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    To all our many devoted and loyal fans: 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)
 


- - - 


Thanks to Rebekah for the charming what-if's




    


- - - -
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I FELT LIKE A GHOST.

I'd only met him once, but was drawn to him like a moth to flame. 

And didn't know why. 

It was this author I wanted to see, but I didn't know if he wanted to see me.

He left me an autographed book of his, with his number.

But then I lost that book before I could call.

So I found he came to this diner often, a regular. It was where we first met. And it didn't take much to get his schedule from the waitress.

So now – right time and right place – I waited. Haunting this place. 

All dressed up and nowhere else to go... Was I stalking him?

They say differences can attract. And we don't seem to have much in common. While he's struggling, I hit the job-market jackpot. That new job might let me help him. 

If he lets me.

I hope so.

He helped me out once. Maybe we can make a deal. 

Because now I need his help again.
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HE WAS A MYSTERY WRITER. Who was a mystery to me.

We'd met at a diner. One known for its signature pie ala mode.

I was nursing a hangover from the night before, and the results of taking politics too seriously. 

No, of course it was just a private party at home. Wine my neighbor had given me as a gift. So no laws broken.

Just me and one of my girl friends from the typing pool. Of course we had to pay the piper after we finished the last of it. In a deep sleep – called passing out.

We both had work that next day. 

Which didn't go well.

So this pie I was eating when he came in was a remedy. An after-work remedy. To take the remaining edge off that disaster. 

- - - -
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HIS NAME WAS JOHN. Wrote Westerns and Mysteries. Or was it western-mysteries?

He gave me a book of his, a new release. Autographed it and put his phone number in it. 

But by the time I got back to my apartment, it was missing. Fell out of my bag, I guess. Who would pickpocket a book, after all, and leave my  purse in that same bag?

Too bad. He made a lot of sense. Nice smile. Warm hands. Smart.

Not like all these wanna-be hot-shot “rising star” executives around the Corp. 

Yes, the typing pool kept notes on who was grabby, who had “wandering eye problems”, who the actual gentlemen were. 

And while dating between staff wasn't encouraged, we had those notes, too. We gals had to stick together. Single women aren't anything on their own, but as a team we could hold our own.

Until the right promotion came. 

One day my own arrived.

- - - - 
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LARRY WAS ONE OF THE hot-shots, but a nice one. Treated his typists well. Gave them gifts – like the fruit baskets clients brought in. He didn't have any use for these, and figured that his typists would share it with the pool.

He'd even split his bonuses with us, saying that our typing skills and quality of presented work made his job easier. 

Of course, that meant we would almost fight over the chance to do work for him. Exactly his point. 

The ones who did the best work were called for specifically. 

But not the ones with the short hemlines, the ones with the precision typing and the speed for a fast turnaround. Not a lot of white-out to cover the errors.

And the girls who learned how to use these modern computer keyboards with their bulky CRT monitors – that gave them an edge. Especially if they knew how to run a spreadsheet. 

Those early printers were noisy, worse than a room full of typewriters. But those of us who were smart and took our lunches to dig through those manuals on our own time – well, that's how I got that assistant job with him.

I was no-nonsense, fast at turnarounds, and didn't flaunt my chest or legs at him. 

Larry knew his work depended on getting better results faster than any of the other rising-star young executives. 

And I got him what he needed before it was needed. Error-free and neat.

It didn't hurt that I had my great-aunt's looks and talent. Someone answering the phones with a nice voice, and looking like a movie star at the reception desk certainly helped.

I noticed the second-looks from his bosses and the clients.

And the better I did for him, the better he looked to his bosses and clients. So when he got a bonus, now he shared it with just me.

But no, nothing after work. He had a girl of his own and worked to keep his job from interfering with that. 

So I had that hole in my own life, not that I noticed much.
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