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The tune I’m whistling comes from a children’s movie. I chuckle as I walk along the sidewalk to the storefront. What can I say? I love my job. How many people can say they absolute love their jobs. Probably not many. I waltz straight to the break room and punch in. Though I have to punch in, I’m still paid commission too. I have a way of fancy talking people into buying the most expensive pieces of clothing on the rack. Another perk of the job are my name-brand clothes. I get to wear what I’m selling and that’s a big perk. They give me a clothing allowance and a nice twenty percent discount.

Mr. Worth, the owner of the department store, makes his rounds almost daily, checking on his employees. He’s very involved in his company and likes knowing each employee by their first name. He walks along the corridor toward the sales floor when I step out of the breakroom.

“Ah, young Micah, how are you doing today?” Mr. Worth asks. He’s probably pushing seventy, but he likes being hip to the current events.

“I’m dandy, Mr. Worth. How are you this fine day?” I ask giving him as much enthusiasm in the question as he gives me.

“That’s why I like you, Micah. You always show an honest gumption to face the day with a smile on your face. I was going over the reports last night and see you brought in the top commissions again, for last quarter. Job well done.” Mr. Worth pats me on the back. I’m used to this as I try my best to be the best in everything I do.

“Thank you, sir,” I say as I walk tall beside my boss.

“Say, when you have a break, drop by my office. I have a few things I’d like to run by you,” Mr. Worth says.

“Yes, sir,” I say. I walk out to my post full of cocky confidence this morning. Why not? My boss man wants to run a few things by me this morning. I can’t help but smile as the customers pour into my department. It’s the men who are looking for outfits that makes them look distinguished and unique. We only sell high-end brands here, so no riff-raff steps foot into the store.

I step into Mr. Worth’s office on my break. I don’t mind using my break to talk to my boss. It’s all good.

“Oh yes, have a seat young Micah,” Mr. Worth says. He’s deep in thought on his computer.

I chuckle over him calling me young. I’m twenty-six years young but I’ve been in the work force since I graduated college over four years ago. Mr. Worth calls everyone young. I think he does it, so he’ll establish the hierarchy even though he tries to be on top of things going on here. One thing is certain for me, I want to be like Mr. Worth when I’m his age.

“Okay, what I’ve been told is we need more equality in the workforce out there. Some people have felt we’re sexist in the way we’ve stacked our departments. Like having Angela working in lingerie.”

Angela is a looker, a petite blonde who has a slender yet curvy body. She’s just right for the position, I think. I nod for Mr. Worth to continue.

“We’d like for certain employees to learn all the departments, whether man or woman and you are one. As a show of being equal, we’re reassigned people to different departments that shows our diversity. For example, we’ve pulled Angela from lingerie and put her in hardware. Do you catch my drift here?” Mr. Worth peers at me waiting for my nod.

“So, you’re putting people in unlikely departments to show diversity? Like Angela in the hardware department?” I ask.

“Precisely. What do you think of that, Micah?”

I shift in my seat. Put on the spot and I want to answer this in a way that Mr. Worth would like to hear. “I think it’s a great idea. Especially a great idea for those you may want to promote to larger areas. The true test will be what the customers think. They want someone knowledgeable about the products in which they are buying,” I say.

“Yes! Yes, you’re catching on. We’re training Angela for hardware. She’s quite a catch,” Mr. Worth says and winks at me.

I furrow my brow. “So, if Angela isn’t in lingerie, who did you promote to that area?”

“Joanie Collins.” Mr. Worth sits back and chuckles as I let that sink in.

“Joanie,” I say and nod with a grin. She’s a tom boy, chopped hair, take charge type. She’s better suited, in my opinion, in the department from which she was pulled, sporting goods. She just looks like the type that would be out on the field with a cap on her head and a whistle in her mouth, and no make-up, of course.

“What do you think of that choice?”

“Well, sir, quite honestly, she’s not one I would have chosen for lingerie,” I say and laugh. “Who’s her double?” Every department in the store has a double, meaning two clerks work the same area. Ironically, I work with an older lady named Sarah in my department.

“That’s the main reason I’ve called you in here, Micah. I’m thinking of offering the position to you,” he says.

I do a doubletake. “You want me to work lingerie with Joanie?” I laugh.

“I want you to spend a season in there, yes. You are one of the main ones we’re looking at a big manager’s promotion in the future. Before we can promote you, we need to see you work all the departments. What do you say about that?” Mr. Worth asks.

I sit forward as adrenalin rushes through my body. I extend my hand to shake. “I say you’ve got a new lingerie sales clerk, sir,” I say.

“Good, good. I knew you’d see it my way. We also need to see how well you work with other employees.”

“I’m sure Joanie and I will get along swimmingly,” I say.

The following day I find myself sitting in a tiny room in front of a small flat screen watching the details of the lingerie department with Joanie by my side. She punches me in the arm when I enter.

“I hear we’re being doubled to sell silk panties,” she says in her gruff tone.

She’s so butchy, I’m almost taken aback by her. If she plans to be a hit with the customers, she needs to soften up and call up the feminine side if she has one.

“Yeah, looks that way,” I say as I focus on the screen.

A model show blooms on the screen, these beautiful women wearing lingerie parade up and down the runway, turning and smiling as the announcer describes the different pieces. I’m definitely in an area where I’m learning something new. Joanie keeps glancing at me judging my reaction to what’s on the screen. I clear my throat and shift on my seat. It’s definitely a visual turn on watching these beautiful women showing off their stacked bodies.

Another punch from Joanie. “I bet you know all about women’s lingerie, don’t you,” she says and hoots.

“Why would you think that?” I ask. I look at her as I’m now annoyed with her outburst at me.

“Yeah, ‘cause you’re a pretty boy and probably likes having the pretty girls on your arm every weekend. I bet there’s a silk robe with her name on it hanging in your bathroom,” she says.

I turn to her and furrow my brow. “No. For one, right now I’m single. For another, I’m sitting here just like you are learning this stuff,” I say and turn back to the screen. score one for me for letting her know I assume she’s as clueless as me.

Joanie reaches up and scratches the side of her head. “You think because I look like this I don’t know about pretty things?”

It’s like she wants to pick a fight with me. I smile. “Not at all. I worked in the men’s clothing department, therefore I know about the men’s clothing. You worked in sporting goods, therefore you know about sporting goods,” I say, though that wasn’t my original intention.

“Ah, gotcha,” Joanie says and turns her attention to the screen. Thankfully, she stops the endless talking about how I’m a pretty boy. I could banter on about her being a butch, but I bite my































































































































[image: ]





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





