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         Every time Mary tried to relax in a bath, a paedophile ruined it. Tonight it was McKinley, who she’d visited on the way home, and who had sat on the sofa for ten minutes with one or more balls hanging out of his shorts. She still wasn’t sure if it was deliberate. Probably not, as Mary was fifty-two, not five. ‘I’m not allowed to think about that,’ Mary said out loud, and McKinley’s ball/s disappeared into the bubbles.

         As ever, another case invaded immediately – not a sex offender, but a far more palatable wife killer who she’d be meeting for the first time tomorrow. Ten years ago, Dr Liam Macdowall took his beloved wife to Loch Fyne for oysters and on the way home, drove the car off a bridge. A lot of ‘murder-suicides’ seemed to end this way – with one party still alive, usually the prick whose idea it was. Mary put her head under water and called on her victim-empathy skills, imagining she was Macdowall’s dead wife, Bella:

         Liam’s in the car beside me, belted in as I am. The water’s rising and I’m running out of breath. Please do something because I can’t get out. He’s undoing his seatbelt. Why won’t mine budge? I can’t define the look he gives me – is it love? – before he forces his way out of the car.

         Mary lifted her head out of the bathwater, took a deep breath, and repeated: ‘I must not think about that.’ This mantra had helped keep her sane enough. Home was precious; work must not invade. I must not think about that: a sacred rule that was impossible to obey, and the only one she wanted to.
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         The next morning, Mary pressed her ID against the flex machine. She was forty-one hours up. If she didn’t use the hours by the end of the month, which was today, they would be wiped. She wanted to smash the machine with her forehead. Instead she ruminated as she gathered the paperwork for the prison meeting: Fucking management. Fucking job.

         Mary’s respect for her impoverished employer had been dissipating for years but had slipped substantially over the last week. It was a week ago that Mary was scolded by her boss’s boss for allegedly breaching flexitime rules. The inciting incident involved lunch, which workers were required to take, even though there was no time, no where, and no thing to eat. If workers didn’t clock in and out at lunchtime, they were docked an extra thirty minutes. Mary’s ‘pod’ of six therefore removed their IDs from their necks at noon and took turns to go downstairs and flex each other in and out. It was a futile exercise, as no-one ever had time to take the minutes they saved, but it provided some comfort. Once rage-filled poverty-busters, Mary and her pod now rebelled by pooling lanyards at noon.

         ‘What are you doing?’ Mary’s boss’s boss, Shirley, had said when she caught her gang-pinging the machine seven days previously.

         Mary had been getting red-mist attacks for eighteen months and could feel one coming on. Weight-related insults screamed within. She had to suppress them.

         ‘It’s prohibited to use another person’s ID,’ Shirley had said.

         ‘Is it?’ Mary continued to ping. ‘Look how many hours I’m up, and there’s no way for me to use them.’

         ‘In that case, what’s the point in what you’re doing, Mary?’

         Using someone’s name in a sentence should be banned. ‘Mary’ hung there for seconds before she said, ‘It’s all right for you, Shirley. You obviously have plenty of time to eat lunch.’

         Oops.

         Because of that incident, a meeting was being convened by Shirley and Mary’s boss to discuss the potential need for an urgent meeting with Mary.

         News quickly spread throughout the office. Mary was a Registered Flex Offender. 
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         She was also at stage three in terms of sickness. Stage three was a terrible thing to be at, apparently. Colleagues took sharp intakes of breath when Mary told them she was at stage three. Mary had spread, she could metastasise, and die. If she took another sick day this year – and it was only halfway through – very, very bad things would happen.

         No-one took sick leave anymore. Apart from anything, the workers were terrified that others would get a chance to look into their cases then out them as lazy and shit. Lil had come in with pneumonia the previous year and fainted in the loo, but only Mary knew. Helena shared terrible infections with her pod almost weekly, and Jeff had come in two days after breaking one leg, two arms and his collarbone in a car accident on the way back from Troon Live. He needed three support workers to help him write court reports and go to the loo, but his sickness record was impeccable.

