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Introduction

The Stage Is Set

On the seventeenth floor of a tall, grey, glass encased skyscraper in the city of Los Angeles, a pretty, pale-skinned young woman kneels in the center of a ten-by-ten windowless room. She is naked and her hands are intertwined behind her head, her elbows up, causing her ample breasts to rise prominently on her chest. She has long, straight, black hair that descends to just below her shoulder blades. Her knees are spread wide, exposing the pale white, tender skin of her inner thighs, and the outer lips of her hairless sex. The floor is covered by a thin, light blue, rubberized mat. Next to her, along the wall, is a rolled up futon, a small locked chest, a plastic bottle of water and a covered chamber pot. A small desk-like, free standing platform sits in the corner of the room behind her. It is about two feet high, perfect for someone kneeling before it to write on. On the platform is a 5”x8” piece of ivory colored writing paper and an addressed envelope, both covered with the graceful lines of a woman’s handwriting, and a pen. In the other corner is an empty 3’x3’ steel cage.

The girl is trembling, her inviting breasts quaking softly. Her long, wide nipples are taut and distended. There is a thick, black leather collar around the lithesome young woman’s neck with gold colored rings at the front and back and similar bracelets around her ankles and wrists. A single drop of perspiration runs down the woman’s right side, rolling slowly down her slender and shapely torso and dissipating as it reaches her right hip. It is clear that the woman is expecting someone, someone that she fears.

A slight moan escapes from the young woman’s pursed lips. She has been holding this pose for an hour and her arms have become increasingly heavy, causing a deep, burning ache in her shoulders. The remnants of long, pink trails of abused skin suggest the reasons for the woman’s trepidation. The faded lash marks cover her breasts and her flat, taut belly as well as the pale white skin of her rear and thighs. If one could see her back, one would see fresher, angrier red marks, the results of a recent whipping with a thin, leather covered reed, spread across it. The woman is breathing slowly, almost rhythmically, purposefully, as if preparing herself for an ordeal to come.

She shudders when she hears the sound of the handle of the door to her small prison turning. She has been staring at it for over an hour, anticipating its movement. Nonetheless, when it does move, it startles her. 

A tall, heavy set man of obvious Asian descent steps into the room. He is wearing a bright green and red silk flowered kimono that accentuates his broad chest and the narrow grace of his hips. His legs are thick and long and he is wearing woven, straw sandals on his feet. His hair is jet black like the girl’s, but is cut short. There is no hair on his hard, square jaw or above his thin upper lip. The door closes behind the man and he places a plastic key card in the pocket of his kimono. To exit the tiny cell, one needs both the key card and the combination to the heavy, push button lock that seals the door shut. The combination is changed daily.

The man looks down on the kneeling, trembling woman. He takes the time to admire her luscious form and to enjoy the outer signs of her fear. In his right hand he is carrying the same thin, leather covered reed that has marked the young girl’s back. He utters a sharp, one word command to the girl as he loosens the belt to his kimono and pulls it open. It is a command that the girl understands completely although she does not know the literal meaning of the word. She inches forwards on her knees, keeping her arms raised and her hands interlocked behind her head. Kneeling, with her back straight and erect, her mouth is just above the level of the helmeted head of the Asian man’s long, limp cock. She has to bend her neck slightly to capture it between her lips.

Edging closer to the Asian man on her knees, the young woman wraps her plump, red lips around the thickening meat. She massages the man’s tool with her tongue, encouraging it to hardness. The man gives out a low sigh as the hot moisture of the girl’s mouth causes a wave of pleasure to flow through him. 

Once the cock has hardened to its full length and thickness, the woman, known here only as Number 7, drags her lips slowly up and down its length. She knows that if she fails to pay proper obeisance to the man’s pleasure, she will surely feel the bite of the leather crop that he still holds in his right hand. She forces her head forward until the head of the cock passes the entry to her throat. She coughs, slightly, as she fights off her body’s rejection of this invasive flesh. The man has placed his hands on her head and, by his mere gentle pressure, keeps it positioned, the girl’s face crushed against his loins. The young woman groans as the need for oxygen begins to become urgent. But the hands keep her head still just as if it were held in place by a steel chain, the wad of thick, hard flesh still down her throat.

