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​Chapter 1
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Claire got up from her seat and looked down her nose at Rae. “Miss Crompton, if you have any questions, now is your last chance,” Claire said. 

“I am sure I will manage, thank you,” Rae said. 

“Miss Crompton, if you need anything while I am on maternity leave, all you need to do is give me a call.” 

“I will try not to worry you unnecessarily.” 

Claire rubbed her protruding stomach and yawned. “I am going to do my rounds and say goodbye to the staff.” Rae smiled and nodded. “You can be off, Miss Crompton. We have wrapped up for the day.” 

“I am going to do the last of the filing while you go and say your farewells.” 

Claire walked out of the office, and Rae stood and sorted the filing in to the sorter. She looked at her watch. It was home time. Claire walked back in to the office. She smiled as she popped her head into Phillip’s office. “I am off, Mister Meyer. I have shown Miss Crompton what to do. She has my number if she needs anything.” 

“Thank you, Claire,” Mister Meyer said. 

“And of course I have shown her how the system works. And the way we work. I have told her not to change anything.” Rae closed her eyes. Claire liked to make it sound as if Rae was stupid and didn’t know anything. “Now, if Miss Crompton needs to know anything, she will give me a call.” 

“Thank you, Claire,” Phillip said. Rae smiled, picked up her handbag and locked the cabinets. She took the keys and put them in her handbag. 

“Now don’t go losing those keys,” Claire said, and Rae stifled a groan. 

“Goodnight, Mister Meyer,” Rae said. 

“Goodnight, Miss Crompton. See you on Monday,” Phillip said.

“Good night, Miss Crompton,” Claire said. 

“Night, Claire,” Rae said and walked down the passage. She walked out of the door. Rae walked over to the mall, climbed in to her car and drove straight home. 
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Rae hopped in to the shower and walked about with her towel wrapped around her body. She sat in the kitchen and had her supper and had a quick cup of coffee before walking to her bedroom. Rae put on her pantyhose and slipped into her underwear. She put on her black leather mini and wore her waistcoat over a white blouse. When she let her hair down, it fell right to her waist. She combed it out and put her huge clip at the nape of her neck. There was no rush as she sat and applied her makeup and put in her contact lenses. She looked at herself in the mirror. Rae stood up and slipped into her black stilettoes. She picked up her bag and walked out of the house and drove to the pub where she always met her friends.

Rae walked in to the pub. She looked around to see if her friends had already arrived. Phillip looked up and stared at the beautiful young woman who had just walked through the door. He couldn’t take his eyes off her. Peter looked up and turned. “Oh, she is probably here to meet her friends. She is here every Friday evening.” 

“Is she always on her own?” Phillip asked. 

“Always. She seems to meet up with two or three other couples. But I have never seen her with anyone,” Peter said. 

“Quite a looker, isn’t she?” Phillip said, and Peter nodded and looked at him. 

Mary walked in and looked for Peter. He waved, and she walked over and smiled. “Hey, sweetheart,” Peter said. Phillip smiled as Mary sat down with them. He looked over at Rae, looked her up and down and admired her. She had such a beautiful figure. Everything about her was perfect. He loved her hair. 

Mary cleared her throat. “I don’t think that is marriage material, Phillip,” Mary said. 

“And why do you say that?” Phillip asked.

“I don’t know. She just looks too—” 

Phillip looked at Mary. “What are you saying?” Phillip asked as he looked over as Rae took a call on her cell phone. Rae turned and left. “Where did she go?” 

“Probably has an appointment somewhere else,” Mary said. 

“Mary, you have the wrong end of the stick. That is the woman who always meets up with those other couples,” Peter said.

“Oh?” Mary asked, and Peter nodded. Phillip looked through the window. Rae was standing at her car, talking on her cell phone. 

“That is strange. She is still there. On the cell phone,” Phillip said as he watched, and a car drove up to her and parked. The couple walked over to Rae. She cut her call and stood chatting to them. They waved as she hopped into her car and left. 

The couple walked in to the pub. “Happens every single time. And she always says yes. So unfair. Friday night is the only night she goes out to socialise. What about her brother or her sister? Why can’t they go and help for a change?” Brenda asked. 

