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    Linzi’s feeling good about herself. It’s not the best job she’s ever had, but getting any job is a lucky break in these times and she’s pleased to be earning again.




    Greg, the manager, is the one who interviewed her and who greets her when she arrives. He seems a laid-back kind of guy, maybe in his 40s but casually dressed – suit and shirt but no tie, and looks like he runs or swims or works out regularly. ‘It’s not rocket science,’ he says. ‘Basically you’ll be logging deliveries, taking orders, giving them to the warehouse and then collecting their paperwork on what got sent where so Becky Jane can tie it in with the invoices. You might get roped in on some of the stock checks but Becky Jane will fill you in on the details.’




    He seems to put a little more stress than necessary on the words “roped in”.




    He points Linzi in Becky Jane’s direction. She’s in the middle of the warehouse talking to a guy sitting on a forklift.




    The warehouse is huge, unpainted brick with a concrete floor and metal girders supporting the roof. The goods are stacked on massive shelving units at least twice Linzi’s height.




    First impressions: Becky Jane is maybe late 20s. Blonde out of a bottle, with streaks of red and purple in her shoulder-length hair. Tall and skinny, accentuated by high heels. Her pose, one leg turned out slightly, leaning in conspiratorially and her hand resting on the back of his seat, suggests intimacy. Is she, Linzi wonders, a professional tease or are they sleeping together?




    And she’s dressed like an 18-year-old about to go out clubbing, in a clingy turquoise mini dress that Linzi herself would tag as Not Safe For Work. This contrasts with Linzi’s own first-day-at-work conservative knee-length skirt, plain white cotton top and bolero jacket.




    Becky Jane spots her, beckons her over. ‘You must be the new office slave,’ she says cheerfully. ‘Everyone calls me BJ’ is her follow-up. She introduces the warehouse guy on the forklift, Will, a stringy man in his 20s with floppy dark hair and a pleasant smile. Will shakes her hand and says he’s pleased to meet her. He’s wearing blue overalls, unbuttoned to the waist to reveal a smooth, hairless chest.




    ‘Let me show you the office,’ BJ says, taking Linzi’s elbow in a familiar way and guiding her to the white-painted breezeblock building-within-a-building, cheerful and comfortable, set into one corner of the much larger unit. The carpet, furniture and computers are thankfully all modern and Linzi finds her way around the stock system on the computer without any problems.




    ‘So what’s going in and out of the warehouse?’ Linzi asks.




    ‘Mostly emporium stuff – lava lamps, incense, inflatable aliens – you name it, we’ve got it. And some of the stock is adult stuff, furry handcuffs and vibrators and leather cuffs.’ The intonation of her voice rises at the end of the sentence. What she really means is something like I hope you’re OK with that.




    Linzi nods sagely. It doesn’t really matter to her what’s in the warehouse, she was just trying to get background information.




    BJ floats in and out of the room, running errands for Greg. Linzi finds a back-order on the system for something that doesn’t show as being in stock. It doesn’t have a description next to it, just a reference code, LXDLB12. The next time BJ comes in, Linzi points it out and BJ says she’ll check up on it.




    Around lunchtime, Greg appears in the doorway.




    ‘I don’t know what you’re planning for lunch – we all tend to do different things. Will gets a burger from the van down the road and I’ve got a press-bench and weights set up at the back of the warehouse – one of the perks of being manager.’




    Linzi wonders what BJ does, but Greg doesn’t say.
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