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  I thought it was going to be a lame, boring summer. 



  That was before Roxy and her crew walked through the door of the Waffle Hut on Highway 69 where I waited tables. I’d just graduated high school, and was set to start at Pinewood Community College the next fall. My dad took off when I was five, and my mom was living off disability, so I wasn’t getting any financial help from my family. I needed the money. The Waffle Hut wasn’t the most glamorous job, but the tips were actually pretty good.


  I’m a big girl, but some guys like that, especially a lot of the truckers that came through. So I’d learned pretty early on that just a little extra lipstick or mascara added up to a bigger haul to tips at the end of the day. I also liked to wear a flower in my hair. I was in kind of a weird mood that day, so I picked a black rose. I also wore black lingerie under my Waffle Hut uniform to make me feel sexier. 


  I’d was still a virgin, actually. Not by choice. I’m sure some of the boys I went to high school with wouldn’t have minded rolling me in the beds of their pickup trucks. But honestly, I couldn’t stand any of them. I lived in a small Texas town, and just about every guy was either a brainless jock or a shit-kicking redneck. So every weekend I’d go back to the dumpy trailer where I lived with my mom, close my door, put on my headphones to shut out the TV, and close my eyes. I’d dream of meeting someone smart, funny, and cool, someone who didn’t want some girl with a skinny ass.


  The truckers flirted with me, but most of them smelled like body odor and diesel. I flirted back, a little, just to get an extra buck or two, but I never gave them my real number, or took them up on an offer to head back to their trucks or motel rooms.


  I never thought the first customer I’d go with would be a woman.


  I was wiping down table six when they walked through the door, four women, all dressed head-to-toe in leather. The one in the lead was tall, with short blond hair. She’d just pulled off her motorcycle helmet and tucked it under her arm. She rubbed her hair, spiking it up, then saw me and smiled. 


  I’d never really had a woman look at me that way before, like she wanted me. She was beautiful, with piercing blue eyes and high cheekbones. She was probably in her forties, but she didn’t look like some leathery roadie’s girlfriend or wife. Her skin was smooth and light, and even though she wasn’t wearing any makeup, she looked amazing. She winked at me, and I just looked down and wiped away a puddle of syrup, blushing hard.


  She walked right toward me, sitting at the table I was cleaning. She slid right into the booth, and her friends joined her. One was a redhead, the other two brunettes. They were all shorter than her, about the same age, and all good-looking. Honestly, they looked like a quartet of soccer moms playing dress-up in their leather jackets, leather pants, and black boots.


  “Welcome to Waffle Hut,” I said, pulling out my order pad and clicking my pen. I looked up into the eyes of the blond woman, who was studying me. Her eyes moved away from mine to read my nametag. 


  “Thanks, Marcy,” she said. 


  “Um, what can I get you to drink?” I asked.


  “Do you know how to make a martini?” 


  It was just shy of ten o’clock in the morning. The place was empty except for an old black trucker sitting alone on the other side of the restaurant. I looked over my shoulder at Billy, hunched over the grill, flipping a greasy omelet. He didn’t appear to have heard or cared about the conversation. 


  “No, ma’am,” I said.


  She let out a little laugh. “I didn’t expect you would, dear. We’ll just have three coffees and a diet Coke.”


  I turned to get the drinks, but the blond woman stuck out her hand. “I’m Roxanne, by the way.”


  I offered my hand, and let her take it. Her handshake was strong. I actually found the firmness of her grip arousing.


  “Nice to meet you,” I said. “Um, if you don’t mind me asking, are y’all in some kind of gang or club?”


  They looked at each other, then laughed.


  “No,” said the redhead. “Well, actually maybe we are.”


  “Bitches of industry, maybe,” said Roxanne. “I’m CFO of a large semiconductor company. We all hold high management positions in our respective industries. Once a year we just ride out here to hang out, unwind, and get high.”


  “Oh,” I said. I didn’t know what else to say. “Well, I’ll go get your drinks.”


  When I came back with the mugs and the Coke, I put them down and started to pour the coffee.


  “Marcy,” Roxanne said, “do you mind if I ask you a personal question?”


  “No ma’am,” I said.


  “How old are you?”


  “I just turned eighteen not too long ago,” I said.


  The women all looked at each other again, smiling.


  “Marvelous,” Roxanne said.