A low moan escapes the man’s mouth just as the girl commences an almost silent, desperate whine. The hands guide the girl’s head up slowly until his stiff manhood has breached the outside of her lips. She frantically draws a deep breath, her heart pounding with need, her mind dizzy from lack of sustenance. She is allowed one more before the hands push her head forwards once again. She can feel the plush, bulbous head as it glides across the roof of her mouth and over her tongue. She keeps her mouth narrow to maximize the man’s pleasure, granting his instrument maximum friction against her moist, hot tissues, and the hard, tubular flesh fills it easily.

Five times the ritualistic fucking of the girl’s throat continues. Each time, the man holds her head still a little longer, forcing her to exhaust her reserves of breath. Each time, she breathes deeper when finally released, sucking in air noisily. 

The man feels his juices rising and relaxes his grip on the girl’s head. This is her signal to begin sucking his cock in earnest, pushing her broad lips along the cock’s shaft, circling it with her energetic tongue. Keeping her hands interlocked behind her head, elbows up, she moves rapidly now, drawing a moan from the man each time she pushes her mouth forward, dragging her lips across the hot shaft. He is rocking his hips back and forth in time with the girl’s exertions. Suddenly, he gives a loud groan. He barks a command to the woman and begins to pump his hot load of viscous white sperm into her mouth. He has ordered her not to swallow and the girl whines as she feels her mouth filling with his spunk. He probes her throat deeply one last time as he growls with pleasure. She can feel it throbbing in her esophagus. When the throbbing slows, he slowly withdraws it, pushing part of his expenditure out of the girl’s mouth and over her lips.

The girl kneels back, and points her dark green eyes at the man expectantly. She has a mouthful of his jism and cannot swallow it or spit it out until she has been given permission. The man looks down at the delightfully formed woman appreciatively. Smiling slightly, as if humored by his own private joke, he gives her another order and she pulls her hands from behind her head and places them together, palms up, in front of her. Looking up at him as if confirming what he has told her to do, the woman’s body shudders in humiliation. She looks down at her hands and squirts the remains of the man’s copious discharge on to them. She then raises her hands to her face and covers it with the thick, creamy goo. There is enough to fully cover her face and she has to rub it in so that it does not lay as liquid on her skin. Her eyes and mouth are closed as she does so, giving her face a peaceful, contented air that belies her misery and anguish.

When he has satisfied himself that the young girl has complied with his command, the man orders her to resume her former stance. This, like all the previous commands, is given in the harsh, staccato tones of an Asian land. The girl is familiar with them all, having learned their import, if not their meaning, at the end of a whip.

Now, for the first time, the man addresses the woman in English. “Number 7, have you completed the letter?” he demands in a cold, ominous tone. God help her if she hasn’t. 

The girl takes a deep swallow and responds meekly, her voice barely audible, as if she were out of practice at speaking and was doubtful that the right words would come out. “Hai, Kanakasama,” she says, bowing her head.

“Bring it to me,” he orders her.

The woman scrambles to the platform in the corner of the room and retrieves the letter, the envelope and the black, felt tip pen. She returns to the feet of her oppressor and hold the materials up to him, her head bent, like an offering to a cruel god.

The man takes the letter and reads it carefully. He grunts his approval and folds it. The girl has kept her arms poised up, the envelope and pen still in her hands. The man places the letter in the envelope and puts it and the pen in his kimono pocket.

“The letter is satisfactory, Number 7. Today you will receive only five lashes,” he says matter of factly. He pauses, as if contemplating what part of the girl’s already marred body will feel the bite of his thin, leather covered reed. She awaits his verdict, shaking in anticipation of the pain of this daily, routine abuse. He utters a command and the girl rapidly turns around and bends over, pushing her hips and rear high behind her. 

Considering his target, the fleshy hindquarters of this desirable young woman, the man rears his right hand back and lets it fly. A loud ‘crack’ permeates the room, followed quickly by the girl’s cry of pain. She had clamped her mouth shut, vowing to deprive the man of the satisfaction of the sound of her unhappy suffering, but the pain is so sharp and deep that she cannot withhold the single, anguished cry. A bright red stripe has formed where the reed has met her flesh and she can feel it burning long after the pain of the impact of the whip subsides. She cries out the word for ‘one’ in Japanese, “Ichi!”