         So far this year, Mary’s sick leave totalled seven days, but that was enough to be stage three. The first day was to go to the doctor. For months, she’d been moody and rage-filled and ruminating and tired, so tired. Someone had unscrewed the top of her head and poured wet cement in; glug, glug, glug, she explained to the young male GP. It was surprising how much room she had inside for wet cement. And then it set, and she was immovable. When someone wanted her attention – Mary! Call for you Mary, Jimmy McKinley in reception for you Mary, Mary, Mum, Mary! – a huge concrete drill zzzz-ed at her casing: deafening, echoing, shuddering, cracking at her chest: MARY!

         The young male GP gave her antidepressants.

         Which caused sick days two, three and four, and her escalation to stage two. Mary had never felt less herself than while she was on Prozac. She didn’t understand the world. She couldn’t hear herself speak. She felt the anxiety, but she wasn’t thinking it. She poured sweat, she smelt, she gained five pounds. 

         Days five, six and seven were spent weaning herself off the pills, rocking in bed wondering if she was uncannily similar to Virginia Woolf. She suspected not; she suspected she’d have just taken the rocks out of her pockets and swum back. Also, fiction was pointless in Mary’s opinion. No-one ever told stories as wild and upsetting as the ones that happened for real in Renfield.

         The flex incident one week earlier was indeed inciting. Mary decided, Fuck it, I’m giving notice. Now Roddie’s hit the big time, I’m gonna knit poufs and have a proper go at tap-dancing. She had narrowly escaped a thorough sacking and would resign with her record intact. She would leave with her head held high.
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         Mary arrived at the prison with two minutes to spare. Officer Mac-Donald (one of the ‘badduns’, rumour had it) tagged her from gate to wall to gate and deposited her at the ICM Suite. She’d been to these meetings many times, and the feeling of dread in her tummy was always justified, but even more so today, because Liam Macdowall was famous. His ‘book’ – Cuck: Letters to My Dead Wife – was being released on the same day as his person, which is why he had invited his ‘publisher’, Derek McLaverty to the meeting.

         Derek was twenty-nine, skinny, bookish (i.e., could read), and a leading Men’s Rights Activist (MRA). Written in black lettering on his white t-shirt were the words: THIS IS WHAT A MRA LOOKS LIKE. Mary had an immediate chemical reaction to the guy. He reminded her of Thomas McInnes at St Pat’s, who spread rumours about her when she beat him at spelling and who chased her round Queen’s Park a few years later to finger her, spreading worse rumours cos she got away.

         Derek was her childhood nemesis on steroids. He oozed self-satisfaction. At the coffee stand Mary said: ‘It should be “an MRA”. The article is decided by pronunciation. But I’ve read your blog, so I know grammar’s not your thing.’ 

         ‘You’ve read my blog? I’m flattered.’ Derek hailed himself as a ‘proud Scot’ but he was educated at Gordonstoun and spoke like Prince Charles would if Prince Charles was trying not to speak like Prince Charles. His blog was called The Lion’s Roar. Mary couldn’t read it for more than three seconds without needing alcohol. The guy had a face you’d never tiring of slapping, probably why his mama sent him to the Highlands to build rafts, hone sexism and puff his chest about the Union. When his father’s dotcom business went downhill, Derek was forced to leave boarding school. He travelled ‘extensively’, meeting and marrying Pretty Pam from Renfield, who was beneath him in every way except reality (now rid of him, she wore heels whenever she wanted). They shared five years together, all of them unhappy according to his social worker, Nel. Their two boys, Freddie (four) and Oskar (two), now lived with their battered mother and her parents, and Derek spent most of his time arguing – as publicly as possible – that he should be allowed to see them whenever he wanted, at the same time as failing to attend supervised contact week after week, leaving the wee lads sobbing in a sad room on the ground floor of Kenneth House. Derek’s brief career with the police force had been brought to an abrupt halt after his first conviction for domestic assault, but he continued to ooze authority with mind-blowing arrogance. Mary already hated Derek more than anyone she’d ever met, and she’d met the Symington Strangler, but that was another story.

