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      Hi! I’m Britney Roy and I have another update.

      I started my new job today! I prepped in advance. I woke up early. I wore my best new-to-me dark suit, put my hair up.

      I’m determined to make a great impression.

      And I DO make an impression.

      Unfortunately, it is NOT a good one.
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      It’s Monday, too early in the freakin’ morning.

      This is the day I start my new job at The Dane Agency.

      I celebrated into the wee hours with Jacquie, Justin, and Seth, my roommates.

      And when I finally did go to bed, did I sleep?

      No. I did not.

      I stayed awake, staring up at the ceiling, imagining work conversations and other scenarios in my mind so I can be super witty at my new job, craft a great first impression, and make Max, my new boss’s boss and the man I’m in a secret relationship with, proud of me.

      The alarm on my phone rings and I haven’t slept more than a half hour.

      But I’m not tired.

      I’m excited.

      The new job is, yes, still a job. That sucks. But it pays fantastically well.

      And I’ll see Max during the day. He’ll be in his extremely serious big boss mode, a complete buzzkill as his sister calls him, and I find this prospect strangely…intriguing.

      I get ready, donning the more conservative boxy suit. It was worn during interviews but only partially as I had loaned Tala aka naked girl my jacket. I figure no one will recognize the full suit.

      Heck, I’m lucky if people remember me.

      Period.

      Even with my freaky eyes and my height, I’m often forgotten.

      Not today though. I bounce out of the closet I call my bedroom. Today, my rehearsed wit and hard work ethic will make me memorable

      Seth is face down on the couch. He isn’t working hard at anything. The Yeti is snoring.

      Jacquie and Justin’s bedroom door is closed. They are likely still asleep also.

      Only I’m up. And my stomach is fluttering from nerves.

      But I force myself to eat a piece of butter-slathered toast because I don’t know when the company-supplied lunch will happen.

      And I don’t want to pass out from hunger or have my stomach announce my presence with loud grumbles. That would be embarrassing.

      As I’m stuffing my pie hole, I glance out the window.

      It’s raining.

      Because, of course, it is.

      I sigh.

      Rain has been the default weather thus far this summer.

      This creates a problem because I don’t have a jacket that will fit over my extra wide suit.

      Seth has a trench coat that might work. I look in his direction. But I don’t want to wake him. Especially as he’s nowhere near to 100% onboard about my new job. He’s not even 10% onboard. The Yeti thinks I’m making a terrible mistake. And I’d rather not hear that. Again. Right now.

      An umbrella is also not an option. Because all our umbrellas have been missing since Jacquie’s participation in the controversial ‘It’s Raining Men’ cheer routine.

      I don’t know where they have gone. I suspect I don’t want to know.

      The only choice I have left is to run for it.

      Which, after grabbing my overstuffed messenger bag, I do.

      The rain is, thankfully, light on the speedy trek to the first bus stop.

      By the time bus #1 arrives, I’m damp but my hair remains in its Dutch braid and I feel good about my prospects for the day.

      It’s rush hour. There’s only standing room on this bus. I don’t get a seat and I’m too near others for comfort but I’m not pressed against them.

      I can do this.

      As I’m thinking this, a lady shakes her umbrella.

      And I get hit with some of that spray.

      She apologizes. That’s the Canadian way.

      “It’s okay.” I give her an accepting smile. This is the expected Canadian response.

      Moments pass. We politely ignore each other.

      Until I get off that bus to change to another.

      Which isn’t anywhere in view.

      And the second bus stop shelter is packed with commuters.

      Only half of me fits under the overhang and the rain is a little more intense.

      I get wetter and wetter. I’m also dang cold.

      But, I tell myself, if the bus arrives soon and I get to the office a bit early, my hair should be dry by the time I have to meet with everyone.

      No one will know my clothes are damp unless they hug me.

      The Dane Agency is super formal. I doubt any hugging will happen.

      Bus #2 finally shows up, nearing splashing me in the process.

      This bus is wall-to-wall people. It’s looking like a vacuum sealed can of commuters, ready to burst at the slightest provocation. Faces are squished against steamed-up windows. Everyone is looking wet and miserable.

      The driver tells me there’s no more room.

      I’m scrawny, however, and I don’t plan to wait in the increasingly intense rain for the next sure-to-be as busy bus. I lower my messenger bag to shin level and am able to slide between a burly construction worker and a two-phone-juggling suit-wearing middle-aged woman.