The man takes his time before administering the next blow. Each stroke of the whip is to be savored both by the torturer and the victim. He admires the contrast between the deep, red mark and the girl’s pale, white flesh. The girl bemoans her cruel fate as she tries to build up her forces before the next slash of the whip while the burning sting of the last one slowly subsides. Another blow falls. It lands about half an inch above the first. The man is an expert at wielding his instrument and he has carefully measured the blow. “Ahhhhh!” the girl cries out in spite of herself, and then “Ni!” as if it was something she had forgotten. “San!” she cries out at the third kiss of the cruel whip. “Shi!” and then “Go!” Each number is preceded by a screech or yell of pain. Tears are flowing down her face and she is sobbing lowly. She does not understand the cruelty of those who hold her prisoner. She has never experienced anything like it. It holds no place in her perception of the world. But here it is, right behind her, and she can feel the lingering results of this man’s cruel bent. The world has changed for her. Silently, in her mind, she begs and pleads to whatever god will listen to change it back.

 Having administered the morning’s whipping, the man takes time to admire the graceful curves of the posterior presented to him. For a moment he considers ravaging it, as he has done many times before. But the morning is late and he has his rounds to make. “Maybe later,” he thinks. Without saying another word to the still supine girl, he turns, unlocks the door and steps out. The unhappy young woman does not move; no one has told her to. She will remain as she is until someone does, bent over on her knees, her forehead to the floor, her red striped, raised rear end proffered to her next visitor.


Chapter One

The Letter

Janice Paterson had been living in the city for over two years. She had moved from the distant heartland after college seeking sophistication, adventure, success. She believed she would find it in the fast-paced urban core of the country, New York City. After being rejected by every glamorous job she applied for, she had finally taken a job at a mid-sized advertising firm. It was either that or waitressing. When she had come to New York, Janice had looked forward to contact with writers, actors and members of the demi-monde of avant-garde society. Instead, she found herself stuck in a dull and boring job, a glorified secretary for the most part. Her only excitement came from fending off the come-ons from the older, mostly married senior and junior account executives.

She was no schoolgirl and before coming to the city had permitted a boyfriend or two the ultimate ecstasy of entry into her secret place. But lovemaking for her was not an aerobic event. She treasured the closeness and cuddly feelings and enjoyed the somewhat muted orgasms she had experienced. She performed dutifully what she considered the rather gross task of tonguing and swallowing the ardent tools of her young beaus. She thought it funny, actually, that she could so easily master their desires by a delicate caress on their thighs, a slow, deliberate drawing down of the zipper and a soft murmur in their ear. Once her lips engulfed their swollen members, they were hers to control.

When she arrived in New York, she had initially let go and partied with some of the other young girls in the office. Gradually, however, she gave up the fast life and in the last few months she had only been out on a couple of dates. She had found it hard to make real friends and the men she met were mostly married, gay or losers. She told herself that she could live without men and sex for the time being as she worked hard to learn as much as she could about the advertising business. An occasional self-administered caress was enough to keep her sexual urges on the back burner. She permitted herself these little twirky orgasms, as weak as a kitten’s sneeze and almost as quick, on a weekly basis, often on a Saturday night, usually after watching a tear jerking romance on DVD. 

This Tuesday evening had begun like over a hundred Tuesdays before with her release from work and a short subway ride uptown to her small three-room apartment. She picked up her mail, as usual, and as she ascended the four flights of stairs to her lodgings, rifled through it absent-mindedly. She could have used the elevator; the building had a dingy passenger elevator in the front foyer and a larger, dingier freight elevator in the back. But Janice preferred the stairs. She was trim, had been an athlete in college. A member of the freshman and sophomore track teams, she had continued a regimen of fitness even after she decided that she needed more time to devote to her studies and gave up organized sports. Team sports such as softball and soccer did not appeal to her. She loved swimming, but her tall, thin body was not built for competitive swimming. And her hair. Long, brown with a reddish streak, she could not have sacrificed it to the demands of speed in the swimming pool.