         Macdowall had invited his lawyer as well, who didn’t need to be on the personal invite list, plus a balding alcohol counsellor called Tracy and his twenty-six-year-old daughter, Holly.
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         Six days earlier, Mary had visited Holly to compile a way-overdue home background report. It was a day after she’d made her decision to resign. For one freeing day, she had stopped thinking of herself as a social worker. Her boundaries, which had been withering for a while, were almost totally gone, and it was wonderful. Speaking her mind didn’t seem dangerous at all.

         ‘Your father’s asked if he can stay here,’ she explained to Holly. ‘Apparently you’re okay with that. How ’bout you make us tea and we get these questions out of the way? I’m white with one.’ She paused and looked at the kettle.

         Holly looked at the kettle as well, then at her. ‘I’m uncomfortable with your expectation of tea.’

         Mary didn’t flinch. ‘Would you like to make a formal complaint?’

         ‘What? No.’

         Mary had already set out her notepad and pen on the table. She dated the fresh, lined page then deadpanned: ‘Tea’s gonna help with rapport.’

         One lengthy silence later, Holly put on the kettle.

         ‘Gingernut?’ Mary fished two dodgy-looking biscuits from her cavernous fabric bag then removed her jumper.

         Holly did not want a biscuit.

         ‘Tell me about yourself.’ Chewing, Mary made a rolling motion with her hand to start things off. ‘E.g., “I was born…”’

         Mary’s bag was open on the floor, so Holly could see the book inside. ‘You got a proof copy?’

         ‘As part of his prison dossier. Read it in two sittings,’ Mary said.

         ‘What did you think?’ Clearly expecting high praise, Holly sipped her tea and seemed to relax.

         ‘Load of shite. I’d prefer to share a house with Hannibal Lecter. No matter what you say to me today, I’m gonna recommend that your father should not live with you under any circumstances.’

         ‘Who’s your manager?’

         ‘My senior’s name is…’ Mary jotted the name and number of her boss on a council issue With Compliments slip, then reached into her bag for an A4 piece of paper headed ‘Official Complaint Form’. ‘Her name’s Catherine Buteman, and she will agree with your complaint wholeheartedly. Now, where were we?’

         Holly reached down and pulled the book out of Mary’s bag. She touched the cover, which the picture of her dad’s face filled. The title was across his chest, with the letter C embroidered in red on his t-shirt: Cuck: Letters to My Dead Wife, by Dr Liam Macdowall.

         ‘Doctor.’ Mary sniggered a tad. ‘Of what again?’

         ‘Geography.’

         ‘Haha.’ Her laugh was accidental.

         ‘What’s funny about geography?’

         Mary thought about it a while and then laughed again. ‘Oh, come on, you know it just is.’ She blew her nose until all the laugh came out. ‘He never did use it though, did he?’

         ‘Mum’s job came first. Mostly he looked after me.’ Holly’s face was burning red. ‘In your day it was okay to talk about a man like he’s nothing. You don’t know my father.’

         ‘I know hundreds of him.’ Mary stared the girl out; a battle of the generations. ‘Do you want revenge – is that why you’re putting in all this work to have him here?’ Holly’s impressive suburban terrace had been painted and renovated within an inch of its life. ‘Have you been planning this for years?’

         Holly was filling in the complaint form, and honed in on the employee number on Mary’s ID – 84737.

         ‘It’s 84787. The second eight’s smudged. Merlot I think. Looks like a three but it’s an eight. That’s right, good. So, Daddy gets out, and you make him pay by nagging him while you poison him slowly. Or is your plan to unman him all over again – how do you un-man a superhero like your father? MISOGNY MAN! Can demoralise a woman with a single glance.’

