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  My first day on the job at DynaCorp, I took the elevator to the 17th floor, to the Human Resources office. A petite redhead named Candice greeted me as I stepped off the elevator.



  “Hi, Richard,” she said with a smile. I had to struggle to keep my eyes off her cleavage. She wore a green silk shirt cut surprisingly low, and a light sprinkle of freckles dotted the tops of her breasts. 


  “Hello,” I said. 


  She led me into her office, where we spent the next hour filling out boring paperwork.


  “Oh,” she said as she picked up a piece of paper. “You’re going to be working under Simone.”


  I cleared my throat. “Uh, yes. I was told Miss Sanders would be my supervisor.”


  “But you didn’t interview with her?”


  “Um, no.”


  “And you haven’t met her?”


  I shook my head.


  “Oh,” Candice said. “I think you’re going to really like her.” There was a dark twinkle in her eye, some secret joke I wasn’t in on.


  She signed the bottom of the paper and handed it to me. “Your new boss is five floors up, the office at the end of the hall. Have a good first day.”


  As I took the paperwork and headed for the elevator, I heard her giggling behind me.


  



  The elevator opened to a long, single hallway with dark wood paneling. The rest of the building had looked modern, all glass and sliver. But this floor looked old, with dark red carpet and tiny brass light fixtures embedded in the walls.


  I stepped out and walked in the only direction I could, toward the oak double doors thirty paces ahead. When I reached the doors, I didn’t know whether to knock or just go right in. I opted for knocking.


  Nothing.  I put my ear to the door. The hallway was quiet. Whatever was on the other side of the door was quiet. I cleared my throat.


  “Hello?” I said, knocking again.


  I looked around, wondering if I was in the right place. If someone hadn’t answered the first two knocks, I just assumed they weren’t there. In a meeting maybe. Should I just wait?


  I tried the brass doorknob. It turned smoothly in my grip. The door was heavy, but made no sound as I opened it.


  Inside was a massive office with a giant single desk in the center. A dark-haired woman with glasses was reading the monitor of the computer on the desk. She wore a white blouse, unbuttoned halfway down. She licked her red lips and straightened her glasses, but didn’t look at me or acknowledge my existence in any way. She was beautiful.


  I stood just inside the door, just waiting. Finally I cleared my throat.


  “Do you always enter rooms into which you’re not invited?” she said, still not looking up from the computer.


  “I’m Richard Denton,” I said. “I’m here for—”


  “I didn’t ask your name,” she said. “I know who you are. Are you also in the habit of answering one question with the answer to another?”


  I didn’t know if she was joking, whether this was some light-hearted attempt at hazing. I let out a little laugh.


  She finally looked at me, her dark eyes showing absolutely zero humor. “Is something funny?”


  I stifled the laugh and shook my head. “No, ma’am,” I said. “I just—”


  “Well at least you know how to address a woman properly,” she said. “So you’re not a complete fuck-up, at least not yet.”


  I felt blood rushing to my face. I didn’t need this. I had a Master’s in computer science, with eight year’s experience. 


  “Come over here,” she said, pointing at the floor beside her desk.


  I’d never been talked to by a superior, by a woman, by anyone, like this. In spite of myself, I felt my cock stiffen slightly. It felt like a traitor in my own pants. I turned to leave, putting my hand on the doorknob.


  “Oh, you can leave,” she said. “But I wouldn’t, if I were you.”


  I turned back to her. “What does that mean?”


  “You’d be passing up the job of a lifetime,” she said. “Not the one you interviewed for, but a much more…fulfilling opportunity.”


  “Doing what?”


  “Being my bitch.” She looked at me with those dark, steely eyes, supremely confident and utterly serious. She stood and walked around her desk, sitting on the edge. She wore a black skirt and tall black heels. “I can smell them, you know. The ones who want to be treated like a little girl, bossed around like a little girl. Even dress up like a little girl.” She raised her eyebrows.


  I blushed hard then, unable to stop it. Denise had moved out six months ago, after I’d lost my last job. But she’d left some of her clothes behind, a few panties and lacy bras. Okay, maybe I had tucked a few of them away when she started packing. I still took them out from time to time and put them on. But how did this woman know about that? What was going on here?


  “I didn’t interview you,” she said. “Not face-to-face. But I watch all the interviews on a live feed. And I knew from the moment I saw you that you were perfect for the job.”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, but my voice was shaking.