“Because she is too nice. That is why,” Dennis said. Brenda and Dennis walked in and walked up to another couple. “Raeleen won’t be joining us tonight. The old age home phoned. So she is rushing off to see her gran,” Dennis said. 

Brenda shook her head. “Every time something goes wrong, they phone her. And always on a Friday night. That isn’t right, you know,” Brenda said. 

“That is what I was saying to Walter,” Helen said. 

“Poor kid,” Brenda said.

Phillip listened to the couples as they spoke. So the woman’s name was Raeleen. And she was on her way to the old age home to go and see her gran. Phillip smiled to himself. He looked at Mary. “You might be misjudging her character. What I can make out is that a Friday night is the only night that she goes out with her friends. And she has just gone over to her gran at the old age home,” Phillip said.

“She just looks so— I don’t know. Like she has a flock of men followers,” Mary said. 

“What makes you think and say that?” Phillip asked. 

“Well, she is beautiful. She has a gorgeous figure. And she dresses kind of—” Mary said.

“Sexy?” Phillip asked, and Mary smiled and nodded. 

“I don’t see anything wrong with what you are wearing,” Peter said.

“Peter, I had to dash home and change. I was in such a rush. Tonight is the first time in a long time that we have gone out in the evening,” Mary said. 

“My fault that. I had a grotty day. My secretary went on maternity leave today. And I am stuck with a temp,” Phillip said.

“So you are going to miss your secretary then?” Mary asked.

“Just something about the temp. She is so prim and proper. She has her hair in a tight bun at the nape of her neck, and she wears glasses,” Phillip said. 

“And what is wrong with that?” Mary asked.

“Not my scene. Looking at someone with thick glasses. Even though they are very elegant,” Phillip said. 

“That isn’t very nice, Phillip,” Mary said.

“Well. I hope she knows what she is doing. Claire, my secretary, seems to think that she doesn’t know much. The way she was speaking when she left,” Phillip said. 

“Of course she will make it sound like that. She feels superior to the new woman,” Mary said. 

“I hope she manages. It doesn’t sound too promising. Judging by Claire’s comments,” Phillip said, and they all got up to leave. “Thanks for joining me, Peter. Mary.” 

“And where are you off to?” Peter asked.

“Going to pop by the folks and then head home,” Phillip said. 

“Don’t work too hard this weekend,” Peter said.

“Tons to do,” Phillip said, and Mary chuckled as Phillip left. He climbed in to his van and started driving home. He slowed down and looked at the car on the side of the road. He looked at the woman as she put everything in the boot. She carefully bent over and checked her tyre. She wiped her hands on a rag and hopped back in the car after changing her tyre. He watched her in his rearview mirror. She started her car and pulled onto the road.

Phillip kept on looking in his rearview mirror. He watched as she took the next road, and he drove to his parents’ house. He parked the van and walked in to the house. Carol smiled as he walked in to the house. “Gosh, what a nice surprise,” Carol said.

“So where are the kids then?” Phillip asked.

“Regan has gone out with his friends. And Alice is out with her friends,” Carol said.

“Always out in the evenings,” Phillip said.

“Well, they are youngsters. I guess that is the in thing,” Carol said, and Phillip nodded and smiled. He sat in the lounge. He frowned and looked at the coffee table. “Something worrying you, Phillip?” 

“You know. I went to the pub straight after work. Which I never do. I met Peter, and then Mary came over a while ago,” Phillip said. 

Ed walked in and joined them. “Hey, son.” 

“Hi, Dad.” 

“And?” Carol asked, and Ed sat down in his chair. 

“Mom, I saw this exquisite woman. A stunning figure. Beautiful. She was there to meet with her friends. On her own. Mary made a strange comment. Kind of bitchy. The woman was wearing a mini. But she looked so elegant. And she has this jet-black hair which hangs right to her waist. Beautiful. I just felt the comments that Mary was making were a bit on the bitchy side. As if she were jealous,” Phillip said. 

“And who is the young lady?” Ed asked. 

“I don’t know. Her friends called her Raeleen. She came in on her own and then took a call on her cell phone. She went to her car and waited for her friends. So that she could tell them that she would not be joining them for the evening. I was eavesdropping. The one woman said it wasn’t fair. That she only goes out on a Friday evening. And that she was the only one that the old age home called when they needed somebody. She had to go and see her gran,” Phillip said. 