         ‘My mother managed.’

         ‘You think your mother emasculated your father?’

         ‘He couldn’t find work in Glasgow.’

         ‘What a bitch.’

         ‘Are you going through the change?’ Holly had taken Mary’s sarcasm and raised it one fuck-you.

         What was that rising from Mary’s belly: heat? ‘I’ve always been like this.’ She wasn’t sure if she was lying. 

         ‘Mmhmm,’ judged the girl. ‘I caught her at it two years earlier, you know that? Night before my fourteenth – got up as usual to see if my presents were in the lounge and if one was bike-shaped. Heard her whispering in her office, so I peeked in thinking she might be wrapping it, but she was Skyping a hairy dude with her top off. She promised not to do it again if I promised not to tell. So, for two years I lied to him, the person I loved most in the world. Can you imagine what it felt like? And she kept on doing it.’

         ‘You think your mother was a whore?’

         The girl shook her head; not a no, not a yes.

         ‘Fair enough then, eh? Drown the slut.’

         Holly put her pen down. ‘I’m gonna need a bigger form.’

         A vision of pink-haired Mary intruded: twenty-five, all hopey and carey and believing the things clients told her. Pink-haired Mary would never get herself into this situation, and if she did she’d be shitting herself. A complaint? Oh my God, sorry. What have I done; what should I do? Intrusive thought. Mary banished it.

         ‘I was very good at my job for over twenty-nine years,’ she said. ‘I was all – “and how does that make you feel?” – but yesterday I decided to leave, which means I don’t have to pretend to care anymore and I don’t have time to manipulate you into seeing the truth. I’ve decided to be bad at this job. My guess is that I’ll be much better at it when I’m bad at it. Being good has rather held me back. Your father’s dangerous; tell him to get to fuck.’

         ‘I’d rather tell you.’

         ‘Practise on me.’

         Holly stood and pointed in the direction of fuck. ‘Get to fuck.’

         Mary was unmoved. ‘See how easy that was. You’re a doormat, a classic victim. You’re: I don’t matter. You matter. The type who says to your more-significant other: I don’t mind, what would you like for lunch? Of course, you go out and have fun, honey. I’ll see if I can get enough hot water to take a bath! Or Come and live with me, Daddy. I’ll cook for you.’

         ‘Dad’s a great cook.’ 

         ‘You’ll do the cooking because it’s dull, and you don’t matter and he does. Why on earth are you still in this big house on your own? In these rooms filled with hatred and death? I can feel it. It’s yours now, not his. Sell it. Get out of here. Go live in Auckland, or Peru. You don’t even work, do you? Don’t even need to? Buy a one-way ticket somewhere. Leave.’

         Holly may well have been taking this in. Hard to tell. She’d sat back down and was staring at the complaint form, not writing anything.

         ‘What’s scary is the I don’t matter type of person snaps in the end. The wife takes it and takes it, then one night she finds herself drugging her man’s hot chocolate and chopping his dick off when he’s sleeping. The girlfriend takes it and takes it, then one night she’s washing and he’s drying, and she’s smashing him over the head with a Le Creuset.’

         Holly looked up, finally. ‘A what-say?’

         ‘A really heavy saucepan.’

         ‘I do matter.’ Holly stood up again. ‘And I need you to leave.’

         ‘Then behave like you matter.’ Mary began packing the large number of items she’d deposited around her in the last fifteen minutes. ‘Your life not miserable enough? What do you do besides smoke bongs? Yes, I can smell it. It’s not like you’re Catholic. You don’t have to forgive him.’

         Holly signed the thoroughly completed complaint form and took on her stare. ‘I’ll be requesting a different worker.’

         ‘I’m not your worker.’

