
  Just Another Day at the Office


  A Steamy Workplace Romance by L. Moone


  Cath:

  Bloody typical. Day one at the new job, and I’m crushing so hard on my colleague I can’t think straight.


  John isn’t your average romance novel hero. He doesn’t have a way with the ladies, neither does he have six pack abs. He’s just a regular guy with a bit of a dad bod, and he's shy and awkward rather than suave and charming. That’s cool, because I’m just a regular girl. One who’s already head over heels for him and he doesn’t even realize it.


  There’s something eating away at him, a mystery I’m determined to solve as well as resolve, if only he’ll give me half a chance. And if I stop being so damn nervous every time he’s around.


  John:

  Some people are made for love and happiness. I’m not one of them.


  It was a let-down when she left, even if it wasn’t entirely out of the blue. Unexpected or not, it still hurts like hell. Then there’s the new girl at the office, who keeps looking at me funny. I’m supposed to be training her, but her presence is making me feel even worse. She's a constant reminder of everything I'll never have.


  I’m not sure I’m ready to hope again. The disappointment would end up crushing me.


  Will John get over his issues and give love a chance? Can Cath convince him that despite his flaws, he truly is the man of her dreams? Read on and find out. Who knew things could get this hot at the office?


  This steamy, body-positive romance features a Big Handsome Man (BHM), a woman who appreciates him just how he is, and plenty of colourful (British English) language.
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  Just Another Day at the Office



  Part I.


  
    

  


  I.


  Before you start: Can't get enough of them dad bod heroes? Me neither, that's why I keep writing about them!Click hereto grab another Dad Bod Romance, completely FREE!



  It's only nine-thirty am and already I can smell his armpits from across the large, shiny desk. What a complete creep! If I didn't need the money, I would've cut the interview short and made my escape by now…


  How is he sweating so much? It's October, not mid-July!


  My brain is on autopilot as he witters on about what he expects from me, I try to keep eye contact to a minimum while uttering generic responses where appropriate.


  "Yes, I understand," I say.


  Punctuality is important, got it . My eyes wander around the room, over the posed photographs of him sharing a handshake with some equally pompous looking dicks. Dick-an appropriate nickname for Richard Porter-purchasing manager at the large electronic components distributor where I hope to be working soon.


  By now I've seen enough of the over-dressed office from which he rules his domain and I stealthily glance through the window that overlooks the office floor. The desks are arranged in groups of three or four with low partition walls surrounding each cluster. All of the work areas that I can see are fully occupied except one.


  "Yes, indeed I'm very excited to start my career here …" I hear myself say.


  Just what the question was which prompted this response, I can't quite remember.


  I give Richard-Dick-a quick glance. Pointless, he's still looking at my cleavage. Perhaps I should offer him a tissue. I shuffle uncomfortably in my seat. Can I go now?


  Outside on the office floor the man who sits alone in a grouping of three desks catches my eye. He turns around in his chair as he answers the phone and only now can I fully appreciate him.


  My age, or at the most thirty, if I had to guess. His full head of dark blond hair looks slightly longer than intended and somewhat messy. A perfect face, if there can be such a thing. Completely regular features and a straight nose as if copied from an ancient Greek statue; not that I recall seeing many Greek statues of a man of his build. Cuddly would be an appropriate descriptor.


  I can't tell the exact colour of his eyes from here but even at this distance they express a certain kindness. He looks so serious, speaking into the phone with his full, sensual lips and a thoughtful look on his face.


  I let my eyes travel down over his body-he's definitely a big guy, but it's hard to get a good look while he's sitting down. I can tell that he's straining against the white pinstriped shirt he's wearing. He should probably go a size up, not that I mind the look personally.


  I'd prefer the shirt off altogether.


  He is so exactly my type, it's unnerving. My mind instantly conjures up images of him, on top of me, his broad arms cradling me as he leans in for a kiss. Oh, what I could do to this man.


