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Monday morning after a quiet weekend felt a little strange to me. There was almost a surreal feeling of detachment or sophistry that abounded as I stepped outside into the morning gloom. I was due in Hartford at 10:00 for a site inspection and Brady offered me a lift to the site. I thanked him but I had to pick some stuff up at the office first.

“How’s the schedule going, Brady?” I asked him as an aside.

“Yeah, it’s good, Tony. We’re all ready for you this morning,” he said.

“Remember, Brady, I’m not the lead person on this file, Samantha is. I can’t do anything except stand and listen, unless I’m asked,” I said. “If I am asked, I have to be professional.”

“What are you saying, Tony?” he asked.

“I’m saying, it’s just work. It’s not personal.”

“Of course, I don’t expect anything less. I’ll see you up there,” he said.

When I reached the office Sam and Maria were chatting and, no doubt, comparing notes at Sam’s desk while Jules was hanging her coat up. I caught Jules’ eye, and she followed me into my work room.

“Thanks for everything on Saturday, Jules,” I said. “They loved it. I’m sorry to have disturbed you on the weekend.”

“Oh, go away with yourself. It was my pleasure,” she said with a happy smile.

“I want to run something by you, Jules. This office is crying out for a dedicated office manager. I’m going to broach the subject with Doug and Barry, and I’d like to suggest you for the position,” I said as her eyes widened. “Would you be up for it?”

“I don’t know if I’d be management material, Tony,” she said.

“If I could get them to send you on a training course, would that clinch it for you?” I said. “I think you’d be perfect for the position.”

“Would I get a raise?” she asked.

“It’s always about the money over here isn’t it?” I said with a laugh. “Of course you would.”

“I think I’ll Google an office manager’s job description then, it might be fun,” she said.

She left the room to be replaced by Maria, who walked in with a raging fire in her eyes.

“What have I done to you, Tony?” she asked.

“How do you mean, Maria?” I asked.

“You turned on me at the meeting on Friday and made me look like a complete fool, and now you won’t take a call or answer a text from me, it’s not fair,” she whined.

“I got neither a call nor a text from you since last week, Maria. When did you send them?” I asked, as I fished my phone out of my pocket and opened the text app and showed it to her.

“Look! There are no calls either,” I said.

She tried to take my phone, but I pulled it back out of her reach. She looked confused.

“So if you’re done here with your juvenile complaints, Maria, I have to be somewhere else.”

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Out of my mind for the want of some sense,” I said and walked past her.

Sam was almost ready to leave for Hartford, so I grabbed Doug, who had just arrived in the office, by the arm and pulled him aside.

“Can I have a word, Doug?” I asked.

“Yes. Is there a problem, Tony?” he asked, a look of doubt on his face.

“No, it’s just something I forgot to mention to you on Friday.”

“Ok,” he said, brightening up. “Shoot.”

“We need a dedicated office manager,” I said with finality.

“I agree. I was actually going to talk to you about it this morning. We’ll need to come up with a job description to get a suitable applicant,” he said.

“Or we can promote from within with a small raise and save an extra salary,” I said with a grin.

He started laughing.

“James warned me about this, Tony,” he said. “Ok, what are you thinking? You’ve obviously got it worked out yourself.”

“I have, and it’s a no brainer as far as I’m concerned. Julia is your manager,” I said. “She knows the place; everyone loves her, and she’s probably been doing it unofficially without anyone realising it all along.”

He considered it for a few short seconds and looked over at her as she studied her screen in deep concentration.

“Yes, Tony, I think you’re right. She’s the one,” he said, “it’s obvious now you say it. What do we offer her?” he asked.

“Leave that with me and we’ll talk later,” I said. “I have to get out on the road to Hartford.”

“Give ‘em hell,” he said with a laugh.

He was shaking his head and smiling as I left the room.
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I carried Sam’s bag to her car, and we set off for the trip to the site. Sam was about to say something, but I asked her to hold the thought while I made a call. Jules answered.

“Hi,” I said. “This’ll be brief, so don’t scream. You’re in.”

She screamed.

“Clever,” I said. “Have a think about remuneration and text me what you’d accept.”

“I will,” she whispered, “thank you for thinking about me, Tony. I won’t let you down.”

“I know that. Talk later.”

“What was that all about?” Sam asked.

“In the fullness of time, my petit crème Brûlée. My sensual Paris-Brest. My beautiful Mille-feuille. My adorable, luscious little Petit Filous.”

She giggled like a schoolgirl, and I stroked her hand affectionately.

“This is already the best car trip I’ve ever taken,” she said.

We chatted all the way to Hartford and arrived at 9:45, in plenty of time for a quick look around the site before the meeting. It was my first visit, so I took some time to acclimatise to it. Brady came to greet us. He shook hands with Sam and introduced us to Susan, the client’s wife. She and Sam already knew each other, and they hugged it out in greeting. Sam turned and introduced me to Susan. I offered my hand in greeting.

“Lovely to meet you, Susan,” I said, as Brady watched.

“You too, Tony,” she said, and removed her blonde hair from her deep blue eyes with a flick of her head. She blushed slightly as she did so.

“I love your accent, Brady tells me you’re Irish,” she said.

“Yes.”

“What brought you here?” she asked.

“Samantha’s car,” I said, trying to keep a straight face.

“No. I mean ... ”

“Sorry, Susan. I couldn’t resist that,” I said with a grin.

“Oh that’s mild, Susan,” Sam said. “Wait until you get to know him.”

“I look forward to that,” she smiled and winked at me.

Brady fell in step beside me and whispered, “How do you do that?” he asked.

“Do what?”

“Have women eating out of your hand in less than a minute?” he said.

“I’m not sure I know what you mean, Brady,” I said.

“That Susan woman would drag you into her bed this second if you made a move.”

“Nah. You’re imagining things, Brady. I’m a one-woman man.”

“One woman at a time, you mean.”

“Brady, will you shut the fuck up? She’ll fucking hear you,” I whispered.

She turned her head for a quick glance at us and I knew that she already had. As she walked on, I was trying not to look at the incredible way her jeans made her bum look so elegant and sexy.

The meeting began in the kitchen and Susan took her place at the table between Sam and Brady while I looked on from directly opposite  them. There wasn’t a formal agenda, so I quickly assembled one as they discussed completion dates, fiancés, husbands, and holidays. At 10:10 the meeting still hadn’t begun so I took charge. I switched the recorder on.

“Ok everyone, I think it’s time to start. The first item on the agenda is the program. How are we doing on that, Brady?” I asked quickly.

The meeting took thirty minutes and we discussed everything required before agreeing the program for the following week. I adjourned the meeting and called the next one for a week hence at 10.00. Susan made some coffee, and we spent a pleasant hour answering questions from her. When we departed, Sam was excited.

“That was a lesson on how to run a site meeting, Tony,” she said, “it started almost on time, it was over quickly, and we moved through your agenda at a good pace. We should have an agenda for every meeting.”

“I assumed we already did. Not to worry though, most agendas have the same schedule, so it wasn’t a problem,” I said.

“Susan is very impressed with you,” she said.

“Us, I think you mean.”

“No, it’s you, Tony. I think she’d jump your bones if she wasn’t married,” she said.

“No I don’t think I’d like that, Sam,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“I’d much prefer a leisurely hour or two of sensuality, touch and taste, where every little romantic caress and movement helps to build slowly
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