         Holly shooed her to the door, tried to shepherd her out. ‘Hopefully not, but what you are – definitely – is damaged, dated, and a bigot.’

         
            
[image: ]
            

         

         Holly hadn’t looked at Mary once since they took their seats in the ICM suite. Her hatred had obviously matured over the last six days. 

         Mary’s, on the other hand, had evaporated. Holly was just a vulnerable young girl, drowning here in a sea of testostefuck. Mary should never have done the home background interview in the mood she was in, but there were good reasons for her straight talking; it was tough love. Could the girl not see they were on the same side?

         At the head of the table, as if he was prime minister, sat Dr Liam Macdowall, chatting away to the alcohol counsellor like they were old pals. This felt more like a marketing meeting than a pre-release, but Mary would put things right. As she poured herself some water from the bottle on the table, she imagined she was in that car again, looking at a killer, and not in a Portakabin, looking at a smile.

         Mary had ensured she’d chair the meeting and went about it efficiently. ‘Before we introduce ourselves, I want to remind everyone that this is a pre-release meeting for Mr Macdowall.’ She deliberately said Mr, hoping he’d correct her with ‘Hmm, hmm, it’s Dr’.

         Instead, he said: ‘Liam’s fine.’

         He murdered his wife. Remember the car, remember he got out. ‘This meeting is not about the release of your book. This meeting’s about how to manage the likely risk you present to the community. With very high-risk offenders like you, Liam, it’s my job to imagine the worst case scenario, and to work backwards to make sure it never happens.’

         ‘And that is?’ The lawyer wore a purple, velvet designer jacket with gold trim, a red-and-orange checked tie, pink Argyll socks and fabulous brown cowboy boots. A clever distraction Mary would never fall for.

         ‘That Mr Macdowall murders another woman he’s close to.’ That shut him up, the dick; she’d ask him where he got the boots after. ‘To get things going, as you can see in my home background report, I don’t approve of your proposed address. You can’t live back at the family house, with your daughter.’

         ‘Such bullshit,’ Holly said.

         Liam reached over and pressed a calming hand onto his daughter’s, but she was furious. ‘I told you when you visited for that report that I am not at risk. You think Dad’ll hurt me? I saw what Mum did to him, I was there all those years.’ Holly held up the report and addressed the rest of them. ‘Do you know what she said to me when she visited for this “assessment”? She said: “Your dad’s a dangerous misogynist, he hates women so much he kills them. Get him out of your life.”’

         Mary might have pulled the girl up on her inaccurate quotations if she hadn’t had the gist spot on. But what exactly had she said at the home visit? She couldn’t remember. The girl must have made her overheat, and it was happening again now.

         ‘I put in a complaint about her,’ Holly continued. ‘I did some digging and apparently she’s about to be sacked; that right, Mary? For cheating the system. She told me she’s sick of jargon and trickery, tired of trying to help men who should be locked up.’ Holly tossed her copy of the home background report on the table. ‘So much for rehabilitation. Can’t we take this back to the parole board? Surely a feral feminazi social worker should not have this kind of power.’

         Many responses raced through Mary’s brain: like the list of letters that followed her name. Few folk understood why someone who’d completed a degree in law would choose to be a social worker, but Mary could give a good answer: by accident – her Higher results made her do it. One semester in, though, she realised she wouldn’t feel good about herself as a defence lawyer, and that she was not capable of bowing to men in wigs.

         Mary had been in more difficult meetings than this, and Holly was right, she didn’t give a damn anymore. A twenty-six-year-old with daddy issues wouldn’t scare her. She handed another pile of complaint forms to the girl. ‘I’d fill in another one if I were you. You think I’m incompetent, you should check out head office. Ask the lawyer, Holly; he’s sitting right there with legal advice inside his bright head just waiting to get out. What say you and your qualifications, Mr Harding? Do I have this kind of power? Should Liam appeal my decision about the address?’