  "So, you'll handle a few easier accounts at first, then we'll re-evaluate, subject to successful completion of your three-month trial period," Dick says.


  "Right," I answer. "Three months trial, okay."


  I try to regain my composure, to hide the breathlessness I feel, but I can't take my eyes off my favourite future colleague. Will one of those empty desks become mine soon?


  Suddenly, the fantasy disappears. The gorgeous face I was just admiring has twisted into an expression of shock, sadness. He's still on the phone, but he's stopped speaking. My heart starts beating even faster, only this time it's with concern. It's as though I can feel his pain from all the way over here.


  I close my eyes for a moment and recover.


  "So, who will I be working with?" I turn to Dick who is now finally looking up from my chest.


  "You'll be working under Jonathan Hall, Senior Purchaser here at Aspect Technologies," he says as he motions over to the one occupied desk in a cluster of three, at my Mr. Perfect.


  "Great, I guess I'll see you in two weeks then." I shake Dick's clammy hand as I get up.


  Not certain how I should feel after all that, I take a few shaky steps toward the door. I've got the job. But what have I just witnessed out there?


  As Dick walks me towards the elevator, I steal one last look at Jonathan. He is sitting completely still, staring at nothing while still holding the phone in mid-air. I try to give him a warm smile as I walk right through the path of his gaze, but he is completely oblivious.


  I wish I could have overheard that phone call.


  II.


  For these past two weeks' time seemed to move at a crawl. The job promises to be the usual nine-to-five drudgery but I can hardly contain my excitement. The main reason of course is the prospect of working with Jonathan. Being able to make rent next month feels almost like a welcome bonus.


  I wonder if my memory could be deceiving me. I suppose I'll find out soon enough if he really is everything I recall.


  My buzzing phone brings me back to reality. A message from Jase:


  Best of luck, girl. Go kick some arse!


  It makes me smile. Of course he remembered that today is the day. I haven't been able to shut up about this job ever since the interview. Well, not about the job, but about the guy. Same thing really.


  Thanks! x, I respond.


  Now, what to wear… After pulling out nearly half the contents of my wardrobe and dumping them on the bed I settle on a slightly-too-tight plum pencil skirt and a black cowl-neck pullover. A tad more conservative than my usual style, but I wouldn't want to fall foul of any yet to be discovered dress code. At least the pullover makes the outfit somewhat appropriate for the blustery weather that's typical for late October.


  Plus, there's still that sleazy creep, Dick Porter, to contend with. A pair of back seamed stockings and heels should do nicely to keep things interesting.


  Dress to impress.


  I'm fifteen minutes early coming out of the lift at my new workplace. Most of the desks are still empty, as is the office in the corner. I'm guessing Dick doesn't take punctuality to extremes himself. Good.


  I hesitate and look around for any familiar faces. Dick's assistant, Sharon, is just now walking into the office as well. She is quite imposing, a bit taller than me with a slightly heavier, more curvaceous build, as well as impeccable dress sense. Her demeanour suggests she takes herself a bit too seriously. I don't want to judge too quickly though, so I put on my friendliest smile.


  "Morning, I'm Cath. We met two weeks ago when I came in for my interview. Today is my first day..."


  "Oh yes, Catherine. Richard isn't in yet; he'll be here at nine. Why don't you take a seat over there-" She gestures towards the right side of the office where I already expected to be sitting, "-and make yourself comfortable."


  Her tone is authoritative. She's used to being in charge.


  "Thanks," I mutter, while anxiously scanning the office for Jonathan.


  There is a backpack lying on what I remember to be his desk, but he's not around. So I put my stuff on the empty desk right next to his and sit down to wait. Nervous doesn't quite describe how I feel.


  "Hi." His baritone voice behind me makes me jump up instantly. It sounds pleasantly warm but slightly raspy, as though he's fighting a cold.


  "Err, hi. I'm Cath-short for Catherine but nobody actually calls me that. They tell me I'm going to be working with you…" And now I'm rambling. Great.


