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  I drove up to the speaker set on the post and opened my window. Taking a deep breath I pressed the red button by the speaker grille and heard a beep.




  Nothing happened. I waited a few moments and was just getting ready to press it again when a female voice asked, “Yes?”




  I cleared my throat and said, “Hello, I sent the email. I’m, er… here for the job.”




  “Which one?”




  I quickly looked around to check if anyone was in earshot. No-one was.




  “The maid one,” I said almost in a whisper.




  “Ok. Are you dressed for the vacancy?”




  I’d never gone out dressed before. On the way here I was in an almost constant panic that someone would see me or recognise my car and wonder who it was driving it. Maybe even report it stolen with some strange female behind the steering wheel, then the cops would come along and my secret would be exposed. I was good at worrying, but I had to be here.




  I quickly looked round again.




  “Um, yes.”




  “Good. In you come. I’ll send someone to meet you. Park by the side of the house.”




  “Thank you.”




  The speaker beeped again and the wrought iron gates smoothly swung open. I drove through, tyres crunching on a gravel drive with small lights either side showing the way. As it was evening I could only that there were a lot of trees.




  The driveway wound round and then, just as it had been planned, the house dramatically came into view. It was a large mansion, with a large front door flanked by tall white columns. Steps led up to it from both sides.




  Expensive-looking cars lined up in front of it. But the voice said I was to park by the side, so I continued past them. I was kind of glad as my car definitely wasn’t as expensive and would have stood out like a sore thumb.




  More cars, looking like those in my price-range, were round by the side and I crunched to a stop by a tree.




  I turned the engine off and the interior light on and checked my make-up. Eye-shadow? fine. Eye-lashes? fine. Lippy? Needs a touch-up. I opened my bag on the passenger seat and found the coloured lip-gloss. Opening it I carefully smoothed it on – I didn’t want to make a mistake and have to start all over again. Hair? Nicely held in a loose ponytail, with lovely soft waves. I’d been growing it for a while and if anyone mentioned its length I just said that I was in a band. Luckily no-one took me up on it. I pinned the white maid cap to it and made sure I looked as beautiful as possible.




  There wasn’t much else to do and I didn’t want to keep whoever it was meeting me waiting, so I opened my door, swung my stockinged legs out into the chill air, and swapped my driving sneakers for shiny black stilettos.




  Carefully I held on to the side of the car and stood up, stilettos were never meant for gravel drives and I didn’t want to fall and get holes in my nylons. Or maybe even hurt myself.




  A far less fancy door was at ground level on the side of the building. I guessed this was, as in ancient times, the staff entrance. With my small bag in hand and after locking my car I carefully headed towards it. My knee-length black mac utterly failed to keep the cool evening air from finding my bare flesh between sticking tops and short French maid skirt. It was a toss-up between being careful and freezing, or speeding up and falling flat on my satin-encased ass.




  A light came on, by motion sensor or someone peeking out I didn’t know. I was grateful for it though to show me the best places to put my stilettos.
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