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    Chapter 1




    Free from fear and off to a new start …


    but reality soon hits




    Anjolina: “Oh, Sonny! I am so glad we are out of there.”1




    

      1 See Chronicles of Jolie Part I


    




    Sonny: “Thank you so much, JoJo! I could not have done it without you! I really would not have known where to start!”




    JoJo and Sonny are in a cab on the motorway. It is miles and miles of stop-and-go traffic, and they are pretty desperate to evade this ordeal. So is the cab driver. He has committed himself to other journeys to good customers of his and really does not need this sort of delay at all. Getting more and more desperate to arrive in good time to pick up his next customer he says:




    “Ladies, I happen to know a shortcut through that tiny country path down there. It is a bit of a bumpy ride because it is not meant to be driven on. But at least we avoid this ordeal. Any other route would be faster than staying in this traffic jam. What do you say, is that alright with you?”




    They both melodically yell “YESSSSSS” in a chorus as they are only too glad to hear about any solution. They both would say ‘yes’ to anything as this traffic really looks like it’s never going to move.




    However, they are surprised when even this narrow path gets even narrower. There are big bulky oaks at the side making it a rather dark drive. Normally there are only these thin trees at the side of motorways. Not here. The trees are deformed and some of the deformations look like monster faces. It is now that Jolina and Sonny wonder whether the driver may have other intentions than just driving faster. Maybe he is taking them to a place where he can rape them without any witnesses nearby. So Sonny whispers to Jolina:




    “JoJo, there isn’t a soul out here! We really have nobody we can ask for help out here if things were to go wrong!”




    “Sonny, even if people were around, there is no guarantee that they could or would help us. A friend of mine once fainted in the tube, and when she fell, all other people stepped aside so she crashed onto the floor and suffered a concussion.”2




    

      2 The underground, subway, is called ‘tube’ in London, England. The incident was true, happened to an acquaintance of the author.


    




    After what seemed to be an eternity – due to the state they had got themselves into – they passed a lonely building they could only see from afar as there was barbed-wire fence and surveillance cameras around it.




    “What’s that?” Sonny asked the driver, half just to bond with him and say something, anything, and half because she was curious and really wanted to know.




    “That is some military laboratory” answered the cab driver straightaway. “Do you know that Churchill once had a gas experiment performed on 400 of our own men? They all died within seconds. One of them had signed up for it because he needed the money to buy an engagement ring … bloody politicians! They don’t care about us. They just want to fill their own pockets whilst they are in power and then leave the next party with the mess they caused. The next party then needs to pick up the pieces. They do that whilst blaming the old party for it. Cowardice… true though. Can’t blame the fellas either. They then spend money they don’t have. Next thing that happens is that they wake up and realize ‘Oh, shit! We spent too much money! We need to get it from somewhere so we don’t look as crap as the other party!’ And how do they do it? Taxes of course, the good old faithful. They leave just enough loopholes for the rich to get away without paying any. Who foots the bill in the end? We do. The man on the street is. VAT right at the start. Yeah, yeah, increase VAT so that the poor, who have less(!), are relatively harder hit than the rich. How is that fair? Of course it isn’t. But do they care? Do they care fuck!?”




    The rambling of the cab driver went on for quite a while, and they had only just passed the facility.




    “Why do they need so much space on something that does not even look like a military compound? I mean there are no guns and stuff. What’s there to protect?” asked Jolina.




    They had long left the tiny path, driven along the small tar road without any road markings in the middle and are now heading towards a B-road.




    “Right, ladies!” announced the driver. “Good news! Good news after all! We are finally on the right way and may actually be back in London without too much delay. It has been a dreadful drive. We are probably all late.”




    “Thank you; could you please let us out at that corner?” shouted Sonny to the driver.




    Driver: “You want to leave me already, you’re not home yet?”




    Sonny: “Yes, please.”




    Sonny and Jolina leave at the busy corner and make their way through the cars parked on the pavement. There is no need for Jolina to ask why Sonny wanted to leave prematurely. Both are glad to get out of the cab and rescue themselves into the next best restaurant and off-load properly.




    “Finally!” exclaimed Sonny throwing herself on the chair in the Pizzeria. “JoJo, how come we cannot even have a cab drive without drama?” laughed Sonny.




    “I’m sure there are people out there that never get into serious traffic jams and definitely go throughout their lives without passing scary military experimental institutions and don’t even know any weird taxi drivers!”




    They have an enjoyable few hours in there talking about absolutely everything. This was not the start to a weekend they had been looking forward to. Monday is sure to come and Sonny is sure to have her work cut out. Jolie will start her new job soon, but first she is in for a holiday with her partner Xavier.




    “The one thing that cabby was right about was his go at the tax decision! Either you take the risk and start your own business or you are taxed to death” Jolina exclaims in a rare burst of sensible


    thinking.




    “Well yeah, Lina, but when you climb the corporate ladder you can enjoy all the perks and that makes it somewhat easier to bear” Sonny says because nothing better comes to her mind at this hour after a hard week of work – not to mention a tiring and scary cab journey through the woods.




    We arrive at Sonny’s eventually and are now additionally exhausted from this awfully protracted journey. Sonny unlocks the door, we both throw our summer coats over the big knob at the bottom of her downstairs staircase and stroll into the kitchen to provide us with some well deserved drinks – it’s five o’clock somewhere after all.




    As with all lawyers, it never takes long till the conversation evolves around the legal matters of one of their cases. This is even truer now since we just came back – or should I say rescued ourselves – from such an extreme scenario3 and Sonny already got the next one allocated – by text message at that.




    

      3 See Chronicles of Jolie Part I


    




    Jolina: “So Sonny, what’s next for you? I hope something that would enable both of us to continue amidst the living?” We both laugh.




    Sonny: “Jolie, as you know, I cannot be too candid here, all confidential stuff as usual but just generally speaking, it is quite a hairy one and, as always, when any company has anything to do with the government, receives subsidies or contracts from government or enters into any sort of joint venture, it becomes big and potential backhanding needs to be monitored because otherwise it can quickly go out of hand.




    “I need to deal with all sorts of rebuttals and need to prepare for all of them beforehand in order not to be caught out. Not that it matters much because there will always be delays which then give me time again but, you know, better is better. Prima Facie, it actually doesn’t look difficult …”




    Jolie: “Well you would say that. Nothing has ever been difficult for you, especially not at first look.” Sonny laughs it off modestly.




    Sonny: “… no, but really. So what they were to blame for this and that but that has nothing to do with the current situation. They could have done all sorts of things; it needs to be looked at more closely, and they need to be given a chance to come clean about things. Failing that I would need to go in and plea bargain, saving everybody from going through a laborious trial. Getting as many adjournments along the way is good for our billing department and makes me very popular in the firm. Suspensions are great – one of my favourites. It looks like we‘re working but we’re not, we are just paid for a delay, reducing the chance of changes in the course of the trial.”