  I look at his face while offering my hand to greet him formally. Gorgeous as I remembered. But in spite of the proverbial rose-tinted specs which are currently clouding my vision, I can't help but notice a difference about him.


  Are those dark circles I'm seeing? Even his skin tone has changed from the healthy subtle tan I remember to ashen and dull. I fight the urge to stare. My fingers itch to reach up and touch his face, but of course I do nothing of the sort.


  "Yes indeed. Morning. I'm John," he says as we shake hands. His hand is slightly colder than mine but his grip is strong. It takes a lot of willpower for me to let go.


  Holding my breath, I fight my nerves to look into his eyes momentarily. They're a warm shade of amber, but at the same time they betray more than the rest of his appearance has already done. Tired and empty. I'm taken aback by what I see and quickly look away again.


  I dare not stare or make eye contact again all morning while he is giving me an introduction to all the systems I'm supposed to be using. There's no hint of small talk, only work. Even then, he appears to be a man of few words.


  Whenever I do glance at his face, I notice he's consistently avoiding the sight of me. If he's not looking at the computer screen, he's leafing through the mountain of papers on his desk. Now I'm not expecting every man to act like Dick "Pervert" Porter and shamelessly ogle my boobs all day. But to avoid looking in my direction completely is another unusual extreme.


  And it's especially frustrating, because I desperately wish for John to notice me.


  While he busies himself with some papers in the filing cabinet behind his desk, I allow my eyes to linger on him for a moment.


  Ever since I can remember I've liked men with a bit of meat on them. I don't quite understand it-I don't have any identifiable reason for this preference. I've long given up trying to analyse myself. All I know is, I want to feel his soft skin under my fingertips. I want his belly brushing against me as he leans down for a kiss. I want...


  "Cath, was it?" says a familiar voice behind me. "How are you enjoying your first day?"


  Dick . His presence makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up, and not in a good way. The inappropriate fantasy that had started to play out in my mind is instantly shattered.


  "Great," I say. "There's so much to learn, but John has been really patient with me."


  "Good, good. Carry on!" I can hardly suppress a sigh of relief as he stalks off towards another cluster of desks.


  I turn to face


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  X.


  How could I be so idiotic, so paranoid that I completely lost any semblance of sanity and nearly ruined everything we had together? Of course, he didn't lie. There was another explanation for it all. I couldn't find any hint of dishonesty in his eyes, only truth and mostly fear.


  I believe every word he said. If that's wrong and naive, then so be it. This connection which we share is worth taking a risk on.


  I want us to be real. I want to feel again.


  My mind goes blank, all negative thoughts banished by the onslaught of pleasure he's unleashing between my thighs. I can't control my moans, I don't want to either. He deserves to hear exactly what he's doing to me.


  "Tell me how you like it," he says, pausing only for a moment before continuing to lick at my clit.


  It makes me squirm, so intense is the sensation. I want more.


  "It's perfect, keep going," I gasp.


  He licks all around my outer, inner labia and further inwards. I am feverish and my muscles twitch almost uncontrollably. It takes a whole lot of control for me not to crush his head between my thighs.


  A few more spasms later, he gets the hint and holds me firmly spread with both hands while fucking me with his tongue. It's beautiful, not just the pleasure he's giving me but also the visual aspect. The way he looks up at me with wide eyes every so often.


  He takes my clit between his lips again, gently sucks on it and slips a finger inside me. I buck my hips. I'm about to lose all control.


  "Stop," I cry out. "Stop, stop, stop!"


  He releases me with a startled frown. I smile at him and reach for his hand, pulling him further up the bed. At the same time, I crawl around until my head is nearer the foot end of the bed and unbutton his jeans, tugging impatiently.


  As soon as he's got them off, I lie down on my side and wait for him to put his head on my thigh. Then I lean up onto my elbow and lick a droplet of pre-cum from his cock.


