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~ My Boss is a
Right Bitch ~

 


 


I don’t really
have much interest in college or the associated lifestyle. That’s
not to say I am in any way slow. I’m not. In fact, most people
would see me as a perfectly balanced young lady with an abundance
of streetwise talents, but many would also suggest I was wasting
those talents by not furthering my education.

Whatever; they
are probably right, but I will get around to that at a later date
if I feel the need. For the moment though, I am happy to live my
eighteen-year-old life as I see fit. There are things to do, places
to explore, and adventures to be had. Of course, in order to
partake of any of that, one needs money. For that, one also needs a
job.

I was scanning
the local newspaper, and spotted one that looked appealing. It was
a five day week position in a retail outlet that sold crafting and
art accessories. I had seen the same job advertised a few weeks
previous, but when I’d rang the number for an interview I was
informed that the position had been filled. I had been a bit
disappointed at the time as it was the sort of thing I’d been
looking for. I mean, nine to five, Monday to Friday? What’s not to
like? The weekend nights free to go partying without having to
worry about getting up on Saturday or Sunday mornings? Perfect. Out
from that, I had an interest in the products they sold, so it would
be interesting enough work.

Whoever had
taken the job last time mustn’t have been suitable, but that
person’s loss might just be my gain. I rang the number straight
away, and managed to book an interview for Pamela Dunne—that’s me,
by the way—for the following morning.

Joanne Keane,
the shop owner was dead nice. She had a welcoming aura about her
without coming across as a softie. She was professional, but not
boringly so, if that makes sense?

The place
itself seemed quite popular, particularly with ogling young lads
from the college, and this did not surprise me in the slightest
given just how darn attractive the tall, blonde, and
well-proportioned Miss Keane was.

The interview
itself—if one could actually call it an interview—went well.

She asked me
why I was applying for the job. I told her I needed the money. She
laughed. I guess she figured I was pulling her leg. After all,
despite being true, it’s hardly the kind of blunt answer that good
interview etiquette is founded on, is it?

She asked me if
I liked the idea of working in retail. I did. Had I any experience
in same? I had a part-time job a year ago in a similar
environment.

She asked me
what I was into, what I did to pass the time, if I was still
studying; all the usual get-to-know you kind of stuff. My answers
seemed to go down well, and in no time at all, I was being handed
the job. The wages weren’t bad. They would never make me a
millionaire, but they wouldn’t leave me destitute either. I
accepted the kind offer, and was told I could start the following
morning, which was Tuesday; I would have a short week to ease
myself into my new routine. Happy days.

 


* * *

 


“This is
Karen,” said Miss Keane the following morning, introducing me to
the sole other employee of the shop. “She will show you the ropes
and help you with anything you need until you find your bearings.
It’s not exactly rocket science, so I am sure you will be fine in
no time at all.”

I thanked Miss
Keane, and offered the petite brunette my hand. She ignored it.
“Hi,” she mumbled, and wandered off to tuck in some paint
brushes.

“She can be a
bit quiet at times,” frowned the owner. “Her heart is in the right
place, though. You will get used to her.” Then, lowering her voice,
she said, “If she gives you any grief though, come and see me.”

“Oh no, don’t
worry,” I smiled. “I’ll be fine.”

Miss Keane
shook her head. “No, seriously. I mean it. It’s not like I’d sack
her or anything like that. It’s just that … well … sometimes Karen
needs to be put straight.”

That’s a bit
odd, I thought. If the girl is so much hassle, why tolerate her?
There were surely dozens of equally competent people out there who
would only too gladly take her place? Then I thought, no, that’s
not fair. Miss Keane has her reasons. Obviously she believes in
staff loyalty, and that’s a good thing.

Anyway, bottom
line, there was no way I was going squealing to the chief about my
fellow worker. I’d get used to her, suck it up, and give her a good
boot on the arse if it all got too much for me.

“Well okay,” I
said. “But I will be fine. Genuinely. I am thick-skinned, Miss
Keane.”

The woman
grinned. “Call me Joanne, please. We don’t go in for titles here,
Pamela.”

“Except
Mistress and slave,” muttered Karen from behind the
island.

