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"I can't believe that you are just okay with all this," Casey said as we walked into work.

"Why shouldn't I?" I asked.

"Damien, you were overlooked," Kenny argued.

"I was not," I smiled.

"You've been here the longest, you know the work back to front and everybody likes you," Casey smiled.

"That doesn't mean I am Director material, just means I have to work harder on my management skills," I said as I remembered the email I got sent.

"That's a load of bullshit!" Kenny said as we walked through security.

"Sorry to hear that you didn't get the promotion Damien, a bunch of bullshit if you ask me," Toby, one of the security guards, said.

"Why is everybody treating this like it's a big deal," I shrugged. "It was my first attempt, there would be others."

"That's the way to look at it," Toby said as we made our way to the elevators.

"See you at lunch?" Kenny asked as he got in the other elevator.

"Yeah," Casey smiled.

Casey and I worked on the higher levels of the building while Kenny worked on the lower levels of the other building.

It was wild that he had to enter this building to go through security, go up two levels, and then cross the walkway to the other building.

They said the lower levels of the other building were for the servers and other equipment, so only techs and other specified people could use them, but we all thought it was bullshit.

We worked as a third-party firm to the government, so everybody had their conspiracy theories about the top of our building and the bottom of the other one. 

No one could get into either part, or we never saw anyone turn the unique key needed for the elevator to go to the top.

"So, who got it anyway?" Casey asked as we got out of the elevator.

"Someone named Diane, she's from another district or region," I shrugged.

"So, some bitch is going to come here and tell us what to do?" Casey asked as she put her blazer over her chair.

"Yes," a voice said behind her.

I stared at a pale white woman with bright red hair and green eyes.

'Shit!' Casey muttered.

"That would be correct," the lady said. "I am that bitch."

Casey slowly turned around and faced her.

"Diane the bitch, nice to meet you," she said with a smile. "See me in my office after hours and we can discuss the use of words like that on the floor."

"Yes ma'am," Casey said.

"Damien?" Diane asked.

"That would be me," I said.

"Office please," Diane said as she sauntered to her office.

"I warned you about that shit!" I whispered to Casey.

"I know!" Casey shook her head.

Casey was always good at putting her whole foot not only into her mouth but down her throat.

"So, does everyone have the same thought as your friend out there?" Diane asked as soon as I entered the office.

"Yes and no," I replied. "Most are glad that I didn't get it."

"I see," Diane said as she sat back in her chair.

I sat down, and we had the usual stare-down contest of someone who had applied for the job versus the person who got the job.

"If it's any consolation I was told I barely got it over you," Diane said, breaking the silence.

"Yeah, they told me," I responded.

"So, will there be any problems between us?" Diane asked, leaning forward.

"None at all," I smiled. "I heard you are better than the last person. If that's true there would be no problems at all."

"Well, seeing the mess he left me, I can honestly say it will be a better transition," Diane offered her hand.

I shook it and smiled.

"I will leave you to do what you normally did, and I will start looking things over," Diane swiveled in her chair.

"Sounds good," I said as I stood up.

"Nice to meet you Damien," Diane said.

"Same to you," I responded as I went out the door.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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It was nice having someone who had my back on things around the office. Diane wasn't like Steven, our former Director, who turned a blind eye to many of our problems.

Diane weeded out the troublesome workers the first day and showed them the door. By the end of the week, she had promoted two of the best workers to be leads, something other floors had for years, but we didn't because Steven didn't want any of them questioning him.

Having leads made my job so much easier. I didn't have to go everywhere to get things done.

I was almost glad to have Diane as the Director and didn't feel bad about not getting the job. She was strict on many things and relaxed on many other occasions.

"Told you it would work out," I smiled at Casey as we left the building.

We had been going on for four months, and Casey and the others were happy with Diane. Even though Diane came down on Casey on her foul mouth, it was good for her.

"Yeah, you are right," Casey acknowledged.

"What was that?" I asked.

"I am not repeating myself," Casey smiled.

"Okay," I smiled.

Casey and I had a good working relationship. We started hanging out a few weeks after I came on board and even had a little fling; it didn't last for many reasons.

One reason was that Casey could swear more than any man I knew, and the other was that she was really into women, which I didn't realize until after the fourth time we slept together.

At first, I thought I could handle it, but Casey was worse than a man on that level; she was always after the next one and the one after that, so it was easier for us to be friends with no benefits.

Kenny met us in the parking lot and headed for our local bar.

"So, word around the office is that your boss is a hottie," Kenny said as we played pool.

"Red hair, big tits, and a thumper for an ass," Casey said, chugging her beer.

"Internet big or actually big?" Kenny asked as he looked at Casey.

"Hey!" I yelled at him as I was eating some wings. "That's my line!"

"You didn't copyright it," Kenny laughed.

"Bigger than her torso big," Casey nodded. "Ask Damien."

"Yeah, they are huge," I nodded as I looked at him. "Wait, what?"

"Oh, it's this thing we found on Reddit," Casey smiled. "Bigger than her torso, you should check it out."

"Yeah, boob fanatic like you, surprised you didn't know about it," Kenny smiled.

"What are you idiots talking about now?" Kenny's brother approached us.