  I took their food orders, and while Billy cook their food, I leaned against the end of the bar and read the cheesy paperback mystery I was halfway through. Every few minutes, I’d look over the top of the book at the women eating and laughing. Every time I did, I saw a Roxanne looking back at me.


  The check came to just over $25. When I brought it to them, Roxanne didn’t even look at the total. She just reached into the pocket of her leather jacket, pulled out to $100 bills, and laid them down on top of the check.


  “Keep the change, Marcy,” she said. “We’re staying in one of the cabins just across the road there.” She pointed out the window. I knew the place. I heard the other kids went there to drink and have sex.


  “We’re in cabin twelve,” said the short woman with long brunette hair.


  “Yes, Carol’s right,” said Roxanne. “Please come by later, Marcy. We’re just going to hang out and have some fun, but were always looking for new friends. Would you like to be my friend, Marcy?”


  Actually, I would. These women were strange, but a hell of a lot more interesting than anyone else I’d met in the past year.


  “Sure,” I said. “What time?”


  They slid out of the booth, and before she put her helmet back on, Roxanne said: “Whenever you feel like exploring a whole new world.”


  



  I had five hours left in my shift, and it was the longest five hours I’d ever spent. Customers came and went. I took their orders and served their food. But all I could think about was Roxanne and her friends.


  The way she had looked at me, I could tell she wanted me. I hadn’t seen that look very often, but I knew it when I saw it. I found myself getting hot, flustered throughout the day. Around 1 o’clock, I took a break and went to the restroom. I leaned against the wall in the stall, close my eyes, and slid my hand down my panties. I thought about Roxie’s hand, not gripping my hand, but squeezing one of my tits, pinching my nipple hard.


  I slid my finger along my pussy, feeling the heat and wetness. Oh god, I couldn’t remember being this horny. I slid one finger up inside myself, then two, and began to fuck myself, thinking of Roxanne the whole time, imagining her kissing me, pulling my hair, and slapping me on the ass. I reached up under my bra and pinched my own nipple.


  A knock came at the door. “Anyone in there?” an old lady’s voice asked.


  I flinched, jerking my hands back. I cleared my throat. “Uh, yeah,” I said. “Just a minute.”


  I washed my hands and splashed cold water on my face, but the warm ache of my pussy lingered. 


  By two thirty, the place was empty, and I couldn’t stand it anymore. I asked Bill if it was all right if I took off a little early.


  “You feeling all right?” he asked me, a little paper hat on his head and a stainless steel spatula in one hand. “You look a little red.”


  “Yeah,” I said. “I think I might be coming down with a fever or something.”


  “Okay,” he said. “Go on. You rest up.”


  I grabbed my purse from behind the counter and nearly ran out the door. Cabin 12, they’d said. I had my license, but my mom and I shared the beat-up Subaru. I didn’t have it today. I’d taken the bus. But the cabins weren’t far. Maybe half a mile up the highway, then another half mile up the dirt road. I was wearing sneakers, so it wouldn’t be a big deal.


  The afternoon was hot, and I started to sweat under my polyester Waffle Hut uniform before I’d even made it out of the parking lot. The thought of showing up sweating like a pig made me self-conscious, but that was overridden with the thought of seeing Roxanne again. There was something there. I knew I wasn’t imagining it.


  So I hoofed it along the highway as best I could, staying well of the shoulder as semis and a few lone cars whooshed by. My underwear, which I’d worn to feel sexy, began to chaff, the slender bra straps biting into the soft flesh of my shoulders. My thighs began to rub against each other uncomfortably, but there was no way I was turning back. The thought did occur to me that this was some kind of prank, that maybe the women weren’t staying there after all. But I pushed the thought aside and kept moving.


  Before long, the hand-painted wooden sign reading “Earl’s Cabins” appeared, nailed to a large pine tree. I crossed the empty highway and started my trek up the dirt road, feeling rivulets of sweat stream into my eyes. I wiped them away, breathing hard. I kind of just wanted to take off my stupid uniform and walk through the woods buck naked. That would have been a welcome relief. But you never knew who was around, so I kept the uniform on, and kept right on sweating.


  Oh, how I wish they’d booked cabin one. That would have cut a fair chunk off my walk. But Earl had exactly twelve cabins, and they were in the very last one. As I walked up, I was reassured by the sight of four motorcycles, lined up in front of the cabin like a row of mechanical horses.