So she walked the stairs, slowly but steadily, thumbing through the mail as she rose up the steps. Bills, circulars, a letter from her friend Denise and a sort of funny brown envelope marked “Open Immediately” in big red letters. As she entered her tiny apartment, she tossed the circulars in the circular file, placed the bills on the small table by the door and put Denise’s letter in her pocket. This she would read in her bath. She was about to toss the brown envelope with the demanding instruction in the waste can when she hesitated. Mmmmm, she thought, maybe I’ll check this out later. I’ll find out what’s so damn important in the world of junk mail. Taking a step or two into the apartment, she thought again, Nah, who needs more insurance/credit cards/ collectables or whatever they’re selling anyhow. She turned and tossed the envelope into the can.

Janice quickly microwaved a hot cup of Orange Pekoe tea and proceeded to run her bath, being careful to add in a few measured drops of body oil. She loved to make her skin soft and smooth, and the oil and hot water seemed to relax her just right. She stripped off the summer dress and placed the letter and her tea on the chair next to the tub. Tossing aside her dainty under things, she stepped in the tub slowly, but deliberately. As she eased her body down, she uttered a soft sigh, not unlike the sigh exuded during the sexual act when her lower place was finally entered by a sturdy male member, soft and slow, as she liked it.

Having braved the steaming, slightly stinging heat of the water, she relaxed. After a minute or two of almost stupefied languor, she stretched out her arm absent mindedly to retrieve her cup of tea. Slowly sipping the steaming brew, her decompression was complete. She put the tea down and leaned back, prepared to drift lazily into a trance like state. Her hands lay lightly on her lean stomach, rubbing gently in a slow, circular motion. The hot oily water made her skin soft and tingly. Inevitably, her hands fell lower, pulled down by their own weight. Finally, they found what her mind had unconsciously sought, the center of her desire.

At first, her hands gently stroked the inside of her thighs, her fingers running lightly over the sides of her generous mons. Mmmm, she thought, it’s not Saturday, but it feels so good. As if of their own volition, her fingers found her pouting lips. Gently pushing them apart, her right hand found its customary place, stroking the narrow slit between. Her left sought a more specific spot, the tiny button above.

She took her time, feeling the warmth of her rising lust spread throughout her body. From time to time, one hand or the other would leave its loving task to rise and caress her now passion engorged nipples. Panting, she could feel the juices rise within her. Frightened of her own sexual urgency, she backed off, slowing her approach to the mountaintop. No earth moving orgasms for her. Control, that was her polestar.

When she could wait no longer, she allowed the pressure to build. Her heart started  pounding in her chest, her breasts seemed likely to burst, her hands busily drawing her closer and closer to her goal. When the tide seemed poised to overwhelm her, she tightened her legs around her hands, clutching her sex, holding the passion in. Her whole body tensed as she steeled her muscles against the threatened onslaught. Her back arched, her face pulled tightly into a grimace. Finally she climaxed, her body twitching in resistance, reducing what could have been to a few small impulses of pleasure.

When the spasms subsided, she slowly relaxed. Whew, she thought, that was nice. She had almost given in, but her will had overborne her physical sensations. The result was as if she had been through a wrestling match with herself; tired, at ease, yet physically somehow not quite satisfied.

Janice let herself drift a while, letting the warm water finish the job that her self ministrations had begun. When she finally felt fully at peace physically, she opened her eyes. The room was somehow friendlier, the hazy steam settling about her like a warm blanket. She remembered her tea and reached out and took a generous gulp. Placing the cup back on the chair, she spied the letter from Denise. 

After carefully drying her hands on the towel draped across the nearby chair, Janice picked up the letter. Funny, she thought, she had not been able to get Denise on the phone for several weeks. Normally, they spoke once or twice a week, girl talk, mostly, a great way of letting off the tensions of being a poor girl in the city. Of course, Denise was in a different city, clear across the continent. 

They had both fled the stifling confines of their small Ohio town, but in different directions. Denise to L.A., Janice to New York. But they had both sought the same things:  bright lights, big city. 