         Lawyer man whispered to Liam, who whispered to Holly, and their defeated expressions prompted Mary to continue. ‘I was saying that I don’t approve of you living with your daughter, Liam, because you murdered a known adult female and the risk assessments conclude it is highly likely that you will be violent to a woman you are close to or intimate with if a few factors come together the way they did ten years ago. The risk factors are all explained in the parole report.’

         ‘Factors like Mum fucking about?’ Holly scowled. ‘I told you she was screwing around for ages. She was on other affair websites, you know, not just Eat.It.Too. She treated him like shit. I saw her hit him over the head with an egg whisk, but whoever talks about that? Did they think to mention that in court? No, because Dad wanted to protect her memory.’

         Her dad intervened. ‘It was a pestle, hon.’

         ‘A pestle?’ Mary couldn’t stop herself saying. ‘I hear those things can really mangle your peppercorn.’

         Macdowall ignored her; probably sensible. ‘I have a backup plan housing-wise.’

         The labels were piling up around this Liam Macdowall: entitled, manipulative. Eyes.

         ‘And what would that be?’

         ‘A private furnished let in Shawlands. I can give you all the details. It’s a well-managed flat in a secure close, and there are no “known adult females” in it.’

         Thank God she’d only have to supervise the guy for a few weeks. She wouldn’t tell him that yet, though, not until a new worker was allocated, which probably wouldn’t happen before she left.

         Mary gave everyone a couple of minutes to talk about their role or concerns. When it was Holly’s turn, her anger dwindled, and she became tearful. Holly felt terrible that the house was now hers, and that he was not allowed to live in it.

         Liam calmed her. ‘You have a lot to work through yourself, honey, and I won’t be far away.’

         What a stunning mess of a girl. She mangled Mary’s head. ‘If things go well, I might approve the address for an overnight now and then, but that’s a way off. Now, before we wrap up, is there anything you’d like to say, Liam?’ Mary felt certain he’d have something prepared. He was a showman, her life licensee.

         Liam slumped his shoulders so that he’d look smaller and began: ‘I want to do everything possible to be no risk. I’m going to abstain from alcohol altogether – shouldn’t be too hard after ten years without, but I’ve asked Tracy to breathalyse me each week. Isn’t that right, Tracy? And I’m managing my antidepressants very well; have done for ten years. I will not be coming off sertraline, ever. I want to make good decisions and I’m at your command. I want your help.’ Encouraged by the positive vibes from his audience, Liam straightened his shoulders again.

         Mary took back control by summarising her powers: ‘I must approve your address. I must know where you’re working and when. I will visit you at home – announced and unannounced – and you will attend my office weekly to check in and tell me what you’ve been doing and who you’ve been seeing. I want to know about any potential relationships before they get intimate, and you should know that I may disclose your offence to that person if you don’t. I need to know if you have any intentional contact with children, and if you do, an assessment will need to be made by my childcare colleagues. You can’t go anywhere overnight without my approval. I will undertake structured domestic-abuse sessions with you called “What Were You Thinking?” on an individual basis in the office. You will abstain from alcohol and attend counselling weekly, where you will be breathalysed. I will liaise with Tracy regarding the results. I’ll check in with your GP about your mental health and medication management. We’ll review the licence every three months, see how things are going, if anything needs to change. Failure to comply with any of the above, or with any reasonable instructions I give you in order to promote your rehabilitation and protect public safety, can result in your immediate recall to prison. Get it, Liam?’

         ‘Got it, Mrs Shields.’ 

         Ms. One syllable. Like Miss. Simpler than Missus, by a factor of one. Not difficult at all unless you are a complete fuckwit. And breathe. ‘It’s Ms Shields.’

         ‘Mzzz Shields,’ Alt-right Derek piped up. ‘If Liam meets a girl in a bar he has to ring you before taking her home?’

         She knew this instruction would cause problems, might even be newsworthy. She didn’t give a shit. ‘That sounds like a good idea.’

