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With thanks to my Dear Lord Jesus and his Blessed Mother Mary whose strength, guidance, and her Holy Rosary, are my anchor in this troubled world, I dedicate this book to my husband, Domenick, whose love, patience and kindness over 48 years kept my dreams and view of the romantic alive and vibrant.

It is not the power of the river,

or its momentum

that cuts through the rock,

but its persistence.
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CHAPTER ONE
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"I guarantee you, that within ten years I'll be our department's president!" David's tone brooked no argument.

"I'm sure the score of hopefuls in line ahead of you, would beg to differ," his friend and co-worker remarked. Age had mellowed his deep baritone.

The elevator door opened on the fifth floor housing the cafeteria, and Debbie entered. Chin-length mousy brown hair framed her cheeks as she bent her head and raised her wrist to read the time on her watch. She was unaware that a smidgen of ketchup hung to the corner of her mouth. She'd lost track of time and gone over her 45 minutes allotted for lunch. No time to clean up in the rest room, only a quick swipe of her napkin across her lips and a hurried run to the elevators to return to the tenth floor and her cubicle and computer.

David's voice from behind froze her into place. "Ben, I assure you those hopefuls won't stand a chance. I have them beat by education, seniority, presence and a well-kept list of any and all their mistakes, no matter how small or pardonable."

Ben raised an eyebrow. "No Mercy, no quarter given," he said without surprise. "You'll mow down anyone who gets in your way."

"Anyone?" Debbie asked.

Both men started, becoming aware of her.

"No matter who you hurt?" she asked.

David's ego demanded he answer, without noticing who was asking, except for the female voice. "Yes," he replied, "no matter whose or how many toes I'll need to step on."

He waited for a rebuttal, or an argument, but none came. The silence made him look at the speaker. She looked familiar, but he wasn't certain from where. Not surprising. She wasn't much to look at. No one he'd want to remember. Except perhaps for her eyes. Mousy brown like her hair. He felt the urge to laugh. Those nondescript eyes were gazing at him with compassion. He was tempted to ask who she was, but the elevator came to a halt and the doors to the tenth floor opened. She hurried out.

"Hey," Ben nudged him. "We getting out?"

"Yes ... yes, of course," David said, stepping off the elevator. It was their floor as well. "Silly female," he muttered. "Who is she, do you know?"

Ben shook his head. "No idea. But the tenth floor is your department. You're the manager. I did notice she headed in the direction of the typing pool."

"You still call it that?" David asked.

"Old habits die hard," Ben said.

"No wonder you're still Assistant Manager," David's tone held no contempt, rather familiarity. Ben Adison was not an achiever. He liked his job, it paid well, and he was content. He was a conscientious worker. And most important, trustworthy. The man wasn't afraid to speak his mind, but he never condemned or judged. He'd originally been a Psychologist, but midway in his career, left the practice, choosing randomly to work as a Bank Manager's Assistant. Ben hoped to retire in a few years. He'd miss him, David thought. And there were very few people he knew, if any, who warranted that feeling. Especially when he would need to choose a new assistant.

David chuckled at a ridiculous thought that crossed his mind. Maybe he ought to choose that silly imp with the compassionate gaze.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Debbie hurried into her cubicle and sat down in front of her computer. In her grandmother's time, her position as a data entry clerk was classified as typist, in a typing pool consisting of a group of women, sitting in rows of narrow metal or wood desks. Each desk supported a heavy IBM electric or the updated selectric typewriter with a rotating and pivoting typeball, the golf ball, as it was informally called, that had replaced the typebars which swung up to strike the ribbon. The narrow desks usually contained two drawers on one side, the larger top drawer with file slots for typing paper, office forms, etc., and the smaller bottom drawer for the typist's purse and a book to read on a slow workday when the manager wasn't afoot.

The Typing Pools, nothing like the present day's six-foot metal-framed acrylic paneled cubicles, housing a long curved desk, computer and printer, company phone, and shelf and file unit. Nothing like, Debbie thought gratefully, from behind which she could see David and Ben entering the large office, but not be seen herself unless they walked right up to her cubicle and looked over the partition.

Still reeling from her inability to remain silent at David's selfish remarks, the last thing she wanted was for him to recognize that she was one of the employees under his management. She slid her swivel chair quietly to the side to bend low, open a file drawer and pretend to search through file jackets. She breathed a sigh of relief as both men walked past her workstation toward the back of the room and their offices.