    Jolie: “So that’s how you attorneys make your money!” both smirk again. Not because either of them think it’s ok, but just because of the convenience of this fact.




    Sonny: “Habeas Corpus! I really make people do the right thing in court though. They can’t just mess me or my clients around if they have not got the right stuff to show for.”




    Jolie: “Does that make you unpopular at times?”




    Sonny: “Yes, but I keep everything under control.”




    Jolie: “Well darling, not last time.4 We just about made it out alive (laughs), appease my mind, is this case definitely better please?”




    

      4 See Chronicles of Jolie Part I


    




    They both walk upstairs into Sonny’s bedroom now. The house is empty. The bright sunlight shines through her bedroom window, the big built-in wardrobe, dressing table and even the door to the en-suite appear more impressive. Sonny continues the conversation: “Impossible to say at this point I’m afraid, but I certainly hope the last case was an exception. This time round I hope that we get to an acceptance of Service quickly. Wow, Jolie! I can never believe you are just a C-cup, you look like a D. Do you have to do much with your hair or does it just naturally fall into these lovely curls?” I finish undressing and throw my hair back. “It’s a lot of work but … not too bad either. Some have a much harder job keeping it together.”




    Sonny pulls her tights and slip over her voluptuous bottom. Unbuttoning her blouse, she walks into the adjacent room and switches the whirlpool on. She tests the temperature of the water undoing her bra, throws it onto her blouse, and then both dip in.




    Sonny: “I have to get them to send me their affidavit ASAP. Ideally, I get an Alternate Dispute Resolution and save everybody a lot of headache. An annulment would also be great and no appeal please. Arbitrations get on my nerves too.” Sonny leans back in the tub, ducking under the water and when coming back up continues to say with a sigh “… so let’s not have any of those either, please, and if there are any counterclaims, I might just lose my rag.”




    I put a steaming hot towel onto my face and utter “… and we all know what that looks like,” before I lean my head back and let her continue: “We want cool and fast decrees or swift default judgments in our favour. We also like very much judges agreeing to ex parte meetings with us.” Sonny gulps a big sip out of her cocktail glass with clear alcohol, runs both her hands through her hair lifting her smallish breasts out of the water. “In this case there could indeed be one exhibit called the Egypt-file.” Sonny halts for a moment, realising that she should not have said that. “Hopefully it won’t get that deep though, don’t know what to expect at the moment. Let’s see how easy it will be to get a good final judgment. One good thing about this client is that he definitely won’t be an indigent – loads of money.” Sonny stretches back now, twists her nipples quick and hard before continuing, “Can’t have modifications! Too much work.” Sonny takes another long sip. “I’m not even sure what this plaintiff actually wants and what I should ideally achieve. If I don’t get some clarity about that pronto, I might let him be a Pro Se and then let’s see what the ruling will be … Jolie, could you wash my hair quick?”




    I take my towel off, put shampoo in her hair and massage her head skin thoroughly before starting to wash it. “So what is the cause of action here? What is this actually about? Any sort of compensatory damages? Any chance somebody will need to depose?” Sonny catches my waterfall of questions by calming me down – maybe she had not thought about that and wants to calm herself down as well by making everything sound less serious when she says, “Hold your horses there, JoJo. It’s not really felonies this is about – I hope anyway. This could just be about economic issues. I would have to look into it deeper to check whether there is any malfeasance part of this. If so I will deal with mens rea. Yeah, let’s check who the candidates are for misdemeanour.”




    Sonny notices that she is using a lot of jargon with somebody who is not legally qualified and who may well be blinded with science here and who she does not want to offend or put off. Sonny values Jolie’s friendship very much and doesn’t want her to feel overwhelmed with anything. In fact, she would want to protect Jolie if anything were to overwhelm her. So she is now eager to let something else flow into the conversation. Something that they both could agree on and enjoy talking about. “You know, JoJo, when I became a solicitor I would never have thought that I would throw words like ‘punitive damages’ into every other conversation. I thought I would meet interesting people. Have you read about that Miranda wonder woman and her sister Zenia? Miranda studied international business and is an exquisite, aesthetic ballet dancer in her free time. She only performs her art in her own home, has no ambitions to let anybody else know about it. The only reason people can know about it is because she said it once during an interview. In her grand modern mansion on a mountaintop, she has her own practice room with the stereotypical mirrors on every wall. Being a jet-setter she hardly ever sees the inside of it though.




    “You know, Jolie, this time I will go in for more meetings with all of these interesting people. I don’t do this normally. Instead, I spend most of my time now checking out what is stare decisis and then find ways come hell or high water to debate it or make it useless, meaning obsolete. What have I done with my time, honestly? That is what I actually do these days. I’m a hole finder. On the look out for torts. That is what I do, constantly trying to find something the other side did wrong.”




    Sonny’s hair is washed now, and she sits back on the other side so that she can see Jolie who sits on the opposite side soaping up her cappuccino-coloured, smooth skin. Jolie’s breasts are covered in foam when she says to Sonny, “Sonnie, I was joking earlier, but the more I listen to you, the more I start to think you may be on to something very serious for a lot of powerful people and they don’t usually like anybody taking a wee-wee in their soup and I believe that is exactly what you may be doing.”




    Sonny has become somewhat more pensive since she sees her friend concerned. “It is big but I will probably just have to deal with agents and they act on behalf of the principal. Hopefully they have lots of authority, and I will hopefully just act from the safety of my own cosy office. I will aim to enact exclusion clauses if at all possible. If I find good ones and can make up good ones myself, I can drastically shorten the involvement.The case is over. One major bit of work will be to check how we are liable and that there is no joint and several liability possibility in there anywhere. I had that in the past and it was an absolute nightmare getting out of it. If anybody involved messes up then …”




    Jolie interrupts her asking, “Ssso what if it has already happened? And what if it’s even more convoluted than you think or even than the last case?” Jolie now turns around and sits in front of Sonny so that she can wash her hair. Sonny realizes that Jolie is brighter than she had thought so far, that she could be right and … that she herself had not thought about that so far. Sonny goes on to say whilst squirting shampoo and conditioner all over Jolie’s hair: “Well, JoJo, that’s a whole lot of things you want to take into account here. The worst thing that could happen would be if many jurisdictions were to be involved because then, of course, many more people would be involved, many more laws and possibly contradicting legislation. What everybody wants to know about first would be anything affecting liability. Right afterwards, everybody wants to know about possible limited liability and, if there is any doubt, everybody would jump on the possibility to claim limiting circumstances for themselves, whether at the expense of others or not. Then we would get into the ugly topic of misrepresentation. This is quite a horror scenario. I have not totally familiarised myself with this case yet, as you know, and therefore don’t know who really is the parent company here and whether any partnerships are to be taken into account. Of course, joint ventures and proxies would represent further complications. All of this would mean more complications, negotiations and delays. Sometimes you need a quorum to vote on certain issues or ratify some things. Had one a little while ago where they unnervingly repudiated stuff. Was totally out of order because of restrictive covenants but they still tried it. Silly bastards. Depending on what kind of business this is, I may start with the shareholders’ agreement or anything that is potentially subject to contract. If people keep adding ‘yes but without prejudice’ my alarm bells usually ring. For anything to do with finance, I will look at what the underwriters’ comments are first. They ought to point out unfair terms. Compliance officers should actually track those down as well. Sometimes people come up with stuff that is actually void from the start, but they still manage to talk unsuspecting folk into it. The world is littered with fools who fall for all sorts of crap. That’s why I would check and possibly put warranties and conditions in place so that culprits have to pay damages. I don’t know about this one, but if there are again debentures or floating charges part of it then I will definitely check first whether any specific property is named, which can be taken by the creditor if the debtor defaults and also whether there are any assets that can be traded freely by the debtor. Indemnities are the next thing on my list. I don’t think insolvency is an aspect or a possibility I need to spend much attention to here, I just don’t think it’s that sort of case. If, of course a liquidation was or is necessary along the way of any subsidiary then I would need to know about it, especially if the government, any government, was part of it in form of, say, a joint venture.”