  “Oh, sure you do,” she said. “I put one of my best techs, Genevieve, on your follow-up.” She picked a piece of paper from her desk and adjusted her glasses. “Make me a sissy. Tranny adventures. Sissy love. I like wearing panties. You have some fascinating interests, Richard.”


  I blinked, stunned. She was reading my search history from my home computer.


  “Some of these websites you visit. I don’t know, Richard. There’s some pretty weird shit here.” 


  “How did you get that?” I asked.


  “You are pretty dense, aren’t you?” she said. “I just told you. Genevieve.”


  “You hacked my home computer? That’s illegal.”


  She held out her wrists together toward me. “So call the cops. Arrest me.” She put her arms down. “Do you really want to tell some big, muscly policeman about how you fantasize about wearing pantyhose and lipstick and walking around in high heels?”


  I was angry and confused, but my cock was getting harder than ever, propping up the front of my slacks. I crossed my arms over my crotch to hide it, but she saw. Of course she did.


  “See?” she said. “Just thinking about it makes you spring a boner. Now here’s the job offer. The real job offer. You see that?” She pointed at a door to the right. A coatrack stood next to it, a pink, ruffled dress dangling from a hanger. A pair of sparling pink high heels stood underneath. “That’s your new uniform. And behind that door is my private bathroom. You go in there and shave yourself smooth from the eyebrows down. Then you put on that uniform. And from eight to five, you do whatever the fuck I tell you to do. It’s just that easy.”


  “What about the pay?”


  She smiled. She knew she had me hooked now. “Oh, the pay is what’s written on your paperwork there. Except, forty percent kicks back to me.” She looked back down at the piece of paper, pointing at something with a shiny red fingernail. “Financial slavery. That is another one of your interests, isn’t it?”


  My cock was harder than ever. I didn’t understand any of this. I was supposed to show up for a new job, a fresh start. But now I was standing in front of a powerful woman who had somehow tapped into my deepest fantasies and was promising to make them real.


  “You’ve already made up your mind,” she said. “We both know it. Now seal the deal by getting down on the fucking ground, crawling over here, and kissing the tips of my shoes.”


  I hesitated, but not for long. She was right. I had already made up my mind. I put the paperwork down on the chair by the door, then got on all fours and crawled over to her feet. Her shoes were black and shiny. I kissed the tip of the first one, tasting not only the leather, but the sweet flavor of servitude. With that simple little act, I had entered into a new contract. 


  When I moved to kiss her other shoe, she pulled it away, letting out a little laugh. She waved it in the air as I chased after it with my lips. Finally she held it still, but when I went to plant a kiss on it, she flicked upwards, giving my nose a little kick. It hurt like hell, and I felt my eyes fill with tears. 


  “What are you waiting for, dumbass,” she said. “Kiss it.”


  I was afraid to lean back in, afraid I’d get another tiny kick in the face. But she held it still this time, and I kissed the tip.


  “Good,” she said. “Now get in there and get your ass cleaned up. We’ve got a lot to do today.”


  



  Inside the bathroom, I wasn’t quite surprised to find a giant circular bathtub of black marble. On the edge of the bath was a red-and-white striped can of Barbasol and a pink disposable razor. 


  I turned the handles for both hot and cold water, and began to flick the stream with my hand to calibrate the right temperature.


  “Cold water only!” I heard Simone yell from behind the door. “Saves money. And you don’t fucking deserve hot water.”


  Who knew if she would actually check the water temperature, but I was committed now. If I was going to be her bitch, I was going to do whatever she said. 


  I turned the hot water off, leaving only the icy stream of cold. I stripped, folding my slacks, dress shirt, boxers, and socks, and put them on the sink counter. Goosebumps popped up across my skin. Simone apparently liked it cold in her office.


  I dipped a toe into the tub, now half-full, and flinched it back. Goddamn, it was cold. This wasn’t going to be fun.


  It wasn’t too late. I could put back on my clothes and walk out of here. But then I’d be right back where I started. Lower even. A jobless loser, sitting at home whacking off to my no-longer-secret fetishes. 


  I steeled myself and climbed quickly into the tub, letting out a gasp. I heard Simone laugh from the other room. My teeth began to chatter. I moved as fast as I could, foaming up my neck, chest, and arms. I wasn’t that hairy. Average, maybe. But she’d said she wanted me hairless from the eyebrows down.


