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Amrah is a sight to see every morning. I love seeing her smile and her long brown hair. Sure, she is way out of my league in the sense that she is beautiful, but I get to work with her every day.

"Steven!" my boss yells.

'Fat idiot!' I thought as I turned to look at Kyle, my manager.

"Did you clean the booth?" Kyle asks.

"No, I am standing here with a mop and bucket for my health!" I yell back.

I look over at Amrah, and she starts to giggle.

'There is that smile again,' I think.

"Fuck you!" Kyle mutters as he turns back to Amrah.

Amrah is one of the new interns at our radio station. It's a small-town station. We don't have vast followers, but the numbers have steadily risen.

Amrah had her time slot: late afternoon until the first morning jockey came on.

I usually left before she finished, but I always listened to the music she played on my radio as I drove home.

"Have a good one," Amrah waved as I left.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~  ~ ~ ~ 
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"Dude, just tell the bitch how you feel," Dwayne said as we were smoking on the deck outside his trailer.

"Fuck no," I replied, taking a toke. Dwayne always got the good stuff, not that dry crap everyone got at the weed stop down by Walmart.

Dwayne never gave up his dealer, as he knew everyone would go there and buy everything. If anyone wanted anything, they had to go through Dwayne.

"So, what?" Dwayne looked at me. "You just going to jerk off to her all the time, and not know if you stood a chance?"

"No!" I said, defending myself. "I have a plan."

"What plan? Stare at her and hope she stares back, and you fall in love immediately?" Dwayne joked. "This isn't the hallmark channel, it's real life. If you want her you have to tell her how you feel. Bitches love that shit!"

"Bitches?" I shook my head. "And you wonder why you have the largest collection of male toys in the whole town."

"It's easier than trying to fall for a bitch. I don't have to buy shit for them or talk about their feelings or take them out; if I ever get that stupid love feeling, I get myself off and poof like magic, it is gone," Dwayne smiled.

He toked on the blunt. He let out a puff of smoke and handed it back to me.

"Any single person would tell you the same: anytime that feeling comes up where they want or need someone, they just rub one out, and it goes away."

That was a lie. I had jerked off to Amrah for a long time, and I still had the same feelings; it didn't go away.

"Listen," Dwayne grabbed my shoulders and stared at me. "If you want her to notice you, and even think about you, you are going to have to tell her."

I thought about what Dwayne had said as I walked to my trailer. It was the only thing I owned. I still biked everywhere, and my dead-beat father left me this trailer after he was found dead just outside the door.

Drug overdose, my mother had never been in the picture. As my father said, one day, this blonde bitch came up to the door, dropped baby me at the door, and told him I was his child. Blood tests proved that I was, so he was stuck with me.

I listened to the last of Amrah's set and then fell asleep.

~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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"You were good last night," Kyle said as we met for our daily meeting.

"Yeah," I added.

"It was okay," Amrah responded.

"No, it was good; our late-night numbers have been going up steadily since you came aboard," Kyle said.

"So does that mean I am no longer an intern?" Amrah asked.

We turned to Kyle and Matthew, who owned the station.

"Sure," Matthew stated. "We will get you the paperwork and make it official."

"Thanks," Amrah smiled.

We shot some ideas about improving the numbers and making money off our sponsors to get better equipment and reach a wider audience.

"We could have a sex talk segment," one of the other hosts said. "Liven things up a bit."

"And get banned?" Matthew answered, shaking his head. "No thanks!"
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