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CHAPTER ONE

​ The Boss

 


​ I'd worked in retail for years, so I didn't think the toy
store gig would be so weird, and I was glad to get the job. But I
quickly learned that it was not, despite its name, a "toy store"
per se.

Pink Toys sold vibrators, mainly.
Also some other sex toys, marital aids, fleetingly-legal party
drugs and even a bit of old-fashioned non-Internet pornography. I
should have followed my brother's advice and googled it first. But
once I had the job and went in for my first day, I couldn't bear to
go back out looking for another one. I hate job-searching with a fiery
passion.

It helped that there were no customers at
first. The store hadn't opened yet, and I unpacked boxes with three
other young women. We got to know each other and the products
without the distraction of the clientele, or even the owner for
that matter.

The owner was Paula Dillinger, who showed up
midway through our first day -- we negotiated the job through
email, and she told us to show up and unpack boxes as they were
delivered. She was a strong, neat woman in a dark suit,
surprisingly conservative for a dildoshop-owner. I later learned
that she already owned a male stripping and escort agency, so her
conservative clothing was even more surprising in that
regard.

Paula was attractive, in a cruel, haughty,
fashionable way. She wore little makeup, but what little she had
on, she wore well, and she had a certain plastic surgery-aided
ageless quality -- not young, not old, but somewhere in that
roughly twenty-five to fifty-five years range.

After introductions, she watched us work,
examining the store and the products herself. She was judgmental in
her eyes, but didn't say a word. She just went from person to
person, first me, then the pretty redhead Michelle, then the portly
black girl Laisha, looking down on each of us in turn.

She only stopped when a loud knock rang
through the store. It was a handsome black man in a light brown
suit. Paula let him in, and he tried to kiss her but she faced away
as though it was simply too much of a bother. He smiled at us with
a big dimpled grin.

"Hi ladies," he said. He turned to Paula. "You
shouldn't have hired so many hot chicks. The customers will feel
intimidated."
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