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  Chapter 0: Introduction




  





  These sixteen works are my contribution to the growing area of Business and IT Fiction. This includes two recently written stories. They deal with unique and humorous situations such as overzealous hotel staff, pesky ghosts impacting a computer network, the whims of adapting to changing technology, and more. Most of these are from the In Small Doses series with some editing changes. This is the first time that they are all together in one place. Each story takes you on a unique ride through these two worlds. I hope that you find them enjoyable and entertaining.




  HG




  




  Chapter 1: Severity 1 Bride (From In Small Doses #3)




  [This story is based on amusing premise that I decided to explore. It is another example of the untapped area of IT fiction.]




   




  I was floored by Tommy's good looks the first time that my eyes gazed at his. It happened at Lesher's Mostly Alcoholic Emporium at the Corner of 2nd and Martin. The bar was in full swing as “Don't Mind the Mad Woman” was on fire in the middle of a thirty-two minute jam. Tommy was alone and just nodding his head in time with the music. Need to do a recon before I dive in to make my move. So I wander over to my waitress acquaintance and friend Mandy asking about him. She nodded, "Oh that's Tommy Joyner. Yup he is a looker. But I would stay away because he is already taken." I was curious. "What's the lucky lady like?" Mandy smiled and responded. "No you are wrong. It isn't a woman. It's his job." Puzzled, I inquired further. "I don't understand. Why is his work that's so demanding?" Mandy laughed, "He is in IT. Information Technology. Computers. That's his regular job. Sadly for the women of the world, he is on call at all hours of the night and day rushing in to fix this and that broken technical thing. The poor guy doesn't have enough time for himself. Never mind time for a relationship. Gotta go."




  I was still intrigued and undaunted. I walked over and said “Hello.” I looked into his eyes and saw extreme fatigue and a bloodshot-covered gaze. I decided to try something different. "You seem tired and look happy just enjoying the music. I hope you don't mind me listening to it next to you." He said no and seemed relieved that he didn't have to make much conversation. Somewhere in the next few minutes, I looked sideways to see him scrutinizing me from top to bottom. I don't know if I liked that gaze. He wasn't mentally undressing me. Instead, he was analyzing me. Like I was some sort of computer problem. After some moments of serious reflection, he seemed to "solve" my presence by accepting me. This meant saying nothing, nodding his head to the music, and not moving away from me. Then he started talking, "It is just nice sitting here and listening to this great band. I like that you aren't asking much of me tonight. I have no energy to impress anyone. It's been work pretty much non-stop and I just need a small breather before the next battle. I come down here to decompress when I escape momentarily from the 'zoo'." I smiled and silently nodded. I didn't want to look stupid in front of this guy so I did the safe thing. Seconds later, I found my resolve and spoke. "I come here sometimes. I went to high school with Mandy, a waitress here and sometimes we chat. But mostly I come here to be with people. Even if I still feel alone." Damn it girl! That's too self-revealing. Since my job required moving to a new city where I knew only Mandy and a few others, I always was having a nagging feeling of being an outsider. But he nodded as if he found this acceptable. This was after 90 minutes standing next to him. The band went on break and the crowd had started to thin out. He gave me an apologetic look and quietly said," I'm sorry that I have been a perfect dunce and not asked your name. I told him it was Harbor. He was taken back. "Wow. That is unusual. What were your parents thinking?" I gave him the account that I have told other guys. How my parents had been in Harbortown during some romantic weekend and that they wanted a memory of that time. He looked at me again and grinned. "Harbor is a good name for you. But I rather call you Sienna instead. That's what you look like to me. Is that OK?" I gave a short nod. No guy ever wanted to call me something different. Maybe we were connecting. Just then there was a power outage and the emergency lights failed to kick in. Tommy grabbed my arm and said with some authority, "I'll get you out of here.” And he was a man of his word. He pulled out a flashlight and got me outside without incident. He laughed, "I guess it was convenient that I forgot to remove my flashlight from work. I always need an extra light to see some sort of problem." And then he turned and kissed me. Wow. The guy was a great kisser. After lingering pleasantly on my lips for what seem to be an eternity, we departed. But not before we got each other's contact information. Courtesy of his flashlight.




  Well after that offbeat introduction, things were in a holding pattern for a while. Tommy sent me notes but was kept extremely busy by a major production outage. Thus, it was actually two months later until we met again. This time it was at a proper restaurant. So technically, it was our first date. We just talked and he was much more forthcoming. He started to unload and tell me all about his job and why it was so demanding. Apparently, the company was using new technology -- bleeding edge as he called it, which meant faster data communications. Except it did not seem ready for prime-time use. This was done replacing the previous unreliable network. So, he was always being called in to keep things running. The bailing wire infrastructure he lovingly called it.




  Then he asked me about my work and told him that I was a statistician for the government. We then walked over to a local park and sat on a shaded bench. He held my hand as we talked. And just when he was getting ready for our second kiss, his phone went off. And just like that, he left again to go fight the demands of some new technical fire.




  Somewhere along the way, I asked him if he enjoyed his job and why he stayed put. After all, he was working some very long hours. He told me that the pay was fantastic. And learning this new technology will give him the opportunity to move anywhere. That's Tommy for you. He always had a plan and was constantly thinking ahead.




  And for two years that how it went. We had many meeting delays and curtailed dates. Still, I was not discouraged. And neither was he. Then on what was technically our tenth meeting, he asked me to marry him. Happily, I said yes. The tricky part was when to wed since he could be called away at any time. Because of these circumstances, we decided to keep the wedding small to just us and only our immediate families.