    Jolie: “Sonny, my skin is about to peel off; shall we get out? I’m sure you have any Ts crossed and any Is dotted and for the rest you have covenants in place promising everything under the sun and more to protect relevant equity and prevent any, what did you say last time, bona vacantia?”




    Sonny wants to show me some of her new dessous she just bought and tries them on in the next room to parade them in front of me. Cheekily, I open the file on Sonny’s current case on her desk. “So what’s this about then?”




    Sonny: “Hey, you can’t read that! Honestly, because it’s partially government stuff, I can only speak to a very select few about this. Did you hear about that Mafia bust up the other day? I’m dealing with it. There may even be some witnesses. This publishing guy here is one of them.”




    Sonny: “Nemo dat quod non habet might be challenged in this case … yeah, you won’t believe it, they actually may have given, or rather promised on paper, what they didn’t have and, as you can imagine, when the other party didn’t get it, they were quite angry and now we have this legal case. Also, if goods are stolen, equally relevant here, they cannot give it away legally. All Non compos mentis! But we are talking seriously big scale here, maybe biggest scale. Whoever can claim Non est factum will. I will get to the bottom of this though, and I shall find out all the culprits and go loud, I‘ll go public with this. I take the compliance officers down with the rest of any shameful lot; if they said ‘Pari passu’ to any shares and connected rights and it wasn’t true, they will be in court just like the rest of their fellow crooks. Pro tempore they may still be safe, but that is soon to change!” Sonny exclaims as if she were Jeanne d’Arc herself.




    Jolie is watching her parol half pitying her, half scared that she might be in for something too big for her to handle and that she ought to maybe let these sleeping dogs lie or at least be woken by somebody else.




    RING! RING!




    Xavier is at the door to pick Jolie up.




    Anjolie: “Alright, Sonny, best of luck with everything! Xavi and I are off. See you when we’re back. And be careful! We didn’t think the last case would deteriorate and get us into trouble but it really, really did!”




    Jolie’s words have left Sonny concerned and doubtful about the case. She thinks to herself “Ssso if I had experienced my empire to be divided against my will into 34 parts and if I were Standard Oil would I then come up with a tradename of ‘Esso’ and if I were somebody who due to circumstances collated the Egypt files would I then …”




    Xavier and I finally arrive in our hotel room. Having fought our way through stinky city traffic, train stations, airports and all those damned aisles that seem to be inseparable from these places. Tons of people of all colours and sizes barging into our way, partially avoiding us, partially wanting to ask us for pretty much anything thinkable – and that includes joining extremist parties as well as fetish groups.




    Why am I annoyed with these petty things though? This is all nothing in comparison to the countless life threatening situations I have only just escaped from not too long ago.5 The daily routine and a different level of stress acceptance have caught up with me. Not finding a parking space is enough to make us depressed.




    

      5 See Chronicles of Jolie Part I


    




    How about this room? Is this really supposed to be five star? Not with those wild wall paper patterns! Surely not. What is that any­way? Ivy?




    And if that isn’t enough, I now have Xavier blinding me with science about all sorts of technicalities about this holiday and the numerous tours we apparently have planned and he apparently had me agree to.




    I could do with simply relaxing. But no! Mr. Man-of-the-House needs to go deep under the earth to have a look from below only to then climb into an airplane and look at everything from above as well. Shopping and lying on the beach doesn’t seem to come up. I am sure I have not overheard it because I am desperately waiting for him to come to this point in this endless lecture he has lost himself in.




    Time seems to lengthen and I am reminded of the story in which a fruit falls from a tree … and then … not onto the ground.




    Old long-forgotten images of dirty carpets that must have been a real jungle if anybody were to take a closer look from floor level, in my flat with my obese flatmates float in front of my eyes.6 Reason enough for me to take a long gulp out of this rather elongated, obscure bottle. Alcohol makes you feel differently but this … this is really something else … and I don’t know … or should I rather say, I have not decided yet whether I like what I am feeling after only one gulp out of this bottle. It is only normal that the environment looks a little different if the stuff has really high percentage, but it does not normally become bigger by the second! My environment seems to grow continuously! Am I with it? Is this real or is this just my perception? I am having serious doubts here. Where is this bottle from anyway? It does not look like any­body would have ever put it into a mini bar! Could it be that I am shrinking? Maybe my environment is not changing at all!




    

      6 See Chronicles of Jolie Part I


    




    This sort of thinking does not help me one little bit. I am trying to divert my attention to more pleasant thoughts and feelings. What better to imagine than lovely foam baths and intimate washings by my sweetheart. I can feel him intensely now rubbing a warm sponge, soaking wet, against my private parts. I can feel his fingers through the sponge and it makes me cum so hard!




    This hotel on Paradise Island with Xavier is absolutely wonderful. There are lots of big, strong columns, lots of doors and plants everywhere. I am just cruising through the corridors and halls, looking at absolutely everything.




    What’s over there? Tools are hanging on doors and walls. I feel a distinctive pain when one of the hammers flies towards me. Everything turns black but I wake up in a bright room. White light is coming through the windows and I find myself in a rather old fashioned environment. Did I just hallucinate about the future or some other time? This is a castle. I go to the window. It’s not as easy to look through these windows, but I can clearly see the inner yard of this castle. There are knights in shining armour around, some people wear feathers on their hats and all women wear long colourful dresses. I wonder what they wear under their dresses. Will I find the key to my questions there though? I shall have a look anyway.




    Jolie wakes up. All of her bedclothing soaking wet – as is she. She gets up, the sweat dripping down her nipples and through her breasts towards her triangle. What do I look like? I feel disgusting! I don’t even want to touch the carpet or anything like this.