I laughed.
Maybe the girl did have a sense of humour after all? At the same
time, I thought I detected a strangely icy glint in Joanne Keane’s
eyes.

Later that
morning, while we all grabbed a few minutes for a cup of coffee, I
found Karen’s mood to have lifted considerably. The conversation
flowed easily, toing and froing between work and social issues, and
by the end of the break I had the feeling all would be well. In
fact, she was coming across as really nice, and did indeed possess
a quirky sense of humour.

Good, I
thought, feeling relieved. Nobody wants to have to work in a place
with a bad atmosphere. So much easier for people to be pleasant
than grumpy.

The rest of the
morning and much of the afternoon passed without incident. The
atmosphere was nice, and I found myself enjoying the work itself.
It wasn’t difficult, and the customers were fun. Karen was more
than helpful, and was prepared to answer any queries I might have
had.

However, at
around four o’clock the wheels came off the wagon, so to speak.

“I had to pop
out for half an hour,” announced Miss Keane. “I will be back well
before closing time, so see you both then.”

“No problem,”
smiled Karen. “If Pamela needs any help, I’ll look after her.”

“Good,” nodded
Miss Keane. “That’s the spirit.” She grabbed her coat and headed
out, leaving the two of us to our own devices.

No sooner had
the door closed when Doctor Karen Jeckyll mutated into Miss Hyde.
Believe it or not, it was almost like a physical thing; her face
took on a frightening appearance, her nose turning up in a scornful
manner. What the hell, I thought?

“You okay?” I
asked cautiously.

“What’s it to
you, bitch?” she sneered.

I was
gobsmacked. “I was just wondering …,” I began, but she cut me
short.

“Just because
we shared a cup of coffee doesn’t make us best friends, you know?
As far as I’m concerned, you are just some little wannabe trying to
make an impression at my expense.”

“I am not doing
any such thing,” I gasped. “All I want is to come in, do my work,
take my wages, and go about my business. If you don’t want to be
friends, that’s fine, but I resent the accusation that I am somehow
trying to undermine you.”

“It’s obvious,
bitch,” she snapped. “Fawning over Joanne the whole damn morning
like a little lapdog. Trying to make out you know everything about
the job … know more than me.”

“Now hold on a
second!”

“No. You hold
on, bitch. When Joanne isn’t here, I am the boss, and that’s the
way it’s going to stay. Just remember that.”

“Fine,” I
sighed. What was the point? It was clear in just a few sentences
there was no reasoning with this nutcase. If this was how she
wanted it, then so be it. I wasn’t that stuck for
friends.

“What do you
mean by fine? You trying to take the piss now? You trying to
make little of me?”

I was becoming
annoyed at this point. It was now clear Karen was trying to start a
fight, but I was determined not to rise to the bait. “No,” I
replied. “I am not trying to make little of you. In fact, I respect
you. I am only starting here—my first day—whereas you have
experience. I get it, and it’s fine. Can we just relax a bit? Maybe
draw a breath? As I said, I respect you, Karen.”

Karen’s face
went as red as a beetroot. It looked as if she was about to blow
her top, heaven knows why.

“Oh, you
respect me, do you?” she sneered.

I nodded.
“Sure. I just told you.”

“Well, for
someone who respects me, you have a shitty way of showing it,
bitch.”

This was
unbelievable. I swear, if that psycho had called me bitch one more
time, I would have decked her. “Look, what the hell do you want,
Karen?”

“Prove it. Get
on your knees and prove it, bitch.”

I stared at her
in disbelief. Was she serious? I was waiting for the laugh. I was
waiting for the ‘Got you there, didn’t I, Pam?’, but it
didn’t come. Instead, I was presented with this image of a girl my
own age, standing before me with her hands on her hips, sprouting
venom into my face. I was so taken aback that my self-promise to
kick her ass if the bitch word was used again became lost in the
clouds.

“Come on,” she
hissed. “Prove it. I’m waiting.”

My mouth was
moving, but I couldn’t form words. I must have looked like a
goldfish. I had never been spoken to in such a horrible manner in
my entire life, and I sure as hell wasn’t going to stand for it.
There was actually no point in acting in trying to talk this one
out
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