  He groans into my crotch and tries to continue licking, sucking and fingering me from this new direction. I take his length into my mouth as far as it will go, and wrap my free arm around his thigh to steady myself. It's like a competition to see who distracts the other more. We're about equally matched.


  Every time he flicks his tongue across my most sensitive parts, I moan uncontrollably with my mouth still full. Then I suck him harder, out and in until it won't go any further and he groans in response.


  His finger moves inside me. When he finds my G-spot, heat and tension build to unmentionable levels. I am out of breath and weak, forced to merely hold on to him while he continues to probe me. Moving my hips to help him on his way, I squeeze my hand around his cock. He reacts with a shudder that goes through his hips and thighs.


  Continuing to lick and suck on the outside, with first one and then two fingers in me, he pushes me along to the inevitable. I cry out, my hips twitching and squirming despite his firm grip on me as he tops it all off with more flicks from his tongue. He's a natural; able to read the slightest moan or shudder to decipher exactly what pleases me most.


  My thigh goes limp and almost hits him in the face before his hand props it back up. He has withdrawn his fingers and is now just licking me with long deliberate slurps. All the while I'm lost in a state of complete bliss.


  Once I finally catch my breath, I put all my focus into returning the favour.


  With one hand firmly gripping his shaft, I bob my head back and forth on him. His cock feels so tense, so ready. It's almost as if he's pulsating with anticipation. Feeling his balls with my other hand, I notice he's tensing up elsewhere too; back, thighs, ass. I force my hand between his thighs, caressing and then pressing on the skin just behind his balls. His formerly urgent breaths turn irregular throughout my explorations.


  He obviously enjoys it, how he reacts more intensely now than when I was only sucking him off. I continue to massage as well as mouth-fuck him and it isn't long until his balls contract, his thighs go hard as planks and he shudders uncontrollably into my face.


  His loud animalistic groans encourage me to continue massaging as best I can despite my trapped hand, round and round, through the sensitive skin of his perineum. All the while, I drain and swallow every last drop of cum until he is spent.


  I'm so sorry, for everything. I promise myself I'll never make the same mistake again.


  He reaches down, his hand trying but failing to get a grip around my shoulder. His hand finds my wrist, gently tugging until I turn right side up. Glad to be surrounded in a most perfect embrace again, I can feel a calm envelop us which makes everything almost feel okay again. The slow and relaxed kisses he plants on my cheek tell me he feels it too.


  "Can I stay?" he asks.


  There is no need to respond verbally, instead I hug him tightly and half-rid him of his T-shirt. He seems sufficiently reassured after I kiss his bare chest a couple of times because he sighs and rests his arm protectively around me.


  "Let's promise each other that no matter what happens-whatever suspicions we may have, or rumours we've heard-we'll always hear each other out?" I ask.


  He caresses my back, slipping his hands in under my top, and kisses my hair.


  "Sounds like a plan," he says, "I just need to know one thing…"


  "What's that?"


  "Aren't you upset at all about what I did in Germany? Because I am," he says.


  I shrug and think for a bit. "To be honest, I haven't really considered it. I was too busy focussing on whether or not you'd lied to me."


  Even now, I can't really wrap my head around it. It's too surreal, too out of character. I've seen him quite drunk before, and he didn't behave too strangely even then. There's something else at play... As if he'd been drugged somehow.


  For a few minutes, neither of us says a word.


  "I'm so sorry I doubted you," I whisper finally.


  He runs his fingers through my hair, sending goose bumps down my spine.


  "And I'm sorry I let things get out of hand," he says. "It'll never happen again. Promise."


  Our moment of quiet reflection is loudly interrupted by my stomach, which has decided that enough is enough. As soon as it stops growling, he pokes me softly in the side.


  "Don't tell me you haven't eaten all day?"


  I shrug. "Wasn't hungry."


  "Then allow me to change that..." He gets up and starts to put on his jeans while I watch from the comfort of the warm bed.


