


hours that night to shift the stuff and had had no luck. Now, from just rolling around in bed, he had managed 

to smear it halfway up his leg. Unless it had moved by itself? Christ! Don’t think like that, he scolded himself. 

That was impossible.

Paul walked into work the next day. He didn’t tell anyone about what had happened to him, and was still sum-

moning the courage to phone his doctor. For some reason he found it embarrassing, like a wart on your dick: 

something you can’t throw into casual conversation.

A head appeared at the door of his office. “Good morning, Mr Gray.” it said. The head belonged to Rosemary 

Fletcher, an attractive, if plump, lady who wore ruby lipstick. She was the oldest person in the company by a 

mile and everyone liked her. More of a favourite auntie than a clerk.

“Hey Rose.” Paul said. “You got some coffee for me there?”

“Just coming to see if you’re ready for some.”

“C’mon Rose, I’m always ready for some of that mud you try and pass off as coffee.” he chuckled.

“That kind of talk won’t get you anywhere.” she said, feigning offence. “Anything to print out while I’m 

here?”

“Huh?” Paul said. He had been unconsciously rubbing his leg. The ‘thing’ was beginning to itch a little. “Yeah, 

there’s a letter on here to go off tonight.” Paul said, pressing the button on the front of his computer and 

plucking a disk from the drive. The company resisted a proper internal network for printing and file sharing, 

as the owners were paranoid about viruses – and paranoid about spending money it seemed.

“You look tired - I hope there’s someone keeping you awake at night.” said Rose taking the proffered disk.

“Only thinking about you, Rose.” he said with a mischievous grin.

Rose stuck her tongue out and left. Her heels clicked down the corridor.

- she’s nice -

Paul started at the voice. No one else was in the office but there had been a voice. The phone was in its cradle 

properly - the windows firmly closed. Maybe he had just imagined it.

To be continued...
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