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Chapter One

 


 


Maggie, an attractive young woman in her
early 20s, came out of the elevator in the law library where she
worked pushing a book cart that was filled with legal books that
had been deposited overnight in the book drop in the library’s
parking lot. She was a reference librarian, and this wasn’t usually
one of her duties, but several of her coworkers were home on
Christmas vacation and she had to fill in for them, doing the work
of two or three library assistants in addition to her own duties.
Her regular job as reference librarian involved helping patrons
with their legal research, but at 8:15 that morning, she had to
shelve the books from the book drop in addition to inserting pocket
parts into a slot in the back covers of each volume of West’s
Annotated California Codes.

The director of the library wanted the
library staff to look professional, so there was a strict dress
code. The men who worked there had to wear suits and ties and the
women had to wear dresses or skirts, heels, and nylons. That day,
Maggie was wearing a grey pencil skirt, a blue cashmere pullover
sweater, and grey 3-inch-high heels.

All the usual customers were there—people who
lined up outside before the library opened so that they could use
the public computers, homeless people who wanted to hang out all
day and evening so they could escape the winter weather, lawyers
who didn’t have the legal books that the law library had, students
doing research, and members of the public who wanted to do such
things as fight their traffic tickets or learn their rights when
their landlords threatened to evict them.

Maggie shelved the books that were in the
book drop and began inserting pocket parts into the back slots of
each volume of the California codes. She had to squat down to reach
the books on the bottom shelves, and it was quite a balancing act
for her in her high heels. She felt awkward and vulnerable and
hoped nobody was watching her. When she came to the volumes with
the Penal Code sections, she felt a tap on her shoulder and
startled, turned quickly around and lost her balance, ending up
flat on her back with her legs slightly spread apart and showing
the garters that held up the stockings that she had just bought at
Victoria’s Secret. She quickly put her legs together and then
looked up to see a man in his 30s who had been stalking her.

Trying to keep her voice down so she wouldn’t
disturb the library patrons who were nearby in the reading area,
she asked him, “How did you find out where I work?”

“You weren’t hard to find. I’m on jury duty
and saw you walking through the courthouse so I followed you
here.”

“I told you to stop trying to get ahold of
me. Do I have to get a restraining order?”

He acted taken aback and defensively raised
his palms in front of his chest as if he was surrendering to the
police after being told that he was under arrest. “You don’t have
to do that, Maggie. I wasn’t trying to find you. I just saw you at
the courthouse. It was completely random.”

“Why’d you follow me here?”

“I don’t mean any harm. It’s just that you
look so sexy and irresistible. When I came here and saw you
squatting down in that pencil skirt you’re wearing, I couldn’t help
myself. I just had to say hi.”

She wished that she could wear sweats and a
tee shirt to work instead of having to get all dressed up, but the
library director wanted the staff to make a good impression in case
any of the library’s board of trustees popped by for a visit.

He offered to help her stand up, but she told
him to leave her alone and he left in a huff. A young college
student named Jason overheard them and came over to where she was
lying on the floor.

“Are you all right? he asked. “Do you need
help getting up? Here. Take my hand.”

She grabbed it and was unsteady on her feet
when she stood and ended up facing him with her hands on his
shoulders for balance.

“This is so embarrassing,” she told him.

“Don’t be embarrassed. Are you going to be
okay if I let go of you?”

“Yes. I think so.” She managed to balance
herself on her high heels and then smiled sheepishly at him.

He told her, “I couldn’t help but notice that
guy giving you a hard time. Do you want me to stick around in case
he comes back?”

She was touched and instantly attracted to
him. Wanting to tell him, “My hero,” instead, she asked, “Why are
you at the library? Is there anything I can help you find?”

“Well…my parents want me to be their powers
of attorney. I thought I could find a book to help me learn how to
do it.”

“The library has a few self-help books that
can help you. They’re designed for the layman.”

“Good. All these legal books are kind of
intimidating.”

“I know what you mean. Follow me.”

They walked across the reading room until she
found one of the books she was looking for and handed it to him.
“This should help you. I used it myself when I was helping my
grandparents do their powers of attorney.”

“Thank you.”

He didn’t get very much legal research done
because he had trouble taking his eyes off her. He stayed at the
library until 10:00 in the morning and then had to leave to go to
his Introduction to Western Art class in college. He watched her
get back in the elevator with the empty book truck she’d been
pushing, and then he left without getting the chance to tell her
goodbye.


Chapter Two

 


 


The next day, Maggie went to work at her
other job. She was a phone sex operator at a company named Call Me.
She thought it was easy money and needed the additional income to
pay off her college loans.

Before leaving for work, she put on black
sweatpants and a black long-sleeved tee-shirt that had the words
Hell on Wheels in red emblazoned across her breasts. She grabbed
the latest issue of Victoria Magazine, wanting something to read
while she plied her trade.

After greeting the receptionist at work, she
took her place in her cubicle and waited for an incoming call. She
looked at all the articles about Christmas in her Victoria
Magazine, noticed the recipe for plum pudding, and wrote down the
ingredients to make it.

Her phone rang and she heard the voice of a
younger man on the other end of the phone who asked, “Hi. How are
you doing?”

“I’m fine. Who am I talking to?”