    The tele is on in the background. We are meant to be made interested in Dlackstone circling some other company called Pell. Admittedly, they are proposing a very high amount, $ 24 billion for the buyout and that by next Friday. Quite a lot but any amount of that sort sounds a lot to normal mortals whereas, who knows, maybe it isn’t really; depends what they get. I’d be quite interested to learn about the ins and outs some day. Why and what is advantageous for either party to agree to the offer for starters. If the government were to be involved, which it sometimes is, the advantages for the taxpayer who is funding it would be interesting to learn about because that is I. I wasn’t asked when Lloyds or RBS were bought- or supported financially in whatever way. How about BHS? They appear to be spending lots for everything and not doing so well really. Am I, as the tax payer, to pay for that one too quite soon then?




    I’m just thinking this to myself whilst the TV is still babbling along. What is quite interesting and a good step in the right direction is that there are new extradition laws on the way. There still seems to be a lot of diplomatic work to be done, and it will be in force in different countries to different extents and at different points of time and – as always – they won’t be put in place in every country. I wonder how this process really works. How do some countries say ‘no’ to something so sensible. Why do they? Is there anybody receiving thick envelopes stuffed full of unnumbered bills and then suffering a memory loss?




    We hear about annual management fee and how much people are overcharged for no good reason and the difficulties in overseeing far-flung financial advisers, especially when yet again selling complex investments to unsophisticated investors. Is that where these compliance officers Sonny mentioned come in? Or should come in?




    How about China? It has steadily become more important in the world; we mostly hear about the two superpowers wrestling about or having other countries wrestle for them but hardly anything about China. We do so in the papers, often in conjunction with a discussion about liberal economic prescriptions and challenges faced in different parts of the world.




    I feel reminded of Sonny’s case and automatically wonder whether there is a connection since she said it were so big and all the other stuff she mentioned. So say it were to have some relevance, what does the might of China’s fleet of container ships and fishing boats have to do with this then? How do zombie banks somewhere else in the world affect us and this case? How many of these zombie banks are European and does that matter and would it matter if that number changed in the future? Europe didn’t do well in recapitalising, especially the biggest banks after the financial crisis of 2007-09. Gambling on economic recovery and knock-on effects on profitability of financial institutions can and did go majorly wrong. That’s never the end of the story, especially not if there are no capital buffers in place. So where does this shot go? Not into empty space; it does go somewhere and, perhaps even more importantly and prevalent, somebody gets financially hurt by this and that somebody doesn’t like that. So … people who roll that sort of big wheels are too powerful to mess with alone. So … really … Sonny should stay away from it or she had better get the government on her side. Not everybody wants to do anything and particularly not necessarily the same thing to restore banks’s balance sheets and that does include the European Central Bank. Creating transparency sounds great, but that too is not necessarily in everybody’s best interest.




    “Let’s go to bed early.” Xavier walks upstairs.




    RING-RING!




    


  




  

    Chapter 2




    Meeting with the Sphinx




    Back in London, Jolie goes to an area called Camden town. The closer she got, the more hippies and goths and weird looking people appear. Some have stuff sticking through their noses, ears, throats, necks, hands and eyelids. Monsters and grotesque figures are everywhere. Who buys this stuff? Is it people who are building satanic temples? What do they do with it; put it on their bedside table?




    Jolie is wondering about all these things whilst strolling through this strange place. Not everybody looks totally bizarre though. There are ravers and techno-fans too. There is a club called Sphinx made all out of limestone making Jolie develop the idea of how nice it would be to visit the Giza Plateau on the Westbank of the Nile with Sonny. Jolie is not really all that much into all this sort of strangeness. There were so many strange and mind-boggling circumstances she has only just been through and only just at that. She remembered the very unexpected and very lethal scene she just about survived with a vampire killer.7 Who becomes a vampire killer anyway? And when does that sort of thing start? Do these people just wake up one day and say to themselves something like: “Yes, indeed, I will become a vampire killer! I know there actually aren’t any vampires I could kill, but I will train to kill them anyway just in case I will come across one of these fairy tale creatures one fine day”.8 Thinking all these thoughts in her head, she only suddenly becomes aware of the fact that she has changed scene. There are no real strange people around anymore. This looks quite stylish actually. This is beyond yuppie; this is old money spent by young people. Relatively young anyway – the new young. It’s not teenagers or those in their twenties who got it from daddy in cash and now spend it on overpriced cosmopolitans for twenty pounds each. It is the thirties and forties who withdrew it from their own accounts and now spend it in style. One of them is an aerobic-fit lady who is wearing an absolutely stunning white short-skirt dress showing off her perfectly toned thighs. Her and Jolie’s eyes meet and Jolie cannot not ask her: “Wow! That is such a fantastic dress! Where can normal mortals get that sort of thing or did you have that made for you?”




    

      7 See Chronicles of Jolie Part I




      

        8 See Chronicles of Jolie Part III


      


    




    “Not at all.” She replies with a big smile. “It isn’t actually mine even. I borrowed it from the girlfriend of my cousin.”




    And now Jolie gets to know all about Sue who went to Egypt and her girlfriend Maureen who just went there too. Maureen lives in a slightly alternative house with other adults. This was never Sue’s bag, but she had some of her stuff there too so that she could always quickly slip into something when she stayed the night with Maureen.




    “Well if everything had to look like Versailles for Sue, it must have been hard to endure to go to a place like Maureen’s.”




    “Oh!” sighed Kim, “Now I have gone too far, haven’t I? Now you think I’m a weirdo too living in a hippie place. It’s not that bad … you know. It’s late. Shall we go? I could show you the place and you can order a cab from there?”




    Jolie realizes the time. It’s the weekend, so it does not really matter and having a nose in somebody else’s wardrobe just sounds too tempting to say ‘no’ to.




    They make their way there. It is a huge house – very easy for six people to live in without treading on each others’ toes all the time. It is actually that roomy that one can live quite an anonymous life in there. Everybody works somewhat different hours anyway. They all probably enter and leave the house not seen by anybody fairly regularly.




    They stand in the kitchen downing orange juice whilst making coffee.




    “So, Kim, what do you do here then? It doesn’t seem necessary for you to room-sit for safety reasons in this place”.




    “Well, I did not want to blurt it right out earlier. I had only just told you a lot of strange stuff anyway. The thing is, Sue is dead. She died in Egypt and that is why Maureen went there.”




    “What happened?”




    “Nobody really knows yet and, of course, that it happened over there does not help in terms of getting clearer about it. … Did I shock you proper now?”




    Jolie: “Oh, no. Not at all. You’d be surprised what I have just come out of and only just about made it.”




    “Come on, I show you her room. You were asking about my legs earlier. … They probably got toned because of this climbing of stairs. Her room is at the top … so that would be another hour then.” She laughs whilst they both walk upstairs.




    But they don’t make it far as Jack, the only male inhabitant of the house, peeks out the door of his room on the first floor.




    “Hello, I’m Jack!” he almost shouts in an overly excited manner. Jack is a smiley, fairly youngish man with slightly thin hair which makes him look older than he probably is. He is not the nerdy type of guy but … well … maybe he is a bit nerdy but not … uh … less than others who are really nerdy. There surely are more nerdy people around … somewhere. Jolie guesses he must work in some educational institution. Maybe a library, school or university.