  I stopped near them, bending over and putting my hands on my knees to catch my breath. I really hoped none of the women were looking out the window just then, seeing me hot and sweaty and out of breath like that. 


  When I felt less dizzy, I straightened up, wiped my forehead with the back of my wrist, and headed up the walk. Earl’s cabins were one-story, each tucked a little ways from the dirt road, and spaced far enough apart to give a nice amount of privacy. I couldn’t hear anything as I approached, but they had to be there, right? 


  I took a deep breath, let it out through my nose, and knocked on the door.


  The short brunette opened the door, wearing pink yoga pants and a cutoff Harvard T-shirt. She was barefoot, holding a mason jar full of a cloudy mixture of ice, liquid, and olives. Her eyes widened when she saw me.


  “Well hey there!” she said. Then yelling over her shoulder. “Hey Roxy, your little friend made it.”


  “I hope I’m not too early,” I said. 


  She shook her head. “Hell no. Come on in.” She closed the door behind me. “Marcy, right?”


  “Yeah,” I said. “And you’re Carol.”


  “Very good,” she said. “That’s Rachel.” She pointed to the other brunette. “And that minx over there is Jolene.” The redhead gave me a little wave. 


  “I’m originally from around here,” Jolene said. “It was kind of my idea to start coming out here.”


  The other two sat on a worn-out green sofa, wearing sweatpants and T-shirts. Rachel took a drag off a joint and handed it over to Jolene, who handed her a mason jar with her drink in exchange.


  “Nice to meet you all,” I said.


  “So polite,” Carol said. “We’re glad you came. We were afraid we were going to get bored.”


  The door to the left opened, and Roxanne stepped out. My breath caught in my throat.


  She wore thigh-high latex boots with tall black heels. She wore no panties, and she was shaved completely smooth. Her tits were hefted up by a black latex shelf bra, her small, pink nipples erect. She wore more makeup than she had earlier in the day, shiny red lipstick and heavier mascara and blush. She looked like some Amazonian warrior-goddess who had walked straight out of a fantasy and into the room before me.


  She smiled, not shocked, not embarrassed at all to be nearly naked, dressed in fetish gear. “Hi there, Marcy,” she said. “So glad you could come.”


  I just stood there, my mouth hanging open. I must have looked like an idiot, still sweating, eyes wide, unable to speak. 


  Roxy walked across the wood floor to stand in front of me. I could smell her then, a musky mixture of roses and leather. She reached out and wiped her finger across my forehead, flicking away the sweat. 


  “You look hot,” she said. “Why don’t you take off that hideous uniform?”


  I felt like I was under some kind of spell, charmed out of my senses. 


  “Here,” she said. “Let me help you.” She reached out and unfastened the top button of my uniform. Her hands felt warm as they brushed against the tops of my breasts. Carol giggled and joined her friends on the sofa, ready to enjoy the show.


  “I don’t know if—” I began.


  “Shh,” Roxy said. “What do you need to know? Let me tell you. I’m a rich woman. I work very hard. But I’m lonely. I came out here to play. And I like you, Marcy. I like big girls, a lot. All you need to know is, do you want to play with me?”


  “Yes,” I whispered. “More than anything.” I reached up worked the buttons on my uniform, thumbing them loose as fast as I could. She stepped back and watched me. I shrugged the thing off, and stood there in my black bra and panties, my hose and garters, all soaked through with sweat. I would have been embarrassed, but I didn’t care. I wanted Roxy and her friends to look at me however they wanted, to do to me whatever they wanted.


  “I just hope you’re not grossed out,” I said. “It was a long walk up here, and I’m kind of sweaty.”


  “Oh, quite the opposite,” Roxy said. “I like you sweaty, and I’m going to make you sweat a lot more. Would you like that?”


  “Yes,” I said.


  “Yes what?” Roxy said, a sternness coming into her voice.


  I thought for a second. “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Better,” she said, smiling. “Now turn around and let me have a look at that nice wide ass of yours.”


  I slowly turned in place, holding my hands in front of me. She said she liked big girls, but I’d never been particularly proud of my body, and any second I expected her and her friends to laugh, tell me this was all a joke, and make me leave.


  Instead, she stepped close to me, cupping my ass in both hands. She leaned in and whispered in my ear. 


  “You know what I like about big asses?” 


  “No, ma’am,” I said.


  “You’ve just go so much more real estate to work with,” she said. “It’s exhilarating. Now, are you a naughty girl? A nasty little bitch?”