“I’m Jason. Umm…that is the first time I’ve
ever done anything like this.”

“Don’t be shy, Jason. I’m not going to bite,”
she teased him and continued to write down the ingredients to make
plum pudding.

“I don’t usually do things like this,” he
told her.

“That’s okay, honey. Nothing to feel shy
about. How can I help you today?”

“I don’t know how to begin this. Maybe you
should say something.”

She took a sip of her coffee and called to
mind the canned script she knew by heart that her boss had given
her on her first day of work. She asked Jason, “Are you
masturbating right now? It’s okay if you are. It really turns me
on.”

He hesitated before admitting, “I want to do
it with you.”

She tried to sound sexy while she thumbed
through her magazine, just as she usually did when taking calls
such as this one. She told him, “I’d like to watch you stroke
yourself, baby. That’s my kink.”

“Is that why you do this for a living?”

“Well, sure. It’s easy money since I like
doing it anyway.”

“My girlfriend would never do this with
me.”

“That’s too bad. She sounds frigid. What are
you doing with her?”

“Her Mom’s really religious. She told her
masturbating was a sin. I wanted my girlfriend to do it. That way
she’d know how she likes sex and would be more responsive.”

“She can’t come?”

“No. I’m starting to take it personally.”

“I’m sure it has nothing to do with you,
honey. She sounds like a prude. What are you doing hanging around
with her, anyway? Where’d you meet her?”

“I met her at church.”

“Oh, I see,” she answered, starting to get
bored and looking at the pictures of decorated Christmas trees in
her magazine.

He told her, “So, anyway…that’s why I’m
calling.”

“Cuz you want me to be your girlfriend?”

“No. I don’t want to even think about
her.”

“You want me to be your secret lover?”

“Yeah. Something like that.”

“I’d like to be, Jason.”

“Talk to me. Tell me about yourself.”

“I’d rather talk about you.”

“Okay. That’s cool. What do you want to
know?”

“What do you do when you’re not taking these
calls?”

She was surprised that he didn’t want to have
phone sex right away. She was getting paid by the minute and the
longer they talked, the more money she made.

“I work in a library.”

“Really? Which one?”

“I’d rather not say. Sorry.”

“That’s okay. I understand. I don’t want to
invade your privacy.”

“Thanks.”

“Have you ever been a prostitute?”

“Yes. My high school boyfriend told me about
older guys who paid to have sex with teenagers. It seemed easy
enough.”

She didn’t tell him that she always worried
that her customers might get violent or ask for more than she was
willing to give them. Then there was the danger of her customers
stalking her and finding out where she lived. Things came to a head
when one of her customers showed up at her doorstep and demanded
that she let him inside her house. When he refused to take no for
an answer, she threatened to call the police on him. He got scared
after her threat and told her, “You don’t have to worry about me
ever coming around here and bothering you again.” He took it
personally and with fire in his eyes and on the verge of tears, he
told her, “Because you are never going to
see me again.”

When she told him, “Just go,” he answered,
“Bye, you crazy bitch.” It was then that she realized some of her
customers were getting too emotionally attached to her.

After that scary experience, she found her
current job as a phone sex operator which paid women and men to
simulate the sex act with the person on the other end of the phone.
Operators such as herself were paid more money the longer they kept
their customers on the phone. A receptionist answered the customer
calls first, took down their credit card information, and then
directed them to one of the ladies or men who would supply them
with the turn-on for which they were paying.

On the other end of the phone, Jason sounded
eager to get to know her better and there was a part of her that
was touched. She thought that he was more comfortable asking her
questions about herself rather than quickly getting to the phone
sex part which was fine with her. She had all day. The clock was
ticking, and it was his dime.

She pushed aside the magazine she’d been
reading and lit a cigarette, ready to kick back, and hopefully have
a long conversation with him and stretch out the phone call as long
as possible.

He asked her, “How old are you?”

“I’m 24. How old are you?”

“I’m 19.”

“What color are your eyes?”

“They are teal colored. A mix between green
and blue.”

“Sounds pretty.”

“What color are your eyes?”

“Brown.” He cleared his throat before asking,
“What color is your hair?”

“Brown with blonde highlights. What color is
your hair?”

“Brown...How tall are you?”

“Five foot eight.”

“How tall are you?”

“Six foot two.”

“You’re tall. I like tall guys.”

“Then I hope you’ll like me.”

“So far, so good.”

“Do you go to college?”

“I graduated.”

“Really? Where did you go?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“I understand. I don’t want to invade your
privacy.”

“I appreciate it.”

“What was your major?”

“I have a master’s degree in library science
and a bachelor’s in English literature.”

“Impressive. You must like to read.”

“I like to write, too.”

“What do you write?”

“Short stories.”

“Have any of them been published?”

“Nah. All I get are rejection slips.”

“Well, you just keep hanging in there. I’m
sure your stories are really well-written.”

She smiled. “You’re sweet. Thanks for your
vote of confidence.”

“I’m a first-year Liberal Arts major.”

“That’s interesting. So, do you go to art
museums a lot?”

“Yes. I just saw the Picasso Exhibit at the
Norman Simon Museum in Pasadena. Have you ever been there?”

“Yes. A few times.”

“I love the garden there. I also
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