    “Hi there,” responds Jolie. Jolie gets tired now. She thought she would just have a quick natter with an interesting woman and then go home from a place that would shelter her from rain just in case. Now a geek introduces himself to her past midnight and the woman she originally had set off to talk with has no choice but to introduce them since they are meeting each other in this very moment.




    “Kim, I must congratulate you to your brilliant choice of guests. You surely pick the right ones. Must run in your family!” he laughs somewhat inappropriately since Sue is dead.




    Kim does not make it even more awkward for Jolie as she has been confronted with the knowledge of a dead person this night already. So she just gives her best to nervously laugh it off and says:




    “That’s right Jack. We certainly all pick the right ones”.




    “Please make sure you keep this one alive, will ya?!” he adds.




    Jolie has just stood still so far and not said anything in a little while apart from ‘hello’. This awkward small-talk-gone-wrong can now easily slip into painful embarrassment and a conversational dead end. So really just to say anything she adds:




    “Would Sue have liked me?”




    Jack answered quickly and without thinking: “She sure would have liked your figure, but you would have still not stood a chance with her since you are a Latina.”




    Kim had been wondering how to get out of this unwanted situation ever since it started and this comment intimating Sue had been a racist was the straw that broke the camel’s back.




    “Jack, I’m afraid we will have to leave you in peace now. Jolie’s cab will arrive soon, and we just wanted to have a look at the room.”




    “Well, show her the lady’s double shower too then. You see, Jolie, this house is truly sexist. I get this little basic shower somewhere in the corner here. Wait till you see the girl’s shower. You’ll be amazed. It is roomy and like a little palace. Cleopatra would have loved to see soapy water run down various playmates in there. Why do all the girls in this house choose to shower together? I mean, I can understand it about Maureen and Sue but not everybody is just into girl’s here. Jessie isn’t and she still asks everybody whether they want to have a shower with her. … everybody apart from me that is because I’m not allowed in the girl’s shower.”




    “That’s right, Jack,” Kim ceases the second chance to close this laborious dialogue with Jack. “Only us girls are allowed in there, and you just have to fantasize about all the kinky things we get up to in there.”




    Kim and Jolie giggle as they continue their walk upstairs whilst Jack realizes that there is really nothing more to say for him and possibly also that, even if he had anything to say, the girls would not be able to hear it as they keep on walking farther up.




    “You must be wondering what this was all about, Jolie.” Kim says looking back to Jolie who is following her on the stairs. “Jack can be a pain in the backside, but he was not all that wrong unfortunately. Sue was a bit particular and clearly had her preferences. Basically everything had to look like the Palace of Versailles. If anything would not have fitted in there, then that would not have been for Sue. So whether you are a piece of furniture or a person, if you would not have been right to belong to Versailles, Sue would have not wanted to spend any time with you. Sue loved tiled walkways, columns and walls that have the colour of really old book pages. The type of colour that they get when they have been around for ages and ages.”




    Whilst Jolie enjoyed Kim’s company, she was now thoroughly getting bored to hear so much about Sue and starts to feel uneasy now about hearing so much about a strange racist girl she will never ever meet. Lucky her girlfriend Maureen is not here. If she were, she too would start talking about this Sue.




    Finally they arrive upstairs. Jack was right. The higher up, the more luxurious it looked. Maureen’s room was obviously empty, and it looked like a little palace in there.




    “Wow! I could live here … so tell me Kim, what are you doing and how come you are room sitting for your cousin? I mean you must be really close. Not every cousin would do this. I have cousins and we hardly even know each other … let alone room sit for each other. …I would not even want them to go through my stuff, and I know they would.”




    “Fancy a movie?” Kim says walking towards the TV-unit. Whilst Jolie is thinking about her answer, Kim switches on the DVD that was in. It starts right in the middle; where two middle-aged top management women are in a big office with one man. For some reason, it was unsustainable for the business to keep the top manager, and they had to replace her for whatever time frame with the other woman. Whenever in conversation with the man both women were super sweet, but as soon as he looked elsewhere, they were killing each other with their eyes. Kim takes her skirt and jacket off and throws it onto an armchair in order to not lie on the bed with her street clothes. She then goes on to answer Jolie’s earlier question and says: “Maureen and I have always been really close; she even is about the same size as me … which is very handy!” She says cheekily jumping off the bed. “… so I can wear these!” She opens some drawers and shows Jolie all the silky lingerie. A little fashion show is starting now with both of them being the star-top-models holding the lacy underwear against themselves asking the other whether the piece in question suited them and whether they could wear it, be the right type to wear it.




    “I got crap nails!” exclaimed Kim looking at her toes. “Would you mind if I quickly did them? I can show you the bathroom Jack babbled on about earlier as well.”




    They walk across the hallway into the glamorous wet room. The showers were at the wall. Since it did not matter whether water was going anywhere, there is no glass or curtain separating anything. They sit down on the spa seats. “Actually I could do mine too, have you got a hanger for my things somewhere?” Kim hands her one and they both get to work enjoying every moment of it from the moment of unrolling their tights to putting the foot into position to undoing the lid of the nail varnish and then applying it in an almost scientific manner onto the nails.




    “Would you fancy going shopping tomorrow? That’s quite a civilized thing to do on Sunday I always think. I saw some very latida-blouses in this boutique which I really want to get before anybody else does tomorrow morning.”




    “Sounds great,” answers Jolie. “But then I really ought to get my cab now as it is already Sunday.” “You could stay here if you like,” Kim says. “The bed sure is big enough or you could take one of the sofas if you prefer.”




    Jolie saw the sense in this. There was the prospect of enjoying a girlie day out shopping with Kim who she really got to like. Sonny was probably working over the weekend on some cases anyway, as always. What if she declined now as well? She would need to call a cab which would not be right around the corner and so she would have to wait – she could be undressed and asleep by then. And by the time she got home she could be dreaming sweet dreams here. Coming back tomorrow morning would also be a little bit awkward because by then the alcohol would have worn off, and they both would be strangers again which would make it awkward. All of this would, of course, also cost money again and all for the sake of sleeping a few hours in a place that is currently quite cold.




    Kim saw the wheels turning in Jolie’s head and said: “We have a spare toothbrush!”




    Now she was ‘sold’. So they both get ready, slip off their street clothes and exchange it for baggy shirts. The light is off but the two of them can’t stop chatting.




    “So tell me then about Sue and Maureen. Where exactly is she and when will she come back?”




    Kim sighs and although the issue is very current and on her mind everyday, Jolie did hit a raw nerve there. On the other hand, Kim is reasonable enough to accept that for a stranger this must be slightly worrying to be with somebody who is involved – however remotely – to somebody who has a friend who died under mysterious circumstances.