“She sounds very responsible,” Carol said. 

“When I left, I saw her car pulled over on the side of the road. I am sure she changed her tyre. She was putting everything in her boot. And then she wiped her hands on a cloth and climbed into the car and drove off in the opposite direction,” Phillip said.

“Well, this young lady sure got your fancy,” Carol said. 

“Mom, she is beautiful.” 

“So why did you go to the pub straight after work?” Ed asked. 

“Claire, my secretary, went on maternity leave today,” Phillip said. 

“And that was the reason you went to the pub?” Ed asked. 

“No. I had a rough day today. I heard Claire giving instructions to the new temp. The poor woman didn’t even get a chance to say anything. She has been shadowing Claire for a week,” Phillip said. 

“Why a whole week?” Ed asked. 

“Claire insisted,” Phillip said. 

“That woman thinks she is the bee's knees. And she isn’t,” Carol said. 

“I know that. I often find spelling mistakes and errors with her punctuation. I reckon she makes a change on every letter before I sign and it goes out in the mail,” Philip said. 

“And what is the new lady like?” Carol asked. 

“I don’t really know her. We haven’t spoken much. All she has said is good morning and good night,” Phillip said. 

“Because Claire does all the talking,” Carol said. 

“She has jet-black hair. Wears it in a tight bun. And she sports a pair of thick glasses,” Phillip said. 

“Never judge a book by its cover, Phillip. It isn’t fair. How does she dress?” Carol asked. 

“Frumpish.”

“Frumpish?”

“Long-sleeved shirts buttoned up to her neck with a brooch. And normally a long skirt in deep colours. Loose on the hips and straight down to the ankles. With a pair of low-heeled court shoes.”

“Well, you can’t say she isn’t smart,” Carol said. 

“Yes, very smart. But then again, I am not used to the look,” Phillip said. 

“No, you are used to Claire, who wears the most outlandish outfits I have ever seen. Layer upon layer of clothing,” Carol said. 

“The two are so different. I hope Miss Crompton can cope,” Phillip said. 

Carol smiled and looked at Phillip. He kept on looking at the table. “Gosh, Phillip, you are far away.”

“You know. The woman I saw. She is beautiful,” Phillip said. 

“She must have a big heart if she gave up her evening out and went to go and spend it with her gran,” Carol said. 

“And I overheard she has a brother and sister. Why couldn’t they go? She was all dressed up and already at the pub.”

“Life isn’t always fair, Phillip,” Ed said. 

“I have never seen such a beautiful woman in my life,” Phillip said. 

“I can see she has made an impact,” Ed said. 

“I will be going down to the pub every Friday night in future. And no calling me,” Phillip said, and Ed chuckled as he looked at Phillip. 

“But does she always go there?” Ed asked. 

“Peter said so,” Phillip said

“Well, let us know when you finally get to meet her,” Carol said.

“Oh, I will,” Phillip said and stood up to leave. “Right. Have a good evening.” 

”Don’t go home and work,” Ed said.

“What else is there to do?”

“Read a good book,” Ed said.

“Yeah, yeah,” Phillip said and smiled as he walked out of the house.

Carol looked at Ed. “That is the first time I have ever heard him talking about a woman.”

“Carol, he hasn’t even had a girlfriend in his life.”

“I hope he gets to meet her,” she said.

“I hope so. And she does sound lovely,” he said. “Sounds like his secretary isn’t too keen on the new woman.” 

“Claire thinks she is top-notch, but she has a whole lot to learn.”
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Rae drove to the old age home. She walked inside, went to her gran’s bedroom and sat beside the bed. “Gran?”

Martha opened her eyes. “Oh, Raeleen. I didn’t mean to mess up your evening like this.” 

“Not messed up, Gran. The intention is to get out of the house. And I am out, not so?”

“They always phone you.”

“Gran, I pay the fees. Naturally, they call me.” 

“But they shouldn’t.”

“How are you feeling, Gran?” 

“I had a bad turn today. I fell.”

“Gran, where did you fall?” 

“I came around the corner and skidded on the mat and landed on my bottom. The nurse was so cross with the cleaner. She really did grouse. The cleaner soon took the mat away.”