Closing the drawer and straightening, Debbie wondered from where she'd found the audacious courage to question David's morals? She was fairly certain that he had no memory of meeting her face to face three years ago when Ben had introduced her as a new employee. A cursory glance, a quick stereotyped welcome, before his phone had rung and he'd turned away to become immersed in a conversation with another department head, the newbie quickly forgotten, as Ben escorted her out of the office and to her new work station.

Although David was the manager of the department, Ben handled most of the personnel matters. She grimaced at the thought that Ben must have recognized her. "Lord," she implored, "I hope he doesn't tell him who I am."

To hear David make such mean-spirited remarks had shocked her. Especially coming from someone as well educated and diligent in his management of their department.

"I have them beat by education, seniority, intellect and presence," he'd boasted. All true, Debbie had to admit. Tall, well-built, wavy light brown hair cut close to his ears, and discriminating, expressive dark brown eyes, that perfectly matched his casual, intoxicating air of confidence, there wasn't a girl in the department who didn't find him beguiling, including her. He was unmarried and lived alone in a classy uptown apartment. It was rumored during work breaks in the women's lounge that he'd gone through a few relationships, but opted out before the subject of marriage arose.

Dorian Gray? The infamous name crossed her mind. "No, not yet," she murmured under her breath. But it wouldn't be long, if he continued on his present path. She wondered about his background. His parents and his childhood. His religious beliefs, did he have any?

Her workbasket was empty at the moment, the afternoon workload not delivered as yet. On impulse, she switched on her computer and opened her browser to the Bank's Staff page. His name was listed one below the Executive Directory.

Debbie had one advantage over the other workers in her department. Along with preparing and filling out forms for prospective customers, her job included updating and maintaining personnel files. She had security clearance with non-executive personnel. His personnel file was accessible to her, as he was not classified as Executive.

"I'm not spying on him, or attempting to secure private information for personal gain," she debated, feeling a tug of wrongdoing, as she scanned his personnel file. "But there must be something I can learn about him, about his past, and the reasons behind his uncaring attitude toward anyone standing in the way of achieving his personal goals. Something I can say to him that he can relate to. Some remark that will strike a chord and gentle his heart. Stop him from destroying what inherent good there is in him."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER THREE
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Although Ben had shown no surprise upon hearing David's abusive resolve, he was not unaffected by it. In fact, he was seriously appalled and afraid for him. In the years they had worked together, Ben had come to admire the young man's intelligence and competent handling of the department's management. David was conscientious to a T and never shirked his duties. David's skill and responsible handling of the bank's loan transactions, both for the borrower and the lender, would eventually garner him promotions that would lead to the Branch's Presidency. The man had yet to approve a loan that was not paid back promptly, or a bank investment that did not result in profit to both borrower and lender. Had David come across a stumbling block to his goals for advancement? 

The only impediment or obstacle that Ben could think of was the Departmental President's option to make promotional choices. Like Ben himself, Luke Bradford, the current Executive President, was set to retire shortly. His eldest son, Jeffrey, worked in Claims and Discrepancies. He was also a skilled and responsible employee in line for promotion. Ben wondered, was Jeffrey the obstacle that David meant when he made that dire pronouncement in the elevator.

He smiled recalling Debbie's remark. He knew who she was, despite denying knowing her to David. Deborah Rillson was a sweet good-natured young woman, who for all her shy reserve, and timid appearance, had found the courage to admonish David. It took a lot to unnerve David, but though Debbie hadn't realized it, evidenced by the way she'd hurried off the elevator, she had shocked David to the point he'd forgotten he was on the tenth floor, his floor as well.

David had called her a silly female. Silly, perhaps, Ben mused, like most of the girls in the department who wore that besotted expression whenever David walked past their cubicles, barely aware of their existence. But this girl had principles and courage to express them. And she was kind. He'd noticed often when the coffee and donut cart came through the office during break time, and all but one of the preferred chocolate glazed donuts had been purchased, Debbie would relinquish with a smile that last chocolate glazed donut to a fellow-employee, and choose one less coveted.

Yes, she was a sweet girl, and kind. He recalled especially one day, with his door ajar, and none of the work team aware he observed them. Jacklyn, a tall, beautiful, voluptuous, auburn-haired young employee, voiced a scathing opinion about Debbie, right to her face. Ben winced at her closing remark. "A short, overweight imp," Jacklyn called her.

Debbie, her visage blanching with hurt, started to say something in reprisal, but stopped herself. What she said instead left her abuser speechless. "It's true, Jacklyn. I'm short; definitely need to lose about twenty pounds, and not much to look at. But I'm not ashamed of my looks. I would be ashamed, though, if I were beautiful and enjoyed hurting the


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