  We were going to attempt to marry during Thanksgiving. However, on that day, there was an outage so bad that I saw my beloved only three days later. We tried two other times. Finally, we arranged for twenty minutes that Tom's work would leave him alone with one exception. The only reason that Tommy would be called was if it was a production outage so bad that all hands were required on deck. We had everyone together and the minister got to the point asking if anyone objected to the two of us being married. Right on cue, Tommy's phone began to ring non-stop. I seized the phone, looked him straight in the eye, and said, "What's it going to be, Tommy? Finishing up this ceremony and you can claim later that your phone stopped working. Or working non-stop at a job where they take you for granted?" He glumly looked at me, grabbed the phone back, and said, "My job comes first Sienna." Mandy was right. Another wife had a solid hold on him. I was devastated. I thought he understood how important that we were together.




  That should have been the end of the story as he ran rapidly out the ceremony and left me sobbing hysterically. But a few minutes later, he called on my video communications device saying that he had made a colossal mistake. Then he asked if we can still be married over the video. The minister assented. And just like that, ten minutes later we were married. The outage was real bad and they had to replace pretty much the switches and routers in the data center. But by doing so, the network stabilized for a long time and I got to see my husband more than when we were dating. Along the way, I also met some great people in the neighborhood and became good friends with Tom's sister. I told her the story of our "romance." She wrote it up as a book and it was a top hundred best seller. She gave 40% of the sales to me since it is my story. Then she told me they were going to make it into a movie. Imagine that, my love story captured in film!




  Maybe they could do a sequel where the bride and groom heroically try to find rare moments together in a time-starved world. Even though they live in the same city, they often resort to video communications. At the end, love still wins out over the job. At least it does most times. The story sounds less romantically oriented and more of a sci-fi story. Maybe they can sell it to Sports Galactic Channel. I think Tommy said it best. "My life is a perfect imbalance between work and a personal life. At work, there will always be some bleeding edge technology that will need my attention. If you accept that, we will get along fine. But if you ask for more of me than I can give, you'll be back at the bars alone on Thursday nights." I accepted that and we have gotten along more than fine ever since.




   




  




  
Chapter 2: The Stale Hotel (New!)





  [This was based on the experiences of staying at a hotel where the intention for good customer service was desired but the execution was just average.]




  





  Whenever staying in Columbus, there was only one hotel to book downtown. That was the Medford. My personal nickname for the place was the Hotel Mediocre. Everything was passable but not excellent. And while staff tried very hard, they never exceeded expectations.




  Things had changed since last that I was there. Now when checking in, there are huge screens everywhere with the Hotel’s Customer Satisfaction score. Currently it was 9.87. Under this number are the words, “We want you to rate us a perfect ten!”




  In the past, you had the run of the place throughout your stay. But this time it was different. Everywhere I went there was a young, overeager woman following me around. She would say at each encounter “Good Day” and asked how she could help. I called her Susie. This youthful demon would not leave me alone. When I opened the door in the morning, she was there smiling and asking cheerfully if I needed her assistance. When I visited the hotel restaurant for a meal, she was present, faithfully waiting for me. She had no idea of what the concepts of privacy and personal space meant. All she wanted was her darn “perfect ten” rating. And with each fleeting moment, the possibility of that happening was drifting further away. This hellish fiend of the service industry was waiting always somewhere in the shadows, ready to be unleashed on the unsuspecting customer. This woman seemed so unworldly to me. She became an object of avoidance. The days during my stay passed by painfully slow because of this creature. At last it became time to check out. There was Susie waiting and anticipating gleefully a perfect rating. She was siting as always each morning near my room door. She escorted me with her usual charm to the front desk. The desk clerk asked how things were. I lied and said it was perfect. Susie was visibly thrilled with this. They asked what number I would rate them. I countered with my own brand of cheer and said. “I’m a writer. You will have to read my next story to find out. I turned and left very pleased with myself, avoiding the dropped jaws and disappointment.




  And so I started to write this story. But somehow Susie snuck into my apartment. What is she trying to make me do? No! Please stop! Okay, I get it. I’ll do anything. Just get out of my life forever!”




  Meantime, back at the far from stately Medford Hotel in Columbus, the Customer Satisfaction score on the huge screens was now saying 9.88. Susie was saying to herself, “Excellent. Another happy customer giving me a ‘perfect ten’ rating. Whether they wanted to or not.”




  




  
Chapter 3: Layer 20 (From In Small Doses #1)





  [In a way, this is the oldest story in the collection. It was supposed to be part of a book of four related tales about IT. Only one of these stories was written but never published – The Act. This particular story was thought about but never written down. It went through several mental iterations. One version of this story was presented through a series of notes in a support case. The case was supplemented by what the Support Engineer and the Customer was thinking. The present version is closer to the original idea with the exception of ending. (In the original, the real cause of the outages was never revealed.) It also provides a retrospective look at IT with its swagger, unfortunate male dominance, and inability to relate to the business it supported. (A last minute addition was made of including the side plot of Glen and Gwen’s courtship. It provides a nice counter balance to the computer problem.)]




  





  Week 1




  I awoke with a wide smile on my face because it is Happy, Happy Friday. And that means taking things easy, having a long lunch with the guys, and heading home early. Then once I’m home, the fun begins. I walk over to the local bar, take advantage of “happy hour” prices, and unwind with the continuous downing of cold ales while watching some meaningless sports game on the TV. Life does not get any better than that.
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