    “She is in Egypt now. Should be dry now as most of the rain falls in the winter months. She needs to check several places; maybe she starts south of Cairo. She will probably have to go to Sinai’s mountains and some of the north coastal cities such as Damietta, Baltim, Sidi Barrany, etc. That will take some time. I hope she won’t have to go to Alexandria. I don’t know how much Sue was involved in military or diplomatic processes. I know that she was talking about some elections for the House of Representatives earlier this year and then some election for the Shura Council some time later was also part of one of her last convos I heard of.”




    That was a lot of information for this hour. Jolie falls asleep nicely on her soft silk pillow.




    They have a lie-in and then set off for Oxford Street to go shopping. Once Kim finds what she came for, they sit down for a coffee in one of these nice boutique cafes. They enjoy the complete harmony between them and decide that they should go to Jolie’s just to pick up a few things for the night and then return. It would be nice to meet up properly with Jessie and Hoda later on.They give Jessie a ring but she does not pick up; so they just leave a voicemail.




    “If they are in later, let’s all have dinner; you don’t know the girls yet.”




    Jolie is still wondering how they all found each other and especially how Jack got in there. The girls all seem to be fairly similar, but Jack definitely is the odd one out. Sonny and Jolie always joked about these TV series with people of completely different types and backgrounds being allegedly best pals for life, and yet there are constantly these blatenly obvious fundamentally different attitudes to life – often in conjunction with harsh clashes of values. “So tell me, how did you all find each other?”




    “Well, as you know, I don’t live there myself normally, but I believe Maureen or the other one originally got there and once they were in, they – or just she? – sort of made sure that only likable people got in there.”




    “… and Jack?”




    “Ah, yes! That was a mistake. Somebody left and they needed to fill that space, and he was the only applicant at the time. They were all out of the house on vacation or whatever and really did not want to leave it empty. So he got accepted despite better judgement. They all knew that he was a fruitcake but then again, he lives on the lowest floor and does not really annoy anybody. You can avoid him as well. All rooms are fairly big … bigger than some people’s one-bedroom apartments. Ok, if you really want to use the sitting room on the ground floor and he comes along, you’re stuffed because he will then assault you with a brain dump of all sorts of stuff you never wanted to know about … so that is the minefield of the house.” She laughs, “Don’t get trapped! You’ll regret it!”. They both giggle, stay there for a bit longer and then leave.




    Walking through the big entrance door back home, Kim says, “You know, why don’t you just quickly help yourself to whatever you like in the kitchen and I go upstairs, just finish up some work and maybe try and give Maureen a ring. I won’t get through, but at least I’ll have tried.”




    Jolie did think to herself, “I thought Maureen is in all sorts of different places. So how come she knows where to call? Either she has all those numbers of the places she mentioned yesterday or Maureen just uses Cairo as a base and just goes to these locations during the day. Obviously, if she is loaded, she may simply call a mobile if she has a mobile on her and if reception allows.” All these thoughts go on in her head whilst she is preparing herself a few nibbles in the kitchen. The nickname of the sitting room is now established and when she walks into the ‘minefield’ she is surprised to see Jessie having downtime there.




    “What’s up with you? Why are you drinking here all by yourself?” Jolie asks concerned.




    Jessie finishes her cigarette and breathes out the last puff of smoke. She lowers her sight pressing down her fag into the ashtray so as to have a reason to avert her eyes for just a few more moments.




    “Oh … you don’t wanna know! You really don’t.”




    It sounded like she honestly much rather not touch on the subject at all. Jessie sits there in all her splendour. Her long straight legs over the armrest of her armchair; her head thrown back against the curved backrest – she looked handicapped. And for this limited time she really was. She was because in her mind she went through her most scarring experience and remembering the painful events made her suffer possibly even more than she did back then. Jolie sat down empathizing. Eventually Jessie lets on about what happened to her some


    time ago.




    Jessie: “Jolie, may I ask you, has anybody ever really trusted you? Do you really trust anybody?”




    Jolie: “Yes, Sonny and I trust each other. From what I can tell, Maureen and Sue really trusted each other when she was alive. I guess because of that special bond they had, she now went there.”




    Jessie: “Well, I had a strange experience involving the subject of trust in a way I had not even known before. I did not even know it really existed this way” Jessie slowly verbalises, grappling with the right way to express herself. “So I knew this guy some time ago. We met up a few times and had wild sex. He appeared to be just like any other bloke … just a little on the eccentric side maybe. That is not unusual though! There are tons of people who are somewhat out of the norm, aren’t there? I mean, I really believe we all have a bit of a screw loose. Some here, some there – GOOD GRIEF, THAT REALLY IS NOT A TELL-TALE SIGN OF ANYTHING. YOU JUST CANNOT TAKE THAT AS AN ALARM BELL. If you did, you’d be running around constantly hearing these alarm bells with just about everybody. So anyway, this one time we go back to his place again. I sat on him, and we had got quite close by then. We may even have got engaged at some stage.” Jessie now takes a big gulp of red wine – not the first one today by the looks of it. “He asks me whether I trusted him. Of course I said ‘yes.’ I really meant it too … but I was too young and stupid so later on whilst we were still making love I just joked and said ‘You know, I really don’t! I don’t trust anybody.’Hhhe freaked out about that! Not in a dangerous way; more … uh … deeply disappointed and shocked. Hhhe was behaving weirdly then;it was getting on my nerves. So I threw my clothes back on and left. I can’t remember why I went back. I either forgot something or … I may even have wanted to tell him off for his what I considered to be absolutely bizarre behaviour. I believe I was quite aggravated, thinking to myself ‘I have never fucked with nutcases and I won’t start now.’ So I stormed back through the main door and when I did not see him anywhere I went into the bedroom. He wasn’t there either, but I then saw big wet traces on the blue carpet leading to the bathroom. I went in and there he was. He had stuffed that machete down his throat just behind his collarbone!” Jessie gulps down the rest of her glass in one swift move, and they both sit there in silence for a little while. Technicalities as to how that was possible are not discussed. They both are too shocked about what they had just heard. Jolie heard it for the first time, but Jessie seems to be just as shocked although she had actually been there.




    Hoda heard them talk from outside and joins them. They talk about everything, what they are at and how things are going. Jessie and Hoda get on great, living on the same floor helps too. They did not know Sue as much and therefore are not terribly close to Maureen either. Sue just popped in and out of the house. She did stay for longer than a normal guest would have done but then again, she was not a normal guest. Jessie and Hoda realise after a while that Jolie and Sonny are as close to each other as Maureen was with Sue.




    Hoda tries to impress Jolie by talking about her penchant for the topic “piercing the corporate veil” and adds that it has always been her favourite topic. She does so in order to land in Jolie’s good books somehow so that she would tell Sonny who she now knows, is a high-flying lawyer. Hoda’s career in law has never taken off and, on account of her conduct and attitude to life, will never take off at all if approached in the conventional way – confirmed by the development of racism and deaths with racial element in the UK.9 She knows that on some level and therefore is very well aware that she can only make it with proper connections or will remain insignificant and working in a completely different industry till her dying day.