  I dragged the cold razor across my skin, trying to move quickly, and nicking myself repeatedly—under the arm, around my nipple. Ten minutes in, Simone yelled at me again.


  “Hurry the fuck up in there! We haven’t got all day.”


  I don’t know how long it took me to shave my entire body, but I was well on my way to feeling like a little girl by the time I was done. I was hairless and freezing, and my cock and balls were shrunken up and pale.


  As I was shaving away the last of the hair from my right ankle, the door opened. 


  “Look,” she said. “I don’t know what kind of half-assed job you worked before this one. But when I tell you do to something, I expect it done right, and I expect it done quickly.” She threw the dress on the floor. “Now finish the fuck up, put that on, and get your ass out here.”


  I rushed shaving the last of it, nicking myself twice more. Then I scrambled out of the tub and pulled on the dress. It was a little tight, but mostly my size. Of course it was. Simone and DynaCorp seemed to know everything about me.


  I looked in the mirror, the pink satin dress hugged my skin. I was thankful for the warmth, even though I looked ridiculous. I stepped out of the bathroom, still dripping. Simone saw this and sighed.


  “Maybe you’re too fucking stupid for this job,” she said. “Is that the case?”


  “No, ma’am,” I said. “I can do better.”


  “Just put on your shoes and get over here.”


  I slid my feet into the sparkling heels, again my size, a nine-and-a-half men’s. I had no idea what that was in women’s shoe sizes. I’d worn women’s underwear, but never shoes. The exhilaration was offset by the pain and awkwardness. I stumbled over to where Simone sat at her desk, almost falling twice.


  A baby blue tackle box sat on the edge of her desk. 


  “You know how to put on makeup?” she asked.


  I thought about it. Did I? I sort of knew the basics. I’d watched women put on makeup lots of times, but just never done it myself. “No, ma’am.”


  “Come over here,” she said, opening the desk drawer.


  As I stood in front of her, she told me to lift up the hem of my dress. She smirked at my boner, a bead of precum dangling from the tip. She pulled what looked like a black wristband out of the drawer and ripped open the Velcro strap.


  She looped it around the top of my ball sack and fastened the Velcro back in place.


  “Okay,” she said. “On your knees.”


  She pulled what looked like a dog collar out of the drawer next, pink leather with huge white plastic gemstones. She looped it around my neck and buckled it tight. 


  “All right,” she said, shooing me back to the edge of her desk. “Do you know what reinforcement learning is?”


  “No, ma’am,” I said.


  “Well, basically if you do something right, you get a reward, like a pat on the head or a kind word. You do a really good job and you get a bigger reward, like getting to clean my shoes with your tongue. And if you’re very, very good, I might let you eat my pussy.”


  “That would be wonder—”


  “On the other hand, if you fuck up, like speaking out of turn, you get a zap.” She pressed a button on her keyboard with a shiny red nail. I felt a jolt of electricity at the side of my neck and flinched, more in surprise than pain, though it did hurt.


  “You fuck up bad enough,” she said, “and you get one down below.” I braced myself as she pressed another key, but couldn’t quite ready myself for the sting that hit my balls. I doubled over and grunted.


  “And if you fuck up really, really badly…” She reached out with both index fingers and lowered them onto both keys.


  I held out a hand toward her. “Please,” I said. Then the double jolt hit me, and goddamn it hurt. I just clenched my teeth, shut my eyes, and waited for the pain to stop. When it did, the numb aftermath lingered in my neck and balls.


  “Okay, then,” she said. “Shall we get started?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I groaned.


  “Good, you can start putting on your makeup now.”


  I flipped the catch and opened the box, overwhelmed by the massive array of brushes and pencils and little pallets of different shades. I reached for a tube of lipstick and felt another crackle of pain in my neck.


  “Lipstick goes on last,” Simone said. “Start with the base.”


  I spent the next half hour learning how to put on makeup, the hard way. Every time I made even the tiniest mistake, she zapped me. By the time I put on my lipstick, the deepest, whoriest red in the box, my neck felt like it was on fire. Thankfully she’d only zapped my balls once more.