  “I—I don’t know.”


  She laughed at that. “Of course you do. You work in that shitty little breakfast joint, and I bet you’re saving up for something big, aren’t you Marcy?”


  “School,” I said.


  “Sure you are. But deep down I bet you’re a dirty little slut. Aren’t you?”


  “I fingered myself in the bathroom today,” I said, wondering why I was blurting out the words. “After you left. I thought of you.”


  “Did you?” she squeezed my ass cheeks. “That makes me fucking hot. But it does make you a naughty bitch, doesn’t it?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said.


  “Now then,” she said. “You see that paddle hanging over there above the fireplace?”


  I hadn’t noticed it, but as soon as I looked over the fireplace, I saw the flat piece of wood with a carved handle, hanging by a rawhide rope from a nail. I wondered absently if they had brought it and hung it there, or whether Earl had stocked it for them. Then that thought flashed from my mind, replaced by the curiosity of what it would feel like to have the paddle smack into my ass. I thought I should be frightened, but instead, I felt my nipples harden, and my pussy grow warm.


  “I see it, ma’am,” I said.


  She slapped both my ass cheeks with each hand. I jumped, surprised. It stung, but it also felt good. 


  “Well go get it,” she said. “And bring it back over here.”


  I started for the paddle.


  “Nope,” Roxy said. She pointed at the ground, and then I got it. 


  I got down on all fours and crawled toward the fireplace. I stood up only to take the paddle off the wall, then I got back down and crawled back to Roxanne, laying the paddle at her feet. My knees hurt as I crawled, but I could feel my pussy lubing up, feeling that sliding sensation between my legs as I moved. By the time I got back to Roxy, I felt if she just reached down and stroked my pussy with her finger once, I’d explode.


  Instead, she pointed at the paddle on the floor. “Don’t just put it down,” she said. “Hand it to me.”


  I picked it up and offered it to her.


  “All right,” she said. “Stand up and face the ladies.”


  I got to my feet, turning to face the three smiling women on the sofa. They were taking sips from their martinis, giggling, and passing the joint between each other. 


  “Hands behind your head,” Roxy said from behind me.


  I assumed the position, feeling humiliated by how fat and sweaty I was. But none of them seemed to mind.


  “Spread your legs,” Roxy said, using the toe of her boot to nudge my feet apart until they were spread about shoulder-width.


  “Now let’s see how hot we can get that ass of yours,” she said. 


  I should have braced myself, but before I could even think, the first whack of the paddle smacked into my ass. I squeezed my eyes shut, pain exploding across both my cheeks, lights flaring behind my eyelids. Holy fuck that hurt!


  I started to reach down to my ass, but Roxy grabbed my wrist and put it back on top of head.


  “Keep your fucking hands up, bitch,” she said. “Take your paddling like a big girl.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said, my voice a hoarse whimper.


  “Nice start, Roxy,” Carol said, taking a sip of her drink.


  Roxy slid the paddle over my ass, stroking it, then reared back and whacked me again. 


  I let out a cry this time, as the pain bloomed across my ass, down my legs, and even up into my stomach. Oh god, I wasn’t sure how many of those I could take.


  “You’re not thanking me for these,” Roxy whispered in my ear. “Are you gonna be a good girl, or an ungrateful little bitch?”


  “I’m sorry, ma’am,” I blubbered. “Thank you.” 


  The women clapped at this and laughed. 


  “Hey Roxy,” the redhead said. “I wanna see some tits.”


  What was the redhead’s name again? I suddenly couldn’t remember. I couldn’t think straight about anything. The only thing in my mind was the white-hot sheet of hurt across my ass.


  “Well,” Roxy said. “You heard Jolene. Get those tits out.”


  Jolene. That was it. I reached down and pulled the tops of my bra down, flopping out my heavy breasts. My nipples were huge, round and red, the thick tips erect.


  Jolene whistled. “There we go!” she yelled.


  As soon as I put my hands back up on my head, the paddle hit my cheeks for the third time.


  I let out a squeal, then hissed through my teeth. “Please, Mistress,” I said. “I’m not used to this.”


  “That doesn’t sound like a thank you to me,” Roxy said. “Does that sound like a thank you to you, girls?”


  They all shook their heads. 


  “Sounds to me like she needs a lot more paddling to me,” Carol said.