  I decide to follow him into the kitchen after a few moments, partially because I'm curious to see what he's planning, but mainly because I can't bear the thought of being apart right now. Not while our wounds are still raw.


  I find him rummaging through the fridge, looking for God knows what, before laying out all the vital components of ham and cheese sandwiches on the counter.


  "Have you got a sandwich toaster?" he asks.


  I nod and find it for him, then stand back and look on as he assembles the ingredients.


  I get it now. Why he continued to watch me when I cooked for him. It's a lovely thing, observing that special someone busy at work. I could do this for hours.


  My stomach claws at my insides violently again when the aroma of golden toasties fills the room. I get the plates and as soon as they're ready we sit down to eat around the breakfast bar. The envelope that came in the mail yesterday is still lying there so I mindlessly open it while taking a few bites.


  "Goddamnit, I can't fucking believe this!" I drop the half-eaten sandwich back into the plate and grab the letter with both, reading it in depth again.


  "What happened?" John asks.


  "I'm being evicted! My landlord has given me a month's notice starting yesterday. Some building refurbishment planned for the New Year it says. I can bet he's just trying to get rid of me to up the rent!"


  My appetite is ruined and all the rawness from earlier in the day flares up again. It's always something. One thing gets better, another fucks up. I feel like Lady Luck is torturing me on purpose, sending me on an emotional rollercoaster and making bits of track disappear underneath me without warning. I drop the letter onto the table.


  John picks it up to read it for himself.


  With my head in both hands, I try to think. What do I do, how will I find a new place at such short notice?


  "You've got a month, surely that's enough time to figure out something?" he asks.


  He reaches across the bar and starts to caress my shoulder.


  "If he doesn't give me my deposit back early, I literally can't afford it!" My throat feels tight and I'm developing a splitting headache again.


  "And plus, it's almost Christmas. Who the hell is going to conduct viewings over the holiday period? The timing couldn't have been worse," I complain.


  He puts the letter down and gets up, then within seconds he stops beside me and puts his arms around me once more.


  I'm too emotionally drained after everything for further tears, so I just sit there, frozen in his embrace. What I need is a sensible plan.


  I've got nothing.


  "You know, today has made me think really hard about everything," he says. "I couldn't face the thought of having to live without you. I realised that-"


  I'm only half listening to him, mostly preoccupied with trying to force my mind into trouble-shooting mode. There must be something I can do?


  He clears his throat, causing me to snap out of my moment of self-pity and look up at him.


  "It's not sensible, or rational and of course much too soon... But I need you in my life, Cath. I can't think of anything better than to spend my evenings with you, my nights holding you in my arms. So..." he rambles on.


  I blink a few times, trying to let his words filter through the clutter in my brain.


  What is he trying to say?


  "You could stay with me, if you like. Just for a while, until you find a new place if you need your space. Or... You know, just stay."


  He looks concerned. No, that's an understatement. He looks terrified.


  And I don't know how to respond. Does he really mean it? Then again, if not, why would he suggest it? Is this just his guilt about the business trip talking?


  "Are you sure?" I ask.


  I'm worried as well, hoping that his offer is genuine, and not coerced. It sounds too good to be true.


  He forces an awkward smile. "I won't lie, I'm about ready to crap my pants right now."


  "Because I might say no? Or because I might say yes?" I ask.


  He averts his gaze from me, and hesitates for a moment.


  "A bit of both... It's just that I've been here before, in a similar situation. And although I want to make it perfectly clear that you're nothing like her it's still a bit weird. Scary."


  Indeed, she really did a number on him. It still makes me angry just thinking about it.


  "I don't want to make you uncomfortable," I say.


  "No, no, no." He shakes his head and looks at me again. "That's not what I meant. I just wanted to explain myself. My offer stands. I would love to spend every day and night with you."


  Continuing to look at me, he anxiously awaits my answer while I try to make sense of it all. I also can't imagine my life without him now. After our reconciliation, I'm even more mindful of how strong my feelings for him are. Is there a downside to accepting?