  I looked in the mirror embedded in the top of the box and admired my work. I actually looked pretty, even with my eyes a little bloodshot from the tears that had welled up from being zapped so many times.


  “And now to top it off,” Simone said. She opened one of the lower drawers and took out a blond wig, the hair long and curly. She threw it at me.


  I wasn’t ready for it, and it hit my chest and went through my fingers as I grabbed for it.


  Simone sighed and pressed a key, and a little jolt of lightning hit my ball sack. I dropped to my knees, whimpered, and picked up the wig, pulling it onto my head.


  I stood up, sniffling, and straightened the wig in the mirror, letting the blond curls fall on my shoulders.


  “Finally,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “I have a new bitch to boss around. Now put that case away in the closet over there and fetch me a cup of coffee.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said. I closed up the makeup box and took it to the closet. When I opened the closet door, dozens of whips, plugs, and other toys hung from hooks on the walls. I put the case inside and shut the door. 


  Coffee. I looked around the office for a coffee maker and didn’t see one. Simone had gone back to working on her computer, and I didn’t want to interrupt her needlessly. But I had no idea where to get her coffee.


  After a few minutes, I had no choice. “Ma’am?”


  She looked at me over the rim of her glasses.


  “Where is the coffee maker?” I asked.


  She looked at me like I was an idiot, and I felt like one.


  “Do you have actual brain damage?” she said. “Do you see a coffee maker in here?”


  “No, ma’am.”


  “Do you know why?”


  “No, ma’am.”


  “Because we don’t have a coffee maker, you fuckwit.”


  “But how—”


  “How are you supposed to get me a cup of coffee? Do you remember seeing a coffee shop on the corner by our offices?”


  Now that I thought about it, I actually did, one of those indie shops with “java” in the name. But oh no. She wanted me to go out in public like this?


  She was staring at me, and I knew any second her hand would slide back to one or both of the keys that shocked my collars. 


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said. I started for the door, then remembered my wallet was in my pants in the bathroom. I turned back to the bathroom.


  “Where the fuck are you going?” she asked.


  “To get my wallet, ma’am.”


  “Anthony doesn’t take money from our employees as payment,” she said.


  I was confused. Didn’t take money? What did that mean? Maybe they paid a set fee every month for unlimited coffee?


  “Um, okay,” I said, turning back to the office door. When I put my hand on the brass knob, I felt a sickening jolt hit my balls.


  “I’m beginning to think you’re not fit for the job,” she said from behind me, her voice seeming far away. “Aren’t you going to ask me how I want my coffee?”


  



  On the elevator ride down to the lobby, I didn’t know which was worse, the ache in my balls or the growing pit in my stomach at having to walk around in public in a blond wig and pink dress, makeup slathered on my face like a street-walking whore and a dog collar around my neck. I massaged my aching balls under my dress and thought about just taking one or both of the collars off. But she’d know. And as sick and pathetic as I felt, today was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to me. I really did want to keep the job and make my new boss happy. So I didn’t dare touch either collar.


  As the elevator doors opened with a ding, I saw the women milling around in the lobby. Two of them having a conversation by a printer stopped, looked at me, then giggled, one whispering in the other’s ear. 


  I realized then that I hadn’t seen any male workers at DynaCorp. Why hadn’t I noticed that before?


  Intent on getting this over as quickly as possible, I darted out of the elevator and nearly fell face first on the marble floor. I caught myself, stumbled, and regained my footing, though giggles rippled through the office now.


  I kept my head down and sheepishly walked toward the revolving door. 


  “Hey, bitch,” I heard someone whisper. I kept walking, but glanced to my right to see a tall brunette holding a stack of manila folders. She blew me a kiss and laughed.


  I put my head down and walked on. Outside, the cool morning air hit my face. Pedestrians looked at me with bemusement, and a couple of men looked me up and down, one winking at me.


  I shuffled to the coffee shop next door, a little bell jingling as I entered. Java Junction, that was the name of the place. A blue neon sign filled one window. The shop was mostly empty, except for an older bald guy with headphones, working on his laptop by the window, and a short, fat guy with a thin moustache standing at the counter.


  His eyes widened when he saw me, a little smile forming on his lips. As I trotted forward, his smile grew.


  “What can I get for you this morning, Miss?” he asked.


  I cleared my throat, and tried to sound feminine. “Yes, I’d like a grande latte with skim milk, please.”