  “I’m sorry,” I said. “Thank you, ma—”


  The paddle struck again. Each blow was worse, because my ass was already in pain. They piled up on each other. I squeezed my eyes shut, feeling tears roll out of the corners of my eyes. My nose was running. 


  “Thank you, ma’am,” I said. It hurt like fuck, but my pussy was wetter than ever. I didn’t think I could be crying and turned on at the same time.


  “Look!” the one named Rachel said, pointing at my crotch. I could remember her name. Not sure why.


  They all looked at the front of my underwear, and I lowered my head as well. Roxanne stepped around me to get a good luck. 


  My panties were black, but they were unmistakably soaked through in the front.


  Roxanne put a finger under my chin and lifted my head up. “You dirty little skank,” she said. “You fucking love this, don’t you?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said.


  “Get those panties off,” she said.


  I hooked my thumbs at the corners of my panties and slid them down around my ankles. A thin line of pussy juice trailed from my dark muff to the panties, snapping halfway down. The women laughed at that.


  “Holy shit, Roxy,” Carol said. “Looks like she’s in heat.”


  Roxy reached the paddle out to my crotch. I flinched.


  “Don’t fucking move,” she said. “And get those legs spread back out again.”


  I widened my stance, and she gently put the smooth edge of the paddle against my pussy. She slid the edge along my pussy lips, and I was so sensitive it felt like bliss. I looked down to see the wood of the paddle getting shiny with my juice.


  “Thank you, Mistress,” I moaned.


  She stopped, pulling the paddle away. “We might let you come later,” Roxy said. “But there’s no fucking way you’re coming before any of us.” 


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said. 


  She walked back behind me, then whistled. “Oh my. That big ass of yours is getting nice and red, Marcy. Looks like I missed a few spots, though.”


  The paddle struck me again, this time lower, jolting my ass cheeks up with the blow. I instinctively raised up on my toes, letting out another cry.


  “Thank you, ma’am,” I said, my voice strained.


  “Which one of you is ready for some action?” Roxy asked.


  “Ooh, me,” said Jolene, raising her hand. I thought Roxy was talking about letting them take turns paddling my ass, but Jolene stood up and wriggled out of her sweatpants and panties before sitting back down. She spread her legs.


  “Soo ee!” she yelled. “Come and get it, girl!”


  I walked to her, each step making the pain in my ass throb. I got down on my knees and looked up at her.


  “That pussy ain’t gonna eat itself, missy,” she said, laughing.


  I looked down at her wiry orange bush, smelling the heavy muskiness, the tart, coppery scent of her pussy. I’d never gone down on a woman before, and the thought excited and scared the hell out of me. But mostly I was curious to see what she tasted like, and whether or not I could please her.


  I leaned in and nuzzled her pussy with my nose, then kissed her full on the pussy, a long, romantic kiss, my tongue lapping up a mouthful of her sticky juice.


  A blow landed against my ass, pushing me forward, my face slamming hard into Jolene’s crotch, my nose bumping painfully. The aftershock of pain radiated across my ass and down my legs, but I drank it in. I felt so fucking hot, down on my knees, eating out the redhead’s pussy, my ass exposed and vulnerable, being punished at will by another woman.


  Jolene reached down and curled her fingers into my hair, then bunched up two fistfuls. It hurt, but was nothing compared to the thumping agony of my hindquarters. 


  “Good start,” Jolene said, softer this time. “Keep going, girl.”


  I began to lick from bottom to top, making loud slurping noises, which everyone seemed to enjoy. Her wetness was all over my cheeks now, running down my chin, and I was loving every second.


  The paddle struck my ass again, and it still hurt like hell, but I was also beginning to feel a numbness. I let the blow rock me forward, but kept on licking and slurping, trying to lick up every drop of juice and slide my tongue over every inch of her pussy.


  Jolene shifted on the sofa, sliding forward and raising her hips up. She arched her back, but never let go of my hair. 


  “Eat that fucking pussy, you hungry little slut,” she said.


  Roxanne whacked me again. I had lost count, but I remembered to thank her this time, lifting my mouth long enough to take a breath and say thank you.


  It didn’t take much longer for Jolene to start to moan, for her grip on my hair to tighten. I measured it by two more licks with the paddle. My ass felt like a hot fire, but I tried to focus on Jolene’s pussy, suckling her clit and circling it with my tongue. Then I began to flick it with the tip of my tongue and that set her off for good.