  My mind has let me down once already today, causing nothing but pain when my heart wanted to continue to believe in us. It's obvious which to follow on this.


  I slip my hands around his neck and pull him close to me.


  "Yes. I'd love to move in with you. But if you ever change your mind..."


  "I told you already, I could never lie to you. If I don't think it's working out, I'll say so. Promise me you'll do the same?" he asks.


  I nuzzle against the side of his face. My heart races with some amount of fear but mainly excitement. He leans back and kisses me on the lips.


  "I promise," I whisper, before returning his kiss with a less innocent one.


  When I see his eyes flash open in front of me, I know. It'll all work out somehow.


  What we have together is special. A once-in-a-lifetime thing.


  Rational or not, I'm ready to take this chance.


  Together.


  


  ***



  Thanks for readingJust Another Day at the Office!


  For another heart-wrenching instalove romance with a virgin hero, check out One Night Boyfriend.


  To find out what happens between Amanda and Gary, you'll have to be a little patient, because I haven't written their story yet, but I will.


  Swipe to the next page for moreHusky Ever After while you wait...


  Author's Note


  Can't get enough of them dad bod heroes? Me neither, that's why I keep writing about them!Click hereto grab another Dad Bod Romance, completely FREE!



  Thanks for reading Just Another Day at the Office! Whether this is your first experience of my work, or you've been with me from the early days, I appreciate every one of you.


  This story dates from 2013, when it was first released as a serialised novel. It was one of the first things I ever published back when I was still writing under my old pen name, "Hedonist Six".


  Since 2016 I've been planning to rework it into the book it always deserved to be, but always kept putting it off. I've grown as a writer over the years, so it's only obvious that this-my debut novel-started out flawed. I was worried that I'd hate the experience of rewriting it. That I'd spend the whole time cringing at all the mistakes I'd made and lose confidence in my abilities as an author.


  But when I picked it up finally during the summer of 2019, I found that my concerns were largely unfounded. Awkward language is easy to fix, as long as the story is mostly there.


  I fell in love with the characters all over again and became swept up in their whirlwind romance. Cath and John are special to me. These are the characters I have spent the most time with, in more ways than just one. I fancy myself mostly a novella writer. At around 57,000 words, this is my longest book to date. Along with it being one of my oldest works, I do feel like I've known them for years.


  It has always been my aim to be as authentic as possible in my stories. Not everyone fits into the same mould. And not everyone is attracted to the same things. When I first wrote this story, it was the romance that I personally wanted to read but could not find on the shelves. I didn't want a dominant romance hero with six pack abs, I wanted to see the sort of guy who had been largely ignored in fiction. A regular guy with regular hang-ups and insecurities. A cinnamon roll hero, though I didn't know the term yet back then.


  Cath, meanwhile, is a younger version of me in some ways. I've given her a more tragic back story than my own, but that's about it. I relate to her insecurities and especially her tendency to give up all of herself for love. I also relate to her physical preferences when it comes to men. I think a lot of women can appreciate a big cuddly man, even if they don't always say so out loud.


  In this book we follow Cath's journey of love at first sight initially. Although weeks pass before she makes her first move, she gives it her all and loses herself to John immediately. We find out the feeling was mutual all along and they were both just too messed up to do anything about it right away.


  I can relate to this feeling very well. When my husband and I first got together it was after a friendship that had already lasted for a few months. But once we realised that we could become more than friends, we fell hard and fast. We knew we wanted to spend our lives together only days into our affair. This kind of passion is what I aim to create in a lot of my books.


  So, I hope you enjoyed the journey as much as I have and that perhaps you'll be tempted to read more of my work, specifically my growing catalog of dad bod romance where cuddly heroes reign supreme.


  


  x, Lorelei


  By the way, I also write Paranormal Romance as Lorelei Moone. If that's also your cup of tea, then please have a look atloreleimoone.com


  Lmoone.com


  Lorelei Moone on Facebook
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