Denise was the more “artsy-fartsy” of the two and longed for the golden screen. She had gotten a job in a talent agency, entry level of course, and had learned a hundred ways to make coffee. She had told Janice of her “relationships” with the stars and would-be stars, all of whom shared a common quality. They all were assholes. The men, when they deigned to speak to her at all, had that tell-tale, ‘wouldn’t you like to fuck me?’ look in their eyes. The women barely even saw Denise, looked right through her, as if she were some kind of handmaiden.

Janice and Denise had shared the details of their love life too. In spite of her disdain for the self-absorbed, conceited pretty boys who came through the office seeking stardom, Denise had found a few attractive enough to see what they could do for her under the sheets. It was mostly disappointing, but one or two had rung her bell. They were not keepers, however, and Denise had been happy enough when their attentions focused back on themselves or to the job of fucking someone who could actually help their careers. Denise had even succumbed to the seductions of one of the lady would-bes, something that had initially shocked Janice, but not enough to stop her from drawing out every little detail from her friend. The affair had been as short lived as all the others, especially as Denise had discovered that a plastic “Steely Dan” could not compare to the hot, throbbing real thing. On the other hand, the lady did give good head.

So Janice was happy to finally get some news from Denise. Janice had called Denise’s agency a couple of times, only to be told that Denise was “on assignment”, “on vacation” or “out”. Denise had phoned back, but only to leave vague, terse messages on Janice’s machine. The last one had been about two weeks ago and Janice was beginning to think that the continent which separated them was going to prove too far a distance to sustain their friendship. But now, a letter. Cool.

Janice carefully tore open the side of the envelope and let Denise’s letter slip out. Not what she would call a missive. A single one sided sheet of writing. Janice suppressed her disappointment and read the graceful cursive script, which was Denise’s typical handiwork:

Janice,

I’m sorry I have not been able to speak to you in the last couple of months. I have been very busy and tied up in a new project. I can’t tell you much about it only that it has taken up all my attention. My new employers are looking for more single women like you and me to fill out their requirements. It’s an unusual opportunity for you to see a whole new side of life. If you are interested, you should respond to the circular they will be sending you. It will probably come in the mail the same day as this letter. If you call the number in the circular, you can be sure that all of your financial problems will be in the past.

I have to go now but I’m sure we’ll have some contact in the near future.

Love, Denise.

P.S. Don’t forget to act right away!

Janice was puzzled by the terse letter Denise had written. While Denise was not a prolific writer, the few letters she had sent had been filled with the minutiae of her life, more like a stream of consciousness picture of her heart. The letters had been warm and funny, but this one was like a business letter, cold and empty of real content. It almost seemed like a form letter. And Denise never ended her letters “Love, Denise”. All of her letters had ended with an endearing inscription, “Your best friend” or “Your partner in adventure” or something like that.

Well, although they had talked many times over the last two years, they were many miles apart and maybe they were both going through changes that would eventually leave their friendship behind. Apparently this new job or whatever it was had taken all of Denise’s free time. She had always been one to throw herself into new things.

Janice placed the letter aside and completed her ablutions in the bath. After drying herself, rubbing some of that deliciously smelling powder on her intimates, and a long session with the dryer on her hair, she was ready for some dinner. She donned a silky robe and went to the kitchenette off of the small dining room. The apartment was typically small, as New York rents were atrocious. But she loved the view from her living area and the unusually large bedroom. And, oh, closets, there were closets.

After broiling her small filet of skinless chicken (no frying for the weight conscious), steaming a small piece of broccoli and boiling a smattering of whole wheat noodles, Janice sat at the small dining room table and flipped on the television. The news was boring, the talk shows were boring and the movies were boring. Well, it was just background noise anyway. She remembered then the envelope she had tossed in the waste can. “Open Immediately!” Janice wondered if that was the envelope that Denise had talked about in her letter. Well, if she wanted to know more about what Denise was up to, she should read it.

Janice retrieved the oversized brown envelope from the hallway trashcan and returned to her dinner. She opened the envelope and read its contents as she carefully masticated her “diet delight”.