         ‘You’re wanting Liam to check in with you before he has sexual relations?’ Derek said. ‘How many hours before the first kiss: twenty-four, seven? Three seconds? Or is it before second base, if he’s about to touch a breast?’ Everyone but Mary laughed. ‘Takes the romance out of it, doesn’t it?’

         ‘Murdering your wife can do that,’ Mary said.

         Holly stood, which was not allowed. ‘Excuse me! Excuse me! Anyone else think this woman is FUCKED IN THE HEAD?’

         The prisoner, the lawyer and the alcohol counsellor walked into a bar. No, they didn’t. They stared at Holly, so out of place here with her symmetrical face and use of capitals.

         Everyone froze, unsure how to respond.

         Except Mary. ‘Sit down, Holly. Listen, if I have to breach you, Liam, you’ll get a chance to argue your case with the board, as will I. But it’s not what I want. I want you to be law-abiding and happy.’ It was half true.

         Holly sat down eventually but tried to make it look like her decision.

         They were all raging. Must be awful, being told what to do by an idiot social worker.

         ‘But why are you talking about children?’ Derek said. ‘Why would your colleagues have to get involved if there is a child? Liam’s not a paedophile!’

         Mary was bored with the constant nit-pickery and conflict. Every day she had to make up scenarios and make up protective restrictions and then make up answers like this: ‘Mr McLaverty, if you met someone online, say, then had a date or two, introduced him or her to your kids, and you all really have a nice time, you think this is gonna go somewhere, and it does, and you start falling in love with him or her as much as the children are. Then you find out the new love of your life killed his or her spouse. I wouldn’t like that. Social workers wouldn’t like that. They’d want you to have all the information you need to ensure the safety of your children. Shall we move on?’ She hoped no-one could see the sweat dripping down her chest.

         Holly and the lawyer had all crossed their arms but not as tightly as Derek.

         Liam was the only one still maintaining composure. ‘If happiness seems imminent, you’ll be the first to know.’

         It’d be quite easy to pounce across the table and stab him in the eye.

         And breathe.

         ‘Okay.’ Mary exhaled. ‘So as long as I’ve checked out and approved the Shawlands flat, you’ll be released on life licence this Friday, so I’ll see you at twelve noon, Friday, Kenneth House, 10 Grange Road.’

         Derek had turned to page one of his hefty PR itinerary. ‘But Liam’s doing an interview.’

         Mary opened the document. The 2.00 p.m. radio programme was the first of about ten events happening every day over the next month. She closed the itinerary and the meeting.

         ‘Ask for me at reception.’
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         When she got home, Mary gifted Roddie a Skype-gasm. He was obviously behaving himself – all she needed to do was show him her boobs, the only part of her body that had improved in recent months.

         It was only 9.00 p.m. when Mary settled into bed with her laptop and a book. She Googled the novel’s title – Cuck – and was surprised to discover a world of porn hitherto outwith her radar, an author pic of Liam Macdowall in the mix. She raced to the kitchen for some mega-fresh AAA batteries. 

         This might well have been the day, the hour, the minute, the moment, that she made the decision that ruined her life. She opened the book at ‘Letter Nineteen’, which she had read several times already, switched on her bunny, and set the consequences in motion, chanting out loud as she reread: I must not think about that, I must not think about that.

      

   

OEBPS/9781912374700_cover_epub.jpg
One alcoholic parole o

'One of the b f |
most extraordinary Rl ] Shortlisted for
main characters you'll A% S
meet between the | LA Theakston Qld
pagesofabook’  §§ i Peculier Crime

lan Rankin ] : Novel of the Year
': | Award 2020

‘Shocking, gripping

and laugh-out-loud

hilarious. Brilliant’
Erin Kelly





OEBPS/a003_online.jpg





OEBPS/logo1_online.png
L%

ORENDA
BOOKS