    

      9 For further detail please check findings on the internet searching for race and religious hate crimes occurring after the Brexit referendum 23/06/2016. They were not known to the author at the time of writing.


    




    They are interrupted by the sound of footsteps they all know too well. The sound that is synonymous with predictable hassle and self-promotion of the most irritating kind. There is no escape from the sitting room as it has only one door … and through that door the source of boredom is about to enter. Nothing will stop it. And once in, they know that too well, he will mercilessly impose his conversation on them. They all agreed a long time ago during a famous reality TV show that Jack was even worse than this engineer. In one of the episodes of the show, summarized at 9 p.m. every night, they showed and discussed this one housemate in particular, a young engineer who was going on about how great he was. At the end the girl he was talking to and who he had so desperately been trying to impress just asked him whether he liked one of her favourite pop bands. Now he was actually a fairly nice chap whereas Jack traps people and is knowingly controversial or even uncouth. To some degree he may be ignorant, but nobody can be that ignorant. This is part of the reason why hardly anybody ever uses the sitting room. The girl’s life has always happened above the first floor. “Sue has never been in here once,” Jessie and Hoda say simultaneously when the dreaded reality was closing in as the great white shark did in that movie they all had been so scared about and loved to hate many years ago when it came out.




    What now happens had been anticipated with precision. Jack arrives oblivious of their true opinions about him and invites himself to partake. He does this not by listening but by presumptuously sharing yet another “pearl” of wisdom they would have all so loved to do without. Completely out of the blue he elaborates about BP using TNK-BP cash for $ 8bn to buyback, exclaiming, as if in a court room as the chief defender “They will launch a share buy-back worth as much as $ 8bn!”. When none of the girls react at all, he, bizarrely, feels encouraged to continue with “the Kremlin-controlled oil group …” but the girls have heard quite enough about that by now and continue to chatter amongst themselves. Jack now does realize that trying to score with the girls is not going to happen by babbling on about business trivia. So he throws into the room as if that sort of humour were appropriate “… so does anybody know where she is … the lady who has now nobody to take extensive showers with anymore?”




    Jessie: “That is a really shit comment, Jack. Arsehole!”




    Jack: “It is also a dangerous place to visit. They are so anti-colonial over there. No wonder really since Britain administered around-and-around that Partition Plan for Palestine drawn up by the United Nations since 1920. Timing always stank. Just remember that UN ceasefire in the Six-Day War; Israel had already taken the Golan Heights from Syria by then. They shot down six Syrian MiG fighters in an air battle in 1967 which the Soviets sure didn’t like because they were backing Syria and Egypt. Egypt was planning to attack anyway though. Egypt, Jordan, Syria and Lebanon were all up for it but I read in a CIA report that Egypt’s Arab nationalist ruler Nasser didn’t want war and that even the Israeli foreign minister Eban knew that. UN Security Council jumps in with resolution 242 – some weird “land for peace”-formula. Did it work? Did it work fuck. If it had Sue would have not had to go down there for any reason even now 50–60 years later. I don’t know much but I know she was more than your bog-standard courier or diplomat or messenger or whatever.”




    For the first time, he now leaves and for the first time the girls would have actually liked him to go somewhat deeper into a topic they did not know about as much as they would like to.




    Hoda goes after him. When she reaches the door, Jack is already on the stairs. “So Jack, do you know where she went or where Maureen is?”




    Jack: “How would I know? I’m hardly one of the in-crowd here. Heard one of them talk about a place called Dedra once though.” With that he walks upstairs passing Kim on her way down.




    Kim: “Our Jack hears everything. Just spoken with Maureen. She is indeed at the Temple of Dendera.” She directly goes on to call into the living room “Jolie? I need to show you something upstairs on the laptop”.




    They sit on the office couch in the corner; the laptop in front of them on a little glass table. All ports are stuffed with cables of different colours. Jolie reads the word Ethernet on one of them and then there is a big black one connected to a bigger screen. Kim has the wireless keyboard on her lap. “Shall we switch on the light? It’s quite sombre in here with just the laptop on?!” but Kim declines. “Actually I am really getting second thoughts here about this whole thing. Have a look – I can’t believe I have never done this before!” she says embarrassed and apologetically. “I just found this on the internet. Look at how close all these crisis zones are! So we have a civil war here, bordering on Turkey with all those torture allegations. Then we have Cyprus here in the Mediterranean – division since 1974! – and Egypt right there. … Sue has died in the mix of things and Maureen is right in the middle of it now!” Kim has transformed to a military analyst all of a sudden. She is asking questions – most of them rhetorical in a Sherlock-Holmes-fashion. All that was missing was a pipe, a monocle and Dr. Watson around the corner groaning “Ummm” in agreement with her theory and theoretical insights. She did not, however, start strutting up and down the carpet. That may have been just that little bit too much. She was sensible enough to know that Jolie, just as anybody else, would have laughed about that. So she did not go that far. She has boosted her ego enough and feels quite proud that she has so successfully brushed up her geographical knowledge and come up with all these clever conclusions by herself in that little time.




    Jolie is taking all of this in. She hears about all sorts of horrible things in the news but now she sits here with somebody who is related to somebody who may be part of the news … and not in a good way. “So what do you think, JoJo? You have been in some pretty turbulent situations; what are your thoughts on this?” Jolie had indeed been in more frightening situations lately than she would have ever liked to get into and definitely does not ever want to go through that sort of experiences ever again. Kim may find all of this funny and may also have watched too many spy movies but Jolie had actually been threatened in a big way.10 Which is why Jolie can see that Kim enjoys indulging herself in her own self-importance looking at her with her pointy small black framed glasses but that she may actually be right with it all too.




    

      10 See Chronicles of Jolie Part I


    




    “Well, Kim, all these places are pretty far away from each other though. I know they look close on the map but it really could all be coincidence. Egypt is really far away. There are people on holiday there now. You don’t know whether Sue had been roughed up or just had an unfortunate accident.”




    Kim suddenly is infatuated with the view of Jolie’s Latin beauty in the blue light of the screen. She pulls on her long curly black hair lightly when she whispers in her ear in a slightly commanding, accusative, intimidating fashion: “So how about you, little girl? Do you like it rough, do you?!” Jolie realises that this is just a bizarre way of being funny and pretending to be into S&M. She looks at Kim in a bemused way, opens her mouth to answer but then hesitates as she sees Kim opening her jacket button and then sliding her left hand between her thighs. Jolie is not sure yet whether she likes this or not, but something holds her back from forbidding Kim to go any higher with her hand. She is just about to intervene but it is too late. Like a hawk knowing how to grab its prey in one swift movement, Kim slides her middle finger skillfully passing Jolie’s knickers and straight into Jolie’s opening and the thumb onto her clit. Jolie can’t help but getting wet instantly and decides not to resist for a little longer.