“Well, good. Did you hurt yourself?”

“Just a little. My hip. But then I do have a dodgy hip.”

“Anything else hurting? Any bruises from your fall?”

“No. The nurse checked, and the doctor has already been to see me. They gave me an extra tablet for the pain. It isn’t pain as such. Just a throb.”

“You look tired, Gran.” 

“I am a little. Why don’t you go out, Rae? I am wasting your time.”

“I am going straight home. I saw my friends for a while,” Rae said. 

“Don’t go home.”

“That is where I am going. Straight home. Go and snuggle up to Penelope.”

“Penelope is sucking up all your love,” Martha said.

“But she does keep me warm in the winter.”

“That cat is far too spoilt.”

“You spoilt her, Gran. When you were living with me, she was always on your lap.” 

“She was such a darling when we got her,” Martha said.

“Not such a darling. She loved my pantyhose.”

“Has she grown out of that yet?” 

“A good thing. Yes, she has. But she still loves rubbing herself against my legs when I wear pantyhose.” 

“I miss living with you. But I do love it here,” Martha said.

Rae held her hand. “You do know why I put you here. It wasn’t to get rid of you.”

“No, I know that.” 

“Now you have constant company and medical care around the clock,” Rae said.

“I know, sweetheart. I have met some lovely people here. I have some good friends. And we are kept busy.”

“Oh, I know you are kept busy. A hair appointment once a week. Gran! You look better than me!” 

Martha chortled with laughter. “Yes, they spoil us.” 

Rae chuckled and kissed Martha on the cheek. “Now no running down the passage and slipping on mats.” 

“Bye, sweetheart. Go out for the night.”

“I was out, remember?” Rae smiled as she waved and left.
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Rae drove straight home. She drove her car in to the garage and walked in to the kitchen through the connecting doorway. “Home, Penny.” Rae put her bag on the counter in the kitchen. She smiled as Penelope the cat jumped up onto the counter. She picked her up and held her in her arms. “Gran is fine. She fell, and her hip is niggling. I have been to see her.” She looked at Penelope and kissed her on the head. She put Penelope on the floor. “And now I guess I should change and climb in to bed with our best friends on the telly.” Rae smiled as she poured a cup of coffee. She walked up the stairs, changed in to her pyjamas and hopped straight into bed. She switched on the telly and went straight to sleep.
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It was Monday morning. Rae walked in to her office and unlocked all the drawers and cabinets. She switched on her PC, got up and cleared Phillip’s out tray. She put everything on her desk and sat at her desk. Phillip walked in minutes later. “Good morning, Miss Crompton.” 

“Good morning Mister Meyer. Your coffee is on your desk, and your files for your first meeting are on your desk as well.” 

Phillip nodded as he walked into his office. He smiled and looked at his mug of steaming hot coffee and the rusks. “Thanks for the rusks.” 

“My pleasure,” Rae said.

Phillip sat down and powered up his PC. He checked his diary on the system. He looked at his diary on his desk and made the comparisons. Rae hadn’t missed anything. He opened up his folder and read the contents as he ate his rusks and drank his coffee. He stood up, took his folder and walked out of the office. Rae frowned. Phillip was a man of few words. Or he didn’t like her. She shrugged and got busy with the letters that he wanted to be typed. He wasn’t very thorough. He gave a brief outline of what he would like to say. Rae would have to do the rest.

Rae sat and typed the letters and smiled. She was accustomed to doing her own letters. The wording always flowed from her fingertips. She printed the letters and put them in the blotter. Rae had done quite a few letters and put the blotter in to Phillip’s in-tray. He would be back by lunchtime. Rae dialled the restaurant on the corner and placed her order for two curry and rice meals. One small and one large. She stepped out of the office for five minutes and walked to the restaurant on the corner. She bought her two tubs of curry and rice, which were ready and waiting. Rae walked back to the office. 

“That is the last time you ever do that, young lady!” Phillip said as she walked in to the office.

“Do what?” Rae asked.

“Walk out of this office and leave your desk without anyone knowing where you are,” he said.

“I beg your pardon?”

“I asked where you were, and no one knew,” he said.

“If I could correct you there, Mister Meyer. I informed reception that I was out for a few minutes. And by the way. If I can remind you, I am hourly paid,” she said. She took the tub of curry and rice out of the packet and handed it to him. She handed him a fork and a serviette. “And one till two is my lunch hour.” 

