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         Much to my surprise, it hadn’t been all that embarrassing going to work the day after my encounter with Miller in the bar. Or the next day. Or the next. He had acted completely normal, always being his pleasant but professional self. I found myself both relieved and a bit disappointed by that. Relieved because of obvious reasons, disappointed because... I didn’t really know why. It wasn’t as if I had expected some kind of relationship to bud or anything. But he had fucked me - with his fingers, true, but it was a fuck by definition – in a crowded bar, with unknowing colleagues mere yards away. And it seemed somewhat appropriate to not at least acknowledge the intimacy that had passed between us.

         Then again, I’ve had enough one night stands to know that you do the deed, you leave, and that’s that. But when a man whose divine fingers (well three of them at least) have entered your vagina greets you with a formal “Good morning Ms Parker, how do you do?” four days in a row one tends to find it unnerving. So much that on the day of the first preview, the fifth day after the incident, I was seriously considering making booty calls to every single one-nighter, ex and experimental college roommate I ever had just to get it out of my system. Get him out of my system. In the end, I decided against it. I would be way too busy all day, the whole evening through and well into the night anyway. Preview night is not the night for sexy escapades. It’s a night for dressing up in my best secretarial look – grey pencil skirt and geeky glasses included – and go pro. So I did.

          
   

         It happened not even fifteen minutes before the show was supposed to start. The bell had just rung for the first time, and people were beginning to take their seats. I was busy managing the complete cockups of the bar staff - they couldn’t even slice lemons properly! That’s when I heard five heavy thuds and something that sounded like a mix between a grizzly bear roaring and a teenage girl shrieking at a One Direction gig. Not a pleasant sound. And most definitely not a pleasant sight when I made my way over to the stairs and found the co-writer of the whole damn score flat on the floor clutching his left hand, face all scrunched up in agony. I got down next to him and tried to help him up. Seconds later a pair of shiny black shoes appeared next to me and a voice boomed from above my head.

         “Oh shit.”

         Miller. Of course it was Miller. He had left the VIPs mingling in the lobby and rushed over to check up on his friend. He got down next to me with a worried look on his face.
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