Lionel always liked to play the alpha male role, even though no one cared what he thought except Kenny, and I was sure he was just playing along because Lionel was letting Kenny stay with him.

"That site we were checking out," Casey said.

"Oh, that one," Lionel shrugged. "I like my tits hand sized, any bigger and it's not as good."

"So, you say," Casey smiled.

Our usual routine after work was drinking a few beers, making fun of each other, and then heading home. Rinse and repeat. Sometimes, others joined us, but this was the usual four.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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"Hey Damien," Diane peeked her head out of the office. "Can I see you?"

I nodded and walked into her office.

"We need to let Charles go," Diane said as soon as I entered.

"Why?" I asked, stunned.

Charles was among the most senior members on the floor and probably the whole building.

She showed me some emails and other things. We never told anyone what we did here, and it was good that most people just thought it was a government-run bank for the military; if anyone knew what we actually did, they would storm the castle.

"Shit," I said as I sat down.

"Yeah," Diane said.

"Charles," I shook my head.

I saw the old man cleaning up some bins and smiling at people.

"You know he is just forgetting what he is saying and who he is talking to," I said, trying to make a case for him.

"We can't have him talking to people," Diane said. "You know that."

"I do," I responded. "Let me do it."

Having what was known around the office as 'the talk' with Charles wasn't easy. He was the one that showed me around and taught me everything.

He nodded when he entered the conference room and saw the paperwork on the table.

"It's okay," Charles kept repeating as he signed the papers.

I did talk Diane into asking for an early pension for him, and she got it approved. So that was a plus, but everybody was down as they watched him leave. Charles was a good guy.

"I bet they hate me," Diane said.

"Hate is a strong word," I replied. "But they do understand, we handle things well, and everyone knows it was the right call."

"You sure he won't talk?" Diane asked.

"If he does, he loses his pension and everything else he earned. That NDA is airtight," I said. "If he does, we have full say that he has never worked here. Besides he will move to Florida and retire, all those people down there have wild fish tale stories, no one is going to believe him."

"Thanks Damien," Diane said.

"We are getting together after work, you should come along, lighten things up around here," I said.

"Are you sure the boss is allowed?" Diane smiled.

"Only one rule, no talking about work, and leave all work titles behind," I smiled back.

"Okay," Diane nodded.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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The night went well; the drinks flowed, and the talk got raunchy fast, but to our surprise, Diane was all in; she seemed like one of us.

"That was good," Diane smiled as I helped her walk to her Uber.

She had more to drink than many of us, and I could tell there was a reason for it, but Diane kept her mouth shut.

"See you in the morning," Diane said as she got in the car.

I walked back to the others, and they were smiling.

"What?" I asked.

"Our boss was hitting on you," Casey smiled.

"Get the fuck out of here, you are drunk!" I said as we walked to our vehicles.

"No," Lionel said. "She was definitely flirting with you."

"Definitely, she wants some of that black meat!" Kenny laughed.

"She had too much to drink, that's all," I shrugged as I opened the driver-side door. "Plus, she's married."

"A wedding ring is nothing but hand jewelry," Kenny smiled at me. "Face it your boss has the hots for you."

I shrugged them off and got into my car.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Sorry about last night," I tried to explain to Diane the following day.

"I had fun," Diane smiled. "It's been a while since I could let my hair down and have some fun!"

"Ah, good," I sighed. "I thought their talking got out of hand."

"I am forty-two, and married," Diane stared at me. "I am not dead, and I am certainly not a prude."

"That's good to know," I admitted.

"Just because Howie and I are not seeing eye to eye at the moment. That doesn't make me not appreciate some sexual banter," Diane said, shuffling some papers.

"Howie?" I asked.

"Howard, my husband," Diane said. "Well, soon to be ex-husband."

"Oh," I paused. "Sorry to hear that."

"Nothing to be sorry about," Diane smiled. "It happens, we are just growing apart, that's all."

"Oh, well, I guess that's better than any other bad reason," I tried to lighten the mood.

"No, oh, no," Diane said. "No cheating or any bad blood, or anything like that, just the opposite," she smiled. "I still love him in the traditional sense, but we can't agree to anything anymore, literally anything."

"Maybe counselling?" I asked.

"Tried and failed," Diane said. "Romantic getaway, time apart, all the usual things, and we end up arguing and saying things we shouldn't. He still wants to try, and I am tired of hitting my head against the wall."

"Ah," I said, feeling a bit lost.

"Change of subject," Diane said as she turned her monitor.

I looked over the reports and contract. "We did it," I smiled.

"Ahead of schedule, also," Diane said. "I was thinking since it's past the sixth month mark that we should throw a small party, just for our floor, this Friday."

"That sounds like a good idea," I responded. "I will inform the others."

"Thanks," Diane said.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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It took a few days to organize the small office party. I kept the number of employees down as some were new hires and didn't need to be there, so I scheduled it for the casual Friday.

"This is nice," Diane said as she exited her office.

"Yeah," I noted as she looked around.

The music was light and not too heavy, and everyone ate some of the finger food I ordered. It was nice seeing everyone relaxing for a change.

"You did well," Diane smiled as she walked around.

"Everybody likes the cake," I looked at the large cake that was disappearing by the minute.

"Baked it myself," Diane responded proudly.

"Might have to try a piece," I smiled.

After
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