Inside was a single 8 ½ x 11” page of glossy paper, oversized to match the envelope. Across the top in a banner headline was the words “ONCE IN A LIFETIME…..” There was a picture of a trio of happy women holding hands and marching towards the viewer. All of the women were beautiful with long, flowing hair, wearing short colorful clingy dresses that showed off their long and tanned legs.

Underneath the picture, again in banner headlines “FINANCIAL SECURITY CAN BE YOURS!” Janice read the blue-colored text that ran below the banner:

“Yes, lifetime financial security can be yours! An international company is seeking talented and vibrant young women to act as representatives in worldwide trade. Lifetime financial security guaranteed. Our client demands the most loyal and personable employees to assist in the marketing of its worldwide products and services. Significant training provided at our modern facilities. Call today.”

The advertisement went on for a few more paragraphs touting the benefits of financial security and lamenting the need for absolute confidentiality. No substance though. Not even the name of the company. Just an “800” number to call “day or night”.

Janice pondered the ad and wondered what the hell this could be all about. It was hard to believe that it was a legitimate offer. She was all too aware of the implications of things too good to be true. Nothing was as simple as this ad suggested. And oddly, there didn’t seem to be any company name in the ad. But then again, if Denise was doing it and had written to her about it, wasn’t it worth a little phone call? The ad stated that, “All calls are strictly confidential.” And, “All it takes is one phone call.” Well, maybe tomorrow.

The next day was a more than typical day at the office for Janice. The telephone was ringing off of the hook, her boss, that asshole, yelled at her for screwing up an appointment and it rained all day. When she got home to her apartment, she was beat and depressed. More bills in the mail, more ads. She hesitated before taking her normal four-story trek. The weight of the day seemed to bore down on her and she decided to forgo her regimen this day. Tomorrow, she’d do the stairs, but just this once, she needed to rest and recuperate from the day’s depressing events.

Janice walked off of the elevator and lunged into her apartment. This was her sanctuary, her walls like the battlements of a castle. She could recuperate here.

Again, somewhat out of character, Janice decided to have a small glass of wine before her bath. Better than tea, she thought. She pulled the cork from a bottle of Merlot she had been saving for a special event and poured herself a nice glassful. Walking the short distance to her small living area, she plopped herself down on the sofa/futon she had bought many months ago to serve a dual purpose as furniture and guest bed. After taking a long drink from the delicate stemware, she sat back and just sighed. This fucking job is going nowhere fast, she thought.  One more day like this and I’ll open one of these windows and leap out.

Janice picked up the remote and clicked on the stereo. A nice soothing CD, the mystical notes of Emmett Charles on the sax, wafted out to her. Mmmm, she thought, that’s more like it. She put down the glass and reached behind her, lifting her hips. Grabbing the elastic waistband of her pantyhose, she pulled it down over her hips and then down her long, well trimmed legs. She hated pantyhose, but garter belts and such were such a pain. And the nylons did accentuate the shapeliness of her legs well. “What self respecting girl would go out without good stockings,” she thought.

She tossed the pantyhose aside and reached for another pull on the wine. She was beginning to feel human again. She closed her eyes and drifted as the music washed over her. Those high saxophone notes seemed to pierce her. She was beginning to feel that warm and fuzzy feeling. Rubbing her hands over her thighs, and between them, she looked forward to her bath. Two days in a row? Well why not, she thought.

After about twenty minutes, long enough for several cuts off of Emmett Charles’s latest and long enough to finish off the Merlot in her glass, Janice arose from the couch. She was slightly tipsy from three glasses of wine and edgy from horniness, the result of an absentminded, but steady, caress of her sex. The combination of a wine buzz and a sex buzz made her laconic, but with a heightened awareness. 

Janice walked by the dining room table and retrieved the Merlot bottle for recorking. As she did, she spotted the circular from the day before. It lay half hidden on the table, covered with today’s disappointing mail. Janice picked it up. Looking again at the smiling face of the models on the brochure she said to herself, “Well, why the fuck not?”

After a day like today, Janice was willing to grasp at straws. Maybe a new opportunity is just what she needed. She was going nowhere fast at Grayson’s Advertising. Her boss, Mr. Jennings was a pain in the ass, always coming on to her. He had piled tons of work on her, even forcing her to sign and submit his expense vouchers. He did all the traveling and each time he returned Janice had to trot down to bookkeeping, turn in his voucher and bring the $300 or $400 dollars in expense cash back to him. Why the company still dealt in cash was a wonder to her, but it was a symptom of its backwardness. Enough was enough.