Phillip stared at her. He looked down at the tub of food in his hand. She smiled and walked to her desk, opened her tub of curry and rice and turned with her back to Phillip. She started eating her meal. He looked at his meal. “I’m sorry,” he said.

“Apology accepted,” she said, and he walked to his desk and sat down and opened his tub. He took one mouthful and smiled.

“This curry is divine, Miss Crompton. Thank you.”

“My pleasure Mister Meyer.” 

He finished his meal and put his serviette, the lid and fork in to the tub. Phillip stood up to take it and put it in the bin in the kitchen. Rae walked in and took the tub from him and put it in to her packet. He watched as she knotted the packet and sealed it tightly. She walked down the passage and fetched two cups of coffee. She walked in and put his on his desk. Phillip frowned. “Thank you.” 

“My pleasure.” Rae walked back to her office. She got busy with the reports that Phillip had put in to her in-tray. 

Phillip took his blotter and opened it to the first letter. He read it about three times. He looked up at Donald. “Donald?”

“How are you holding up?” Donald asked.

“Sorry?”

“Without your secretary,” Donald said.

“I am not with you. Miss Crompton is doing a sterling job so far,” Phillip said.

Donald grinned. “Missing her already, I see.” 

Rae strained her ears to listen to the conversation. “Donald, what is it that you are saying?”

“I just thought you and Claire—” 

“Claire and I what?”

“I thought you were having it off with her,” Donald said.

“Get out of my office!” Phillip said, and Donald stared at him. “The woman is happily married and pregnant. For Pete’s sake, what on earth made you think that? Get out, Donald! Get out!” 

Donald walked out and looked at Rae. She was very busy typing a report. Rae typed faster and faster as he watched her. She looked up and stopped typing. “May I help you, Sir?” He shook his head and walked out of her office.

“Fucking stupid punk!” Phillip said, and Rae raised her eyebrows. “Sorry.” 

“Never heard a thing,” Rae said. He smiled as he signed the first letter. There was not a single error. Rae’s grammar was perfect. And she made the letter sound interesting. Even Phillip was drawn in to the detail. Rae’s letters were nothing like Claire’s. He couldn’t compare.

He paged to the next letter and read and smiled. She made the business sound vibrant and exciting. He looked up at Mark. “Mark?” 

“That letter looks good. I do like the way you have honoured my department,” Mark said.

“And how are you doing?”

Mark walked to a chair and sat down for a minute. “I came up here for a breather. Production is running smoothly. My office isn’t,” Mark said.

“Meaning?” 

Mark dragged his fingers through his hair. “My secretary is off sick today.” 

“Well, I am sure she will be just fine tomorrow,” Phillip said.

“How is your new lady panning out?”

“Well. Very well,” Phillip said. 

“I am glad. She is rather sweet,” Mark said.

“She is. I have an apology to make,” Phillip said.

“To her?” 

Phillip nodded. “A big one.” 

“Not missing Claire?”

“Mark, I have a question for you. But you need to be very honest. Just give me the truth.” 

“I can do that,” Mark said, and Rae listened as Phillip spoke.

“Donald came in here and commented. About me having it off with Claire. Where would he get that from? Have you heard anything?” 

“Phillip, Claire has insinuated that the two of you are seeing each other.” Phillip stared at him. “She says things. Odd things. And she makes it sound as if you are having an affair.” 

“Like what exactly?”

“An example. She said you had to work late one night. She said the two of you were here till late. And then that little giggle,” Mark said.

“Mark, do you believe the things she says?”

“No, I don’t. Because I know you.” 

“And the others?”

“The guys that know you know the truth. The guys that don’t know you. Well. She is rather convincing,” Mark said.

“But the woman is happily married. Pregnant. Why on earth would she do that?”

“Because she is like that,” Mark said, and Phillip shook his head.

“For the record, Mark. I do not like blondes. And a peroxide blonde is not my cup of tea.” Mark chuckled. “Talons do not appeal. And not blood red. Good Lord. I hope they get sawn off before the baby arrives.” Mark bellowed with laughter. Rae hid her smile. She wanted to shriek with laughter as she listened. “And I do not mix business with pleasure. I do not sleep around, and I certainly do not take kindly to people who try and insinuate that I do.” 

