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Language: British English including spelling has been used throughout.

Story style: Some content within the book is slightly more explicit than is normal for this author. However, it was considered necessary to show motivations and background influences. Apologies to any regular readers who may find this not to their liking.

Disclaimer: This tale has been inspired by and is based upon actual events. Therefore, to protect those still living, whether they deserve it or not, as well as the dependents and friends of those refereed to, names of people and places have either been changed or omitted.
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“Good evening Daniel.”

“Hi Tara. How you tonight?”

“Fine thank you. And you?”

“Good. When you going to come out with me?”

“You know I’m too busy for that.” Though she’d to admit how nice he was, she didn’t want to get too involved. The remembrance of her previous life was still too painful. Anyway, with the bringing up of her son and consequent need to work round the clock, she really had no time.

“It’s about time you had a night off. All this working isn’t going to do you any good in the long term.”

“Maybe, but I need the income.”

“How about taking next Friday off?”

“You don’t give up do you?” Laughing with appreciation for his consideration. They’d got to know each other quite well over the preceding months during which Dan had become a regular.

“Not as a rule. How about it? Do you good.”

“I suppose you’re right. It probably would do me good.” She’d never admit it openly but the three job, round-the-clock, routine was staring to get to her. An evening off would be nice even though she’d not be paid. But she’d still have the income from her other two jobs. “All right, I’ll ask Mrs B but she may refuse, Fridays are usually busy.”

“She could get someone in for the evening.”

“Perhaps, but that’s not for me to say. All I can do is ask.”

“Well?”

“She was reluctant but did acknowledge I’ve hardly ever asked for time off and have never let her down. Like you, she also thought it was probably time I had a break.”

“Good. I’ll pick you up at seven.”

“All right.”

“Have to go now; I’m due back on board. See you Friday. Don’t forget.”

“I won’t.”

“You know he likes you. Wouldn’t be surprised if he wasn’t falling in love.”

“I hope not Mrs B. He’s nice but I’ve no time for any such thing.”

“You mayn’t be able to do anything about it.”

“Oh dear. I hope it’ll not spoil our friendship. I’d miss that.”

“Have to wait and see. But don’t be surprised if he wants more. Ah, good, here’s Janet.”

“G’d evnin Ms B, Tara.” Her Southern European accent in full evidence.

“Hello, Janet, thanks for coming in.”

“Tank you ask me. Need all can get.”

“Right. Now, we’ve a booking for a large anniversary party, thirty plus, Tara and I will take care of them if you’d look after the rest.”

“Oks.”
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“HI, CHARLIE.”

“Hello Claire. No Melissa?”

“We broke up.”

“Bloody hell Claire, you get through them faster than a box of tissues.”

“Suppose I do. But they all turn out to be so wimpy, and boring. So ‘normal’.”

“But most of them’ve been lookers. What more do you want?”

“Yea, okay, they have. But the sex is so boring. I want more. I want adventure. I need a challenge.”

“Come of it. I’m sure it can’t have been that bad. I wouldn’t have minded trying it out with some of them if it hadn't  been for the fact I'm the wrong gender.”

“Yea, well your a man. Don’t take much to satisfy you lot.”

“You can be a real bastard at times.”

“Just tell it as it is.”

“Why do you bother going with them if you feel like that?”

“Because I’m a bloody fool. Always hoping they’ll be different; more what I want. Anyway, boring or not, sex is sex.”

“That’s a bit mercenary. I hope you realise how brutal you can be at times. I’ve often seen you reduce those lovely girls to tears. There’s no need for that.”

“Maybe, but it’s better they know rather than pretend all’s okay.”

“You could be a bit more gentle in the way you tell them. And sometimes I don’t think you give them a real chance.”
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