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“You’re boring.”

It had been two weeks since she’d heard the words, but Cynthia couldn’t stop playing them over and over again in her mind. Being dumped was never easy. Being dumped because your lover thought you were boring in and out of the bedroom? That was a real soul-crusher.

She walked into the cafeteria on the ground floor of her office building. It was her lunch break, but as she scanned the steaming trays of hot food and the crisp greens on the salad bar, she turned her nose up at the selections. All she really wanted was a dose of caffeine. Cynthia grabbed a paper cup from the dispenser and placed it under the cappuccino machine’s spout. She pressed the button and after some sputtering noises her cup was filled with foamy coffee goodness. She took a few fortifying sips then walked back through the lunch line. A second perusal of the day’s lunch offerings solidified her decision to stick with her caffeine. She waited in line to pay for her coffee and was on her way out of the cafeteria when her friend Nina blocked her path.

“I know you’re not slinking off to your cubicle. Have lunch with me.”

Nina spun her around and looped their arms together. She steered them toward the salad bar in the center of the cafeteria.

“Ugh, enough with the coffee. You really need to eat. You’re wasting away.” 

She watched Nina pile her plate with spinach leaves, cherry tomatoes, carrots and other vegetables. Cynthia sipped her java while her friend plopped an apple, a brownie and bottled water on her tray alongside the salad. She waited while Nina paid for her lunch, then they made their way through the crowded cafeteria together looking for a table. They found an empty one and sat down. Nina unloaded the contents of her tray in front of her, and then slid the cellophane wrapped dessert across the table toward Cynthia.

“You need that more than I do.”

“Thanks, but I don’t want it.”

“Please. It’s chocolate. Plus, you better eat it because I’ve already paid for it and you know brownies aren’t on my diet.”

“You’re always dieting and I always tell you that you don’t need to.” Cynthia unwrapped the cellophane and the delectable scent of chocolate hit her nose. She took a nibble and let out a moan. 

“See? You’re hungry.” Her friend narrowed her eyes at her. “Or horny. They say chocolate can sometimes be a replacement for sex.” Nina stabbed a cherry tomato with her fork and popped the bite into her mouth. “I really wish you’d quit moping over what that asshole Paul said. You’re not boring.”

“Apparently I am in bed.”

“Clearly that uptight prick doesn’t know a great fuck from a boring one anyway. Shake it off, girl. You need to just get back out there and prove Paul wrong. That guy’s pretty cute.” She used a stage whisper, pointing her fork to her left for emphasis.

Cynthia turned her head to see who Nina was referring to. The man with brown hair and black-rimmed glasses two tables over was attractive, in a straight-laced, conventional sort of way.

“He’s cute, but I think he works in the accounting department. Hypothetically, if I’m going to take your advice, I’d need to do it with someone with a bit of an edge, don’t you think? I can’t break out of this boring rut by sleeping with somebody who seems...safe.”

“Okay, so what department do the rebels work in?”

“I don’t know. This is a big company, but it’s probably not a good idea to sleep with someone I work with.”

“Then let’s go out. I’ll ask my sister to watch my kids and we’ll make a night of it. We’ll call it ‘Operation Get Cynthia Laid.’”

“You never stop acting like a public relations assistant,” she said with a laugh. Cynthia popped the last bite of brownie into her mouth, glad her friend had forced it on her after all.

“I’m gonna do your hair and makeup. Oh, and I’m going to help you pick out something to wear. You can borrow a pair of my heels.”

“First of all, I didn’t say yes to this scheme.”

“A mere formality.” 

“Second, if I’m going to wear your stilettos you might as well change the name of this campaign to ‘Operation Cynthia Breaks Her Neck.’ I don’t know how to walk in those things.”

“It’s easy. I’ll teach you.”

“Yes, please pass along your stiletto wisdom.” She gnawed at a hangnail as a thought popped into her head. “Seriously though, I do need to find a date to Mark and Amy’s wedding. Paul will be there and I just can’t stomach the idea of showing up alone.” Cynthia tilted her head back and gulped the last of her cappuccino. “Or with you as my date. No offense.”

“Damn, I don’t see how you haven’t scorched your esophagus chugging those things.”

“I have to,” she shrugged. “My job could put insomniacs to sleep in under two minutes.”

“It can’t be that bad.” Nina scraped her plate until she got the last bits of spinach and vegetables on her fork. “But anyway, back to the mission at hand. We’ll get you laid plus land you a date for the wedding.” Nina chewed thoughtfully for a moment. “Hopefully that’s the same guy, but if not, no biggie.”

“If you say so...”

“Shit. It’s probably already time for me to go. I’m only taking a half hour today.” Nina confirmed the time on her phone. “We’re under a deadline right now for this new social media campaign.” 

“Jealous,” Cynthia said and cut her eyes at her friend. “At least you get to use your creativity. I wish my job was creative.”

“Girl, I love you, but I’ve had enough of your belly aching.” Nina put her dirty dishes and tray away then rounded on her. “Start pushing your jewelry on social media. Get that shit in a few boutiques and parlay your dream into a career.”

She nodded at her friend’s suggestion. Nina had been harping on her to take her online jewelry shop into the real world for months. As much as she loved making speciality baubles, it had started as a hobby. It was something to relieve stress and something to do on weekends. Could she make actual money at it? Maybe she should take Nina’s advice. She was a PR whiz and if she thought there was something there, maybe there was.

“I should listen to you,” Cynthia mumbled as she pressed the button for the elevator.

When it arrived promptly with a ping, they hopped on and rode to their respective floors. Nina prattled on about her workload, but Cynthia only nodded politely. Her friend’s advice was really making her pensive. Maybe it wasn’t just Nina’s insistence to try to turn her jewelry business from a hobby to a side hustle.  Maybe it was everything making her dwell on things. Thinking about Paul’s words that she was boring, to her unhappiness in her job. Her duller than dull job. She had a nice caffeine buzz going on, but experience told her that it would wear off after a few moments of staring at her computer screen. After telling Nina goodbye and getting off at her floor, Cynthia walked slowly toward her cubicle. She was in no hurry to get back to her desk. 

The afternoons always seemed to stretch on for eternity.  Cynthia plopped into her ergonomic chair and typed her password into her computer. A glance at her work queue told her she had two tasks to complete. Hopefully more would be sent her way. Otherwise, two tasks to last the rest of the day would mean she was in for a long afternoon of trying to look busy. The work was somewhat steady and she was thankful for the paycheck, but it was monotonous. The ironic thing was that this was what she’d wanted. At least, it had seemed like a good idea on paper. 

A stable job. A decent paycheck. An okay apartment. Since her breakup, she’d looked at her life in a different way. What used to seem like stability and security now seemed like mediocrity and a little bit like she was playing it safe. Like she wasn’t even trying. Because if she didn’t try she could never fail.

God, Paul is right. I am boring. 

Cynthia dropped her head into her hands. The worst part about what Paul had said wasn’t that he’d broken her heart. No, it wasn’t that. She’d
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