  “Okay,” he said. “No problem. You like to pay now or after I make it?”


  So they did take payments. Now I was really confused.


  “Because see,” he said, “if you pay after I make it, it’s gonna get cold. And your boss probably won’t be happy about that.”


  “Okay,” I said, more confused than ever. “I would pay up front, but I didn’t bring money with me.”


  He waved that away. “No problem. You’re with DynaCorp, huh?”


  I sighed with relief. “Yes.”


  “Okay, come on back here, then,” he said, lifting up the wooden countertop like a drawbridge, and motioning me to step through.


  I glanced back at the man by the window, but he wasn’t paying attention. I was starting to get a weird feeling about all this.


  Once I’d stepped behind the counter, he lowered it, then slapped me on the ass and laughed.


  “Okay, let’s go,” he said, pointing into the dimly-lit back office.


  I was finally beginning to understand.


  When we were both in the office, he closed the door behind us leaving only a crack for the light to come through.


  “Whew,” he said, unzipping his fly and dropping his pants around his ankles. “I was beginning to think they was never gonna hire anybody new over there.”


  “You’re Anthony?” I asked.


  “The one and only, honey,” he said. His cock was short, fat, and stubby, just like the rest of him. It was also stiff as a knob. “Okay, then. You gonna get on your knees or what?”


  Where had I expected this to go? Had I really thought Simone simply wanted some harmless dress-up? To just order me around and call me names? Was I really going to get on my knees and suck this man’s cock for a cup of coffee?


  I took the hem of my dress and lowered myself to the ground. Once there, with the single eye of Anthony’s cock staring at me in the dim light, I hesitated. I looked up at him, and he stared down, raising his eyebrows. Well?


  Well, I guess I was a cocksucker. 


  I reached out with both hands to grab the base of his shaft and guided my mouth slowly onto his cock, letting my lips softly glide down the shaft.


  Anthony sighed, closed his eyes, and put his head back. “There we go,” he said. “That’s the stuff.”


  His dick tasted pungent, soily, and salty. I felt a little squirt of precum at the back of my throat. I massaged the base of his cock as I slid my mouth up and down his cock. He wasn’t that long, but the fat chub pushed my lips out wide. I went slowly at first, coating his meat with my slobber.


  I took him out of my mouth and said in a girly voice: “You like that, big boy?”


  He looked down at me and I batted my thick, dark lashes at him.


  “Yeah,” he said. “You’re doing fine, baby. Just pick it the fuck up. I ain’t got all morning.”


  I nodded, then slid my mouth back onto his cock. He shut his eyes, and I picked up the pace, humming and moaning loudly. The only other person the shop was the old guy with the earphones, and he wouldn’t give a crap. I slurped loudly and began to bob, working his cock like I’d seen in hundreds of pornos. Only now I was the star, the cock-hungry bitch on her knees trying to milk the man’s thick juice down my throat.


  Anthony’s hairy legs began to quiver. “Oh fuck,” he said. “Oh, fuck yeah.”


  A hot gob of salty, sticky cum squirted onto my tongue. I stopped moving my mouth and just stroked the bottom half of his cock. He filled my cheeks with a surprising amount of the stuff, and I had to swallow hard to keep it from sloshing out onto the office floor.


  “Okay,” he said, patting the top of my wig. I took him completely out of my mouth and let go, swallowing the last of his spunk.


  He pulled up his pants matter-of-factly. “I’m gonna go get your latte now,” he said. “Go wait at one of the tables.”


  I picked myself up, my knees sore from the hard tiled floor. Anthony exited the office first, and as I followed, I was horrified to see a pretty red-headed woman standing at the counter, waiting for service. 


  Anthony didn’t seem bothered at all, though the woman had to have heard everything. I had been slurping and moaning loudly all through the end. He told her he’d be right with her, the moved to the coffee machines. 


  I lifted up the counter and went to sit down. As I did, I glanced back at the woman, whose lip curled in disgust.


  I sat, wiping my lips and looking out the window at the people walking by. I felt disgusting, but for some reason, there it was again, my cock stiffening. I pushed it down with both hands.


  “We got a grande latte with skim milk,” Anthony called out, like I wasn’t the only person waiting.


  I took it in both hands. “Thank you,” I said.


  “No, thank you,” he said. Then he leaned in to whisper. “You still owe me the balance on that, but we can settle up later.”