Mark put his hands up in defence. “Phillip, I know that.”

“Well, I have information for you. And you can start the rumour. Actually, I would like you to start the rumour,” Phillip said.

“And the rumour is?” 

“Mmmm,” Phillip said and steepled his fingers together beneath his chin. “I have met the woman of my dreams. I haven’t met her. But I have seen her. And I am going to do everything that I can to talk to her.” 

“You met the woman of your dreams, but you haven’t spoken to her?” Mark asked and laughed.

“No. She has jet-black hair. The sexiest body in town. And she is beautiful. Beautiful doesn’t even describe her. She has gorgeous legs,” Phillip said.

“They go straight up to her bum?” 

“I wanted to get up and take her straight home,” Phillip said, and Mark laughed. 

“I will spread the word,” Mark said. Phillip saw the movement going past his door. 

“My secretary is doing an exceptional job, Mark. She honestly is,” Phillip said. Mark smiled and nodded. Rae walked in with the tray of coffee and a plate of biscuits. 

“Thank you, Miss Crompton,” Mark said.

“My pleasure Mister Steele,” Rae said and smiled as she walked out of the office. 

“Since when do you get biscuits at tea time?” Mark asked, and Phillip smiled. 

“This would be the first time,” Phillip said.

“Oh, you are far too spoilt,” Mark said, and Phillip smiled. “Claire wouldn’t do this. She would be standing at that door trying to butt in on our conversation.” 

“Please. I need that horrid rumour squashed and ripped to shreds,” Phillip said.

“And you are serious about this new lady?”

“I am. I don’t know how I am going to do it, but I am going to try to talk to her. I couldn’t take my eyes off her,” Phillip said.

“How are you going to do that, Phillip? You never go out in the evenings.” 

“I am going to be at the same place at the same time on Friday. And I hope to get to say something,” Phillip said. 

“Phillip, I have never heard you talk about a woman like this.”

“I am in danger in that department, Mark. I have no experience with women. If I go out to a function, I go on my own. I might need help,” Phillip said.

Mark ate his biscuit and drank his coffee. He got up and took two more biscuits. “These biscuits are tasty. I need to find out what they are.” 

“See you around, Mark. No harassing my secretary for information,” Phillip said, and Mark chuckled as he walked out of the office. 

Mark stopped at Rae’s desk. “These biscuits,” Mark said. Rae nodded and smiled. “Where did you buy them?” 

“Oh. I made them,” Rae said.

“Any chance. Now, I know I am pushing my luck. Any chance I can get the recipe from you? My wife loves baking. But she battles with this kind of thing,” Mark said.

“I will make a copy of the recipe for her and hand it to you,” Rae said.

“Gosh, thanks,” Mark said.

“No problem,” Rae said, and Mark smiled as he walked down the passage.

Phillip continued going through the letters. He nibbled away at the biscuits. They were so tasty. He went through his entire blotter and signed every single letter. He stood up and walked to Rae. She looked up and stopped typing. He put the blotter in her in-tray. “I would like to apologise,” Phillip said.

“What on earth for?” Rae asked.

“My— My behaviour earlier,” he said.

“No harm done. I accept your apology,” she said and smiled.

“Miss Crompton. Book in for lunchtime. You didn’t even take your hour. And you were gone for ten minutes at the most,” he said.

“Gosh no,” she said.

“Do you have any biscuits left? Just one?” he asked. She stood up and took the container of biscuits. She opened it and held it in front of him. “Our own stash?” Rae gurgled with laughter. He took two and smiled. “Thank you.” Rae smiled as he walked back to his office, and she closed the container of biscuits.

Mark walked back in to the office. “See, here is the problem,” Mark said, and Rae looked at him. Phillip walked to the door and looked at Mark. He pointed at the biscuit. “They taste like more. There were a few left.” Phillip laughed. Rae smiled as she got up and took the container of biscuits. She opened the container, and Mark took two. Phillip took another. “One is for the wife.” Rae chuckled as she sealed the container and sat down, and Mark walked out of the office in to the passage. 

“You started something,” Phillip said.

“They are healthy. Good for the digestive system. And not fattening at all,” she said.