Summoning up her courage, Janice dialed the 800 number on the cover of the brochure. Janice didn’t like speaking to strangers, especially on the phone. She felt a little bit better about calling since she thought that she would probably get a recording instructing her to call during business hours. She was surprised when she heard an operator’s voice answer the third ring with “Enterprises”. 

The voice was almost mechanical, possibly even a recording. This was not a good start. Janice almost returned the telephone to its cradle. She looked at the happy women on the brochure and determined to proceed. “Hello, I’m calling about the circular on the employment opportunity…” Janice didn’t really know how else to describe it. 

The voice seemed to respond to her question, “Please state the name of the person who referred you”.

Janice felt funny about giving information to what seemed to be a machine. Well, Denise had written about the job and they obviously already knew about her since she worked there. Janise answered, “Denise Thrombly”.

The machine responded, “Please hold”.

There was a whirring sound in the phone and several clicks. This time a male voice answered. A male voice with a slight accent, perhaps Japanese or Chinese. Anyway, this voice was live. “Is this Ms. Janice Peterson?”

Janice was somewhat taken aback. But then again, if it was an efficient company, they would have a record of who had been referred by Denise. They would even probably have caller ID. Well, so much for privacy. Janice hesitatingly said, “Yes”.

The male voice continued. “Do you desire to apply for a position?”

Janice again, surprised at the directness of the question, hesitated. Did she want to apply? Well, she had called, hadn’t she? But…. Janice spoke softly into the telephone, “Well, I read your brochure and I…”

“Please Ms. Peterson, I need to know whether you wish to apply for a position with our organization.”

Janice replied, “I don’t know, what jobs are available?”

“Please, Ms. Peterson, all that information will be made available to you. What I need to know is do you wish to apply for a position?”

Janice let a few moments pass. There was silence on the line. She reviewed briefly in her mind the consequences of saying yes. If they searched her references it might get back to her boss and she could be fired. Well, who gave a shit about that? There were plenty of dead end jobs in this town. And she could always turn down anything that was offered to her, couldn’t she?

“Y-yes, okay, yes, I’d like to apply.” Janice said hesitatingly.

The voice quickly responded. “Your application is accepted. Please review the notice that will be sent to you for receipt tomorrow. Please comply with its instructions.”

“No, no, you don’t understand…I…,” Janice stammered into the phone. But the voice had already disconnected.

Well, that was weird, Janice thought. The voice said that her application was accepted. Did that mean that they were acknowledging her application and would get back to her or did it mean that she was accepted into the job? But how could either be true if she didn’t give the voice any information? 

Anyway, she thought, who would want to work for a strange organization like that? And it was creepy that they knew her name as soon as she called. Another one of those offers too good to be true.

The next day, Janice followed her daily routine without deviation. Off to work, back to home. As she brought in the mail, she noticed a small envelope addressed to her with a New York postmark. Holding the envelope up to the light, she saw that it contained a small card. Janice pretty much knew what it was. It was that awful job thing. She tossed the envelope into the garbage.

In the morning, Janice was just leaving her apartment building to walk to the subway stop two blocks away when she saw a limousine parked just opposite her doorway. A slight, Asian gentleman was standing there. He wore a limo driver’s getup, cap and all. He seemed to recognize her as she stepped onto the sidewalk.

“Missy, I am driver, please get in car,” the man said politely. 

Janice stopped and looked at him strangely. Then it hit her, this was from that odd company. The envelope last night probably told her that someone would be by to pick her up. She really should have called them and told them to forget it, but who would have expected this?

“Ah, no thanks” Janice told the driver. “I’m not going, but thanks anyway.”

The driver seemed disturbed by Janice’s statement. He stepped forward to her. Janice noticed that the man’s slight build hid a well-muscled and well toned body. The man moved like a cat. He got just a little too close for Janice’s comfort. “You must come. You have been accepted. I am to take you for your training.”