  She began to pant heavily, then her whole body locked up and she screamed. “Yes! Right there, bitch!”


  Roxy held off the paddle until Jolene was finished. But as soon as she slumped in her seat and let go of my hair, Roxy reared back and gave me another smack.


  Then Roxy grabbed my hair and walked me over to Carol, who set her drink down and began to pull her yoga pants down. 


  “Round two,” Roxy said. “How you doing, Marcy?”


  “I think I need a break,” I said. Jolene’s pussy juice was all over my face. My ass felt like a hot wreck. My knees hurt from the hard floor, and my body was already tired and sore all over.


  “Well that’s too fucking bad,” Roxy said. “Because we’re just getting started.”


  She was right. The afternoon bled into the evening, and then into the night, as I took turns eating each of their pussies. By the time I was done with Carol, my jaw ached. But Rachel hadn’t taken her turn yet. I wanted to please Roxy most of all. She was my new Mistress, my Queen. I wanted to taste her pussy more than anything. 


  But when I was done with Rachel, Roxy led me by the hair away from the sofa, then pushed my head down to the floor. 


  “Ass up,” she said.


  I shook all over from exhaustion, but held my ass as high as I could. Was she going to paddle me more? I’d already been pushed past what I thought I could take. 


  I watched as her boot heels thumped on the floor past my face, heading back for the other room. When she returned, with my head on the floor, all I could see were her boots. 


  I heard the sounds of leather stretching, the metal clink of buckles. And then I felt her behind me, her hands grabbing my hips, her legs pressing against the backs of mine.


  She took one hand off me to reach down, and I felt the stiff head of a rubber cock probing for my pussy. She found it, then pushed it into me. Goddamn it was thick, jamming into me, filling me.


  “The others like the tongue,” Roxy said. “And I do too, sometimes. But more than anything I want to fuck that sweet fat pussy.”


  “Thank you, ma’am,” I said. “That’s all I want too.”


  “Shut up and keep your head down,” she said. And then she thrust into me, driving the cock deep. This was the culmination of the past few hours, and my hungry pussy took it all greedily. I had wanted to taste her, and maybe she would let me, but this was amazing.


  She worked her hips, fucking me, and then she began to slap my already sore ass, flaring up new torrents of pain. I began to moan as she fucked me and slapped me, my arms curled up under me on the floor, my nipples dragging back and forth on the hardwood.


  Now it was my turn to scream. I came harder than I ever had before, harder than I knew was even possible. Roxy kept on squeezing, slapping, and fucking through my orgasm, which hit me like a train, then kept on rolling.


  After she pulled out of me, she walked around in front of me and lifted my weary head by the hair.


  “Clean it,” she said, making me slurp my own pussy slime off the dildo and swallow every drop.


  The women refilled their drinks and lit up another joint while they watched. 


  When the dildo was clean, Roxy took it off. 


  “Now then,” she said, leaning down. “I want a little alone time with your ass. We’re going into the bedroom, and everything we’ve done up until now is child’s play. Now the real fun starts.”


  I swallowed hard, then yelped as she grabbed my hair and walked me through the open door.


  



  The next morning, I felt like I’d been run through a tumble dryer all night. I couldn’t feel a spot on me that wasn’t sore. I had passed out on the floor of the bedroom, so exhausted I didn’t even remember falling asleep. Roxy wore a white nightgown, and snored softly on her side.


  I gathered my things, put my uniform back on, and left the cabin. The women were all still asleep inside. I staggered back down the dirt road to the highway, then walked the rest of the way to the bus pickup. I still had a shift at the Waffle Hut later that day.


  I took the car to work, and afterwards drove it back to the cabin to see if they were still there. The motorcycles were gone, along with Roxy and her friends. I asked Earl, and he said they had left their payment and gotten on the road. My heart sank in my chest. Maybe they would come back.


  A week passed, and I found a strange envelope waiting for me in the mail. It was official-looking, the return address read: VeroDyne Manufacturing. 


  I opened it up and read:


  Dear Marcy,


  With regards to your application for a paid internship at VeroDyne, I’m pleased to inform you that you have been accepted. 


  There were a lot of other official-sounding words, but I saw a dollar figure near the bottom, a weekly stipend for the summer that was ten times what I made a week at the Waffle Hut.


  The letter was signed: Roxanne Mitchell, the letters of the signature large, looping curls. 


  The p.s. read: Looking forward to continuing your training.
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