“Eaten in moderation,” he said. 

Phillip sat down, went through his mail and wrote his notes. He put everything in his out tray. He listened as Rae answered the phone. “Mister Meyer’s office. Miss Crompton speaking. How may I help you?” It was all quiet as he listened. “Certainly. I can schedule you in for half an hour tomorrow at eight-thirty. Please give me a list of five agenda items for this meeting.” Phillip smiled as he looked at his PC, and the diary entry appeared in his diary. He grinned and realised she was typing as she spoke on the phone. The notes came up with five bullets next to the topics for discussion. He smiled to himself. She was so organised that it was a pleasure to have her in the office. He listened. “My pleasure Mister Hamilton. May I have your extension number, please?” Phillip looked at his diary. He smiled when the details were entered. 

Phillip carried on working. He looked up as Rae put a cup of coffee on his desk. “Ten minutes before home time. The rules in this office are that we do not burn both ends of the candle,” she said.

“And you are so right,” he said, and she smiled. “Thank you for the coffee. Miss Crompton. I would like to commend you on a really good day. Your letter-writing skills are top-notch. Your telephone manner is amazing. And I owe you for lunch.” 

“Thank you for the compliments. Don’t worry about lunch. I was dying for curry and rice,” she said.

“Well, what do we fancy tomorrow?”

“Not sure yet,” she said, and Phillip handed her a note. 

“Tomorrow is on me,” he said, and Rae smiled. 

“Not necessary,” she said.

“No. I am paying,” he said, and Rae smiled and took the note. 

“I will see what I can find,” she said.

Rae walked in to her office with the pile from his out tray. She looked at his diary. There wasn’t anything that needed to be done for the morning. She had already made her copies of the letters that were signed off, and they were piled in her out tray for the mailman to collect in the morning. Rae finished her coffee and took her cup to the kitchen. She walked back to her office, tidied up and locked everything away for the day. She took the keys, created a hook at the back of the filing cabinet and walked to the door. “Should something happen. The keys to all the cabinets, cupboards and drawers are hanging on a hook behind the filing cabinet,” Rae said, and Phillip smiled. 

“I had a problem a few times before,” he said.

“So silly for me to take the keys home with me,” she said. “I am on my way. See you tomorrow morning.” 

“Thank you, Miss Crompton. See you tomorrow,” he said, and Rae smiled as she walked out of the office. She felt good. Rae had been so busy, and that is how she preferred to work. She hated keeping things for the next day. Rae knew she had a full in-tray, but there wasn’t time to finish the work. She knew it was meant for the next day. She walked to the mall, climbed in to her car and drove home.

Mark walked in and grinned. “If I leave a Promissory Note, do you think I could have one more?” Mark asked, and Phillip laughed and nodded. Mark walked over to the container, opened it and smiled. 

“One!” Phillip said, and Mark laughed as Phillip took a biscuit. 

Mark sealed the container. He took a Post-it and wrote a thank you on the paper. He stuck it to the container. Phillip grinned. Mark looked at the overflowing out tray. “Good heavens!” 

“Between you and me. It would have taken Claire two or three days to do that amount of work. Miss Crompton did it in a day. She is so thorough. I listened to her setting up an appointment with Mister Hamilton. She asked him for five issues that he would like to discuss. The diary entry and details appeared in my diary whilst she was speaking to him. With his details and extension number,” Phillip said.

“Serious?”

“I don’t have to fix her letters either. They are perfect. I spend my life making changes to Claire’s letters. I am not running Claire down, but I see a vast difference.” 

“And she is only temporary. I wonder why she doesn’t have a permanent position?” Mark asked.

“Some people prefer the freedom,” Phillip said.

“Hey, aren’t you going home?”

“I am,” Phillip said, picked up his briefcase, switched off the light and pulled the door shut. “Wait one minute.” Mark waited as Phillip took the keys to his desk and his cupboards, put them on a ring and hung them on the back of the door behind his cap. He walked out and smiled. “Thanks.” They looked at the container. “Oh, just one more!” Mark took one, and Phillip took his. Mark sealed the container, and they walked out smiling.

Phillip climbed into his van and drove straight to his parents’ home. Carol smiled as he arrived. “Gosh, that is
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