      The driver shrugs, closes the door on the next person’s face and jerks the bus forward.

      The middle-aged woman drops one of her phones.

      She bumps me as she bends to retrieve it.

      I slam against the construction worker.

      He shifts his stance and plants one of his steel-toed boots on my leatherish-clad toes.

      I yelp.

      He grunts and moves his foot.

      I wiggle my toes, trying to reduce the pain.

      Then I do the big city thing and pretend like I’m alone in the crowded space for the rest of the bus ride.

      While I’m uncomfortably aware all of me is pressed against all of them. I can smell the coffee fumes on the construction worker’s breath. I can feel the middle-aged woman’s left butt cheek jiggle when she laughs.

      This is hell, a wet, cold, people-packed hell.

      As I’m thinking it can’t get much worse, the tap, tap, tap of rain on the bus’s roof increases in tempo and loudness until it’s a near-deafening roar.

      And we’re approaching my stop.

      I turn to face the front and I cringe. The windshield wipers are working at full speed yet they can’t keep up with the rain.

      I brace myself for a drenching as I’m getting off the bus.

      Then I make a dash for it. I carry my messenger bag like the football it sort of resembles and I run between people, through puddles, heading toward The Dane Agency’s building.

      My shoes fill with water. Visibility is poor.

      I skid on the sidewalk, almost fall on my butt.

      At the last moment, I’m able to correct myself and I continue moving.

      I could have walked. Because the result would have been the same.

      I reach the doors and I’m soaked to the bone. Water streams down the back of my neck, along my spine. I’m freezing, cold all the way through. I can no longer feel my toes.

      The one bright spot in this disastrous morning is…

      There’s no escaping the rain. Everyone inside the building should be equally wet. I won’t be the only one looking like I’ve been through the spin cycle of a human washing machine.

      I square my soggy shoulders and push my way through the doors.

      One of the security guard triplets eyes me with horror. “Place your items in the bin, Miss.”

      He is completely dry.

      I place my dripping wet messenger bag in the bin. And I walk through the security tunnel.

      A second security guard triplet is waiting on the other side.

      He, too, gazes at me as though I’m drenched with the blood of innocents and not with a little rain.

      He is also completely dry.

      I look around me.

      EVERYONE is dry.

      And they’re all staring at me with expressions ranging from sympathy to dismay to outright disgust.

      Kill me now.

      “It’s raining outside,” I mumble as I collect my misshapen messenger bag.

      “We see that, miss.” The second security guard’s eyes glitter with humor.

      I’m glad someone is amused.

      Because I’m damp and cold and, now, humiliated.

      I trudge to reception. My shoes make a mortifying squishing sound with every step.

      As I progress forward, I glance upward.

      Max isn’t visible. He isn’t standing at a second floor railing, gazing down at me.

      Which is good, I tell myself.

      I must look like a mess.

      This assumption is confirmed as I approach reception.

      There’s a long line to check in.

      But I skip it because everyone steps aside once they see me.

      Like my soaked condition is contagious and they’re afraid they’ll catch it.

      Or maybe they’re afraid I’ll shake myself like a wet dog and ruin their perfect hair.

      This random thought amuses me.

      My smile as I greet Ellie, the receptionist, is genuine. “Good morning, Ellie. I’m meeting with Libitina. This is my first day here.”

      “I heard.” Ellie’s return smile holds some sympathy. “I’m so happy for you, Brits.” She glances down at her screen. “And yes, I see you and some other new employees will be meeting with Libitina.” Her gaze returns to me. Or more specifically to my hair. “She won’t be available for a while. You have plenty of time to freshen up if you wish.”

      “Oh, I wish.” I laugh. “Boy, do I wish. Thank you.”

      She laughs. “I thought you would.” She leans forward slightly and lowers her voice. “Just to let you know, The Dane Agency has indoor parking for employees. You don’t have to park offsite. Ask and it will be arranged for you.”

      “Thank you.” I won’t ask to have that arranged.

      Because I have no car to park.

      I walk toward the restrooms, balancing on the heels of my feet as I move, hoping this will minimize the squishing sound.

      It doesn’t.

      I continue to sound like a swamp monster when I walk.

      But now I also look like the Bride of Frankenstein.

      My attractiveness levels plummet to an all-time low. My confidence levels aren’t much better. And with that⁠—

      The door on my right opens.

      Awareness washes over me. And my heart zings with happiness.

      Max is here!

      But it is tinged with dread.

      Because
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