    Kim pulls Jolie up by her hair. She can walk straight but Jolie needs to walk bent over. “C’mon bad sheep! Move!” she commands slapping Jolie’s bottom cheek whilst rubbing Jolie’s head against her pubic bone. She coerces Jolie to go onto all fours on the bed. “You stay there, understood?!” When Jolie lifts her head and tries to say something she hisses “Slave, don’t you dare talk to your master; keep your head DOWN!” With that she rips off her remaining clothes and slips on some fancy extremely high heeled crocodile boots and a police peaked cap. She lifts Jolie’s skirt forcefully and lets it rest on her waist. Using her thumbs to hook her knickers, she uses her other eight fingers to scratch Jolie’s cheeks whilst she rips them down in one forceful movement. She hits the inside of Jolie’s thighs commanding her several times: “Spread’em, slave!” until they cut into Jolie’s outside thighs right above her knees. Moving from behind her to her left side now, she digs the nails of her right hand into Jolie’s heel, moving in slow motion, scratching her all the way up to her bottom. When arriving, she smacks both cheeks upwards making them shake up and down. The blue light coming from the laptop making both aesthetic female bodies appear to be metallic, breasts favoured by the light due to their exposed nature. Kim moves upwards now grabbing Jolie’s head violently, pulling her hair upwards taking her left ear into her mouth whispering loudly and intimidatingly “So I hear you’ve been mixing with the other team, have we?! Been busy with men, have we?!” She grabs a green banana from a crystal bowl under the bed and rams it into Jolie’s vagina lifting her abdomen once it was fully buried, her bottom shining as if out of chrome in the blue light. “Sure you like this then little Missy!” turning the banana in a circular movement around whilst keeping her index finger on her clit. She then pushes Jolie’s head down hard into the cushion groaning angrily in a reptile-like manner “What’s this?!” pulling on her blouse. “Did I allow you to wear this?!” Jolie has difficulty breathing with her face squashed into the cushion, let alone speaking. A stifled “No” is somewhat hearable when she answers. “NO, MISS!” Kim shouts back shaking Jolie’s head pulling it up just for a moment giving Jolie a second to catch her breath before being pushed back into the cushion. “No, Miss,” Jolie answers obediently. “No, dear Miss!” Kim shouts back smacking her bottom and moving the banana in and out quickly. “No, dear Miss.” “No, dear, dear Miss!” Kim demands, ramming her thumb into Jolie’s anus trying in vain to stop the intruder. “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa! N … o, de … ar, de … ar Misssssssssssss!” Jolie manages to word under shock. “Get your tits out, slave!” Jolie struggles to undo her blouse and undo with her head still buried in the cushion and her bottom stretched into the air with a thumb and hard banana occupying the holes in her crotch. “Faster!” Kim commands clapping her bottom cheeks so as to hurry her along. Once Jolie’s voluptuous breasts are fighting gravity freely, Kim pulls them lightly asking “What’s this? Are you a cow? Do you need milking?!” Jolie just moans in response. Kim pushes her over and then pulls both her legs towards her with her upper arms under her thighs pulling on the frontside of her thighs. “What’s this in your naughty pussy?!” she hisses pulling the banana out as if it were a piece of evidence in a criminal court case. She bangs it on the bedside table and hacks off the top with a heavy knife. She then squeezes the rest of the green banana out and points it threateningly at Jolie “This is what happens to naughty bananas … and if you want it so bad then you will keep it”. With those words, she sticks it back into Jolie. Kim licks Jolie’s face now and goes slowly downwards and starts sucking and eating the banana out of her. When Kim is halfway through, Jolie grabs Kim’s hands and squeezes her head between her thighs saying “C’mon little office concubine, put your back into it more or is this all you got?” switching speedily between her hands and burying Kim’s head deeper into her crotch. Kim sucks hard and fast. Jolie grabs her head with both hands harder. “Bitch, this is not good enough! You’re useless! C’mon slave, better than this!” Only Jolie’s back reflects the blue light at the moment; Kim is submissively held down in her shadow. Jolie gets up now and slowly walks forward two steps with Kim’s head still pressed against her hole. Jolie kneels down on Kim’s face holding her long blond hair with one hand like a horse’s mane and grabbing a fruit in front of her out of a bowl. She feels that this must be an overripe peach which Maureen probably bought before she left. She squashes it and rubs it into her crotch giving Kim a moment to breathe. “No, do it! I wanna hear you slurp like a pig at a full trough!” When Kim is done, Jolie swings around her, pushes her towards a bed post, pulls her hair back hard making Kim scream a joyful scream of agony. Kim has to hold on to the post to keep herself upright, her knees on one side and the back of the bed. Jolie now sinks the stone of the peach into Kim upwards “You lose it, you die slave.” Jolie teases Kim’s lips for a while and, when nothing drops, scratches around Kim’s right cheek to her triangle and upwards to her erect nipples. In this moment a double-sound comes from the laptop indicating the receipt of an email. Both ladies laugh apologetically.




    Jolie: “Hhhh that kills it somewhat.”




    Kim: “Should’ve put it on mute.”




    They swing themselves off the bed, wipe their hands with antibacterial tissue from the bedside table, grab some extra large soft towels, strut over to the machine and throw their towels onto the office furniture. Kim works the keyboard now and, since they are the only source of any noise at the moment, each key seems to make a disproportionately dominant sound. “It’s from Maureen,” Kim says to herself and Jolie.




    “Kim, how is good ol’ Europe? Sure am missing it in this dusty place. Stuck in a laborious paper war here and need some more girl power. These things take ages, it’s bureaucracy at its finest, and I have not got time to deal with the embassy and authorities at home because I am spending all my time with these guys over here and have my work cut out, believe you me. They are seriously not in a hurry.




    I know it’s a lot to ask, so take whatever compensation you deem appropriate from my bank account now. Sue and I had an account together and as an authorised joint account holder I herewith authorise you to deduct compensation. Use the bank card in the desk to pay for things. PIN is on the laptop, password is the place we went to during that one holiday we spent together when we were kids.




    I am attaching everything you need. You could go through it whilst you come over. Best if you book your ticket to Cairo now. I’m exhausted with it all. Spending all my time here queuing up and trying to translate forms by myself. Please take the laptop with you so that you can do everything via email. I went to the authorities at home myself, so there is no place where you would personally need to go. Just continue the conversations. The people know what’s going on. Thanks, Darling!”




    When they open the attachments, they realise why Maureen says, she cannot do all this by herself and deal with all the local bureaucracy as well. They switch on the light and print everything out. Kim is overwhelmed by the amount of different issues to deal with and therefore persuades Jolie to come to her aid, take unpaid emergency holiday in exchange for three times the pay she would have got. Jolie would still not have done it, but the prospect of finally being able to take Sonny out with the extra cash is too tempting to say ‘no’ to and so she lets herself be talked into this undertaking. Whilst they are preparing a to-do list the printer runs out of ink. They are discussing all the steps, pros and cons and when they decide that they need a break from it all, they wrap their big towels around them and go to freshen up and relax.




    


  