  “Balance?” I said. “What are you talking about?”


  “Oh right,” he said. “You’re new. Well, a BJ is worth three bucks. That,” he pointed at the cup in my hands, “is four seventy-five.”


  We have an arrangement, Simone had said. Right, and a sloppy blow job didn’t even cover the price of a cup of coffee.


  “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll keep track of your tab.”


  “Thank you,” I said, turning to go. Something told me my tab would never be settled, that I’d be spending a lot of time on my knees in Anthony’s back office.


  As I left the shop, and the little bell jingled overhead, I heard his voice brighten as he asked the woman what he could help her with.


  



  “What took you so long?” Simone asked as I opened the door and half-ran to her desk to deliver her drink. The smile at the corner of her mouth told me she already knew what had taken me so long.


  “I’m sorry, ma’am,” I said. “I went as fast as I could.”


  “Did you?” she said, sipping her latte. My stomach clenched as she drank, wondering if something might be wrong with it. Too cold? Too hot? Too much milk? Was I going to get zapped in the balls again?


  But she just set the cup down on her desk. “Your lipstick’s all fucked up,” she said, giggling. “Freshen that shit up. I like my bitches to look pretty all day.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said, heading for the closet. As I squatted in the closet doorway, putting on a fresh coat of lipstick, a shadow fell over me. I turned my head to see Simone towering above, her hands on her hips.


  “All in all, I’d say your performance so far today has been substandard,” she said. “Actually, it’s been fucking awful.”


  “I’m sorry, ma’am,” I said. “I’ll do better.”


  “You already said that once today. And yet here we are.” She looked upwards and tapped her nail on her lips, thinking. “Let’s see. What can we do? You obviously need to think long and hard about your future with this company.”


  I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I thought it best to keep my mouth shut.


  “I think I’ve got it,” she said. “Go ahead and crawl your dumb ass into this closet.”


  I did as she said, scooting on the floor and wrapping my arms around my knees.


  “Shocking you didn’t seem to work that well,” she said. “Let’s see how you do when you’ve got time to sit alone and think about what a pathetic piece of shit you are.”


  She started to close the door, then something on the closet wall caught her eye. She smiled and took it down.


  A shiny, black, rubber plug sat in her hand like a giant mushroom. “Grab that lube in the corner there,” she said. “You’re going to need it.”


  I thought she would push it in herself, but she made me do it, lubing up the butt plug and then jamming it up my ass. It hurt like hell, feeling at first like it was splitting my ass open, then filling my insides once it was in place.


  “I was going to have you clean my office top to bottom today,” she said. “But you’d probably just fuck it up. I think it’s better to let you sit here for the rest of the day and think about how you can improve your performance.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said. 


  She began to close the door, then remembered something else. She opened another drawer on the desk and took out a thermos, tossing it on the closet floor beside me. 


  “In case you have to pee,” she said. “If you need to go number two, I guess you’re shit out of luck.” She laughed and kicked the door closed.


  The hours rolled by slowly. I heard her working on the other side of the door. At one point, I couldn’t hold my piss in any longer, and I got up on my knees and pissed in the thermos. The smell filled the cramped space.


  I heard her leave for lunch, then return. She opened up the door only once. I squinted at the light as she threw the leftover crusts of a sandwich in my lap.


  Before she left for the day, she stood outside the closet door. “I hope you thought long and hard in there today,” she said. “The cleaning crew shows up around nine. When they let you out, help them clean. You’re not just my bitch, you’re everyone else’s bitch too.”


  She slammed her palm against the door. I jumped. 


  “You hear me in there, slut?” she yelled.


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Good,” she said. “The cleaning crew usually finishes about four or five. After they leave, just kneel by the door until I come in.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said.


  “Oh, and your name’s not Richard anymore. While you work here, your new name is Rachel. Do you like that?”


  “Yes, thank you, ma’am.”


  “Actually, go ahead and call me boss from now on.”


  “Yes, thank you, boss.” I guess that meant I got the job.


  “Yeah, of course you like it, you little fucking bitch. I’m off now. We’ll see how you do on your second day. Good night, Rachel.”


  “Good night, boss,” I said, but her heel steps were already clicking away.


   I pinched my nose and curled up, and tried to get some rest for the night and day ahead.
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