recycling bin.

	Bob begins questioning his own memory. Did he eat it himself?​







Chapter 14: The Office Conspiracy


●  Bob uncovers a secret Slack channel: #Lunch Lords.

●  It’s full of memes about sandwich swapping and passive-aggressive fridge notes.




​Chapter 15: False Confessions


●  Three coworkers confess just to get Bob to stop asking questions.

●  Bob cross-examines them all... using finger puppets.





​Chapter 16: The Great Sandwich Stakeout


●  Bob hides inside the fridge (briefly) to catch the thief in action.

●  He nearly freezes—but discovers leftover meatloaf from 2022.





​Chapter 17: The Unexpected Culprit


●  Bob sets a trap with a decoy sandwich.

●  The thief turns out to be... himself sleepwalking due to hunger dreams.





​Chapter 18: Sandwich Trial: Office Edition


●  The team holds a mock trial anyway—just for fun.

●  Bob is found “guilty of sandwich negligence” but offered a plea deal involving donuts.




​Chapter 19: Apologies & Alibis


●  Bob apologizes to everyone, but they secretly enjoyed the drama.

●  He starts a “Bring Your Own Sandwich” detective club at lunch.





​Chapter 20: The Return of the Rye


●  Bob makes a new sandwich—triple turkey, extra provolone, security tag included.

●  As he sits to eat... someone shouts, “Where’s my lasagna?
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​Chapter 1: The Fridge of Doom
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Bob Pennington’s stomach grumbled, a low, insistent growl that punctuated the monotonous hum of the Blandville Corporate Office. It was precisely 12:37 PM, prime lunch hour according to Bob’s highly regimented schedule. He’d been anticipating this moment since 9:00 AM, when the first, barely perceptible pang of hunger had begun to nibble at his otherwise unwavering focus on spreadsheets.

He pushed back his chair, the plastic wheels squeaking a mournful tune across the linoleum floor. A quick glance at his desk clock confirmed the sacred hour. Time for the highlight of his day, the culinary oasis in the desert of data entry – his magnificent turkey, provolone, and mustard on rye.

Bob approached the communal fridge with the reverence one might afford a priceless artifact. It was a hulking, industrial-sized appliance, a monument to blandness itself. Its stainless-steel exterior, perpetually smudged with fingerprints and the occasional splash of suspiciously unidentified liquid, did little to inspire confidence. It was the Fridge of Doom, as Bob secretly called it. A place where leftovers went to die, where forgotten yogurts fermented into biohazards, and where the hopes and dreams of lunch-deprived employees went to be crushed.

He braced himself for the inevitable olfactory assault – the pungent aroma of week-old tuna salad wrestling with the sickly sweet scent of a forgotten fruit cup. This was the price one paid for communal refrigeration. But today, Bob was armed with anticipation, a shield against the Fridge of Doom's usual horrors.

He gripped the cold, metal handle and pulled. The door swung open with a groaning complaint, revealing the usual chaos within. A haphazard collection of mismatched containers sprawled across the shelves, a culinary car crash frozen in time. Bob scanned the scene, his eyes searching for the familiar rectangular shape of his brown paper bag.

And then, the first tremor of unease.

It wasn’t there.

Bob’s heart, usually a steady, predictable drumbeat, skipped a beat. He told himself not to panic. He might have just misplaced it. Maybe he’d absentmindedly put it on a different shelf. He began a methodical search, moving containers with a growing sense of dread.

Leftover lasagna swimming in its own grease. A wilted salad, its lettuce leaves browning at the edges. A container filled with something vaguely resembling chili that smelled suspiciously of gym socks. But no brown paper bag. No rectangular testament to his lunchtime devotion.

He checked the door shelves, crammed with condiments and half-empty bottles of salad dressing. Nope. He even peered into the crisper drawers, a place where vegetables went to be forgotten and ultimately decomposed. Still nothing.

Panic, cold and clammy, began to grip him. This wasn't a simple misplacement. This was... this was worse.

His sandwich was gone. Stolen.

The idea seemed so preposterous, so utterly absurd, that for a moment, Bob simply stood there, staring blankly into the chaotic abyss of the Fridge of Doom. Stolen? Who would steal a perfectly ordinary turkey and provolone sandwich? It wasn’t like he’d packed a gourmet delicacy, a Wagyu beef and truffle oil masterpiece. It was just... a sandwich.

But it was his sandwich.

A wave of indignant outrage washed over him, quickly followed by a deep, gnawing sense of violation. Someone had dared to trespass on his lunchtime sanctity. Someone had reached into the communal fridge and... taken what was rightfully his.

Bob felt his face flush. He had carefully constructed that sandwich this morning, each layer meticulously placed. The perfect ratio of turkey to provolone, the precise amount of yellow mustard. It was a work of art, a lunchtime symphony of flavors. And now, it is gone.

He took a deep breath, trying to regain control. He couldn’t just stand here, paralyzed by sandwich-related grief. He had to act. He had to find his sandwich.

The first step, he reasoned, was to gather evidence. He leaned closer to the fridge, his nose twitching. He sniffed. He sniffed again. The air was thick with the usual odours of neglect, but underneath it all, he detected something... familiar.

A faint, almost imperceptible whiff of rye bread.

Hope flickered within him, fragile but present. The thief hadn't been careful. They had left a trace, a breadcrumb (pun intended, though Bob didn't consciously register it at the time) leading him to the truth.

He began sniffing more intently, moving from container to container, like a bloodhound on the scent. The smell of rye bread was strongest near a particularly suspicious-looking Tupperware container, one that was suspiciously opaque and labelled only with the cryptic word "Experiment."

Bob hesitated. He didn't want to go rummaging through someone else's lunch. But the aroma of rye was undeniable. He had to investigate.

He reached for the "Experiment" container, his hand trembling slightly. He gripped the lid, took another deep breath, and lifted it.

The sight that greeted him was... unsettling. Inside was a jumbled mess of what appeared to be discarded sandwich ingredients. Soggy lettuce, a mangled slice of tomato, a half-eaten pickle... and a single, forlorn piece of provolone cheese.

But no turkey. No mustard. And, crucially, no rye bread.

Bob's hope deflated like a punctured balloon. This wasn’t his sandwich. This was... something else entirely. Something... disturbing.

He quickly replaced the lid on the "Experiment" container, his stomach churning. He needed to recalibrate. The thief, it seemed, was more cunning than he had initially anticipated. They had covered their tracks well.

He stepped back from the Fridge of Doom, his eyes scanning the office around him. He saw Sandra from HR, chatting animatedly on the phone, a suspicious smirk playing on her lips. He saw Todd from IT, hunched over his computer, a glazed look in his eyes, seemingly oblivious to the drama unfolding around him. And he saw Janice, the intern, nervously fidgeting with a stack of papers, her eyes darting about the room in a way that Bob found... unsettling.

Could one of them be the culprit? Could one of his coworkers
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