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Chapter One – Rachel

[image: ]




It had all started with a whim, a daydream, a fantasy to help pass the time at work. It was one of those crazy ideas everybody has sometimes; a scheme to get rich quick and retire young, to enjoy a life of luxury and never have to work or worry about money ever again.

For many, such fantasies are based around an unexpected windfall; they hope to get lucky and win the lottery or inherit a fortune from some distant, unknown relative. Others seek fame along with their wealth and hope to acquire their riches through raw talent, hard work and the appreciation of a wider public. Musicians, for instance, praying for a hit single, writers hoping to pen a bestseller, artists aspiring to paint a masterpiece or footballers dreaming of scoring the winning goal in the last minute of a cup final.

Some, Rachel Green amongst them, are more ambitious and practical; they invent ways of helping themselves to what they desire, rather than relying on fate, they imagine turning to crime in order to satisfy their cravings. A relatively risky business, where you may well lose everything, including your freedom, if you fail. But if you don’t, if you’re successful, the rewards are immediate and tangible.

From her early years, Rachel had always been a rebel, never accepting the boundaries most children took for granted and questioning authority in any form whenever it infringed on the way she wanted to live her life. In a physical sense, she’d always been a small person in every way; slim-hipped and short in stature, even her hands, feet and ears were tiny which, along with her flaming orange hair, green eyes and freckled, fair skin, lent her an almost elfin appearance. Her parents were Irish immigrants who’d moved to London when they got married, so she’d not only inherited her looks from the emerald isle, she also spoke with her family’s ancestral accent, a lilting County Cork brogue.

At the age of seventeen, with less than a couple of months left of her school education, Rachel and four of her classmates were sharing a joint of skunk weed behind the gym during a lunch break. Mrs. Bailey, their maths teacher, came around the corner, planning on smoking a clandestine cigarette of her own, of the normal variety. She caught them red-handed and they were escorted to the head’s office, where the police were called, not because anybody wanted to charge the girls, but to interview them to try and find out where the drugs had come from. The principal and the forces of law and order wanted to find and arrest the supplier to stem the flow of drugs into the school.

This process began with a private interrogation of each of the girls. Rachel was made of stern stuff, not an easy person to intimidate, she denied all knowledge, saying she didn’t know anything about the grass or smoke it herself. She’d just been in the wrong place at the wrong time. Although she didn’t push her luck by saying so, she didn’t care whether they believed her or not, they couldn’t prove otherwise, she’d managed to dump the grass in some bushes on the way inside. Even if they did find it, they’d have a hard time proving it was hers, and if they didn’t, she’d go back and look for it later.

One or more of Rachel’s classmates wasn’t as obstinate as she was though and must’ve panicked and cracked under the pressure. Rachel never found out who it had been, but whichever one of her so-called friends it was, somebody ratted on her. She was fortunate in one way, the police weren’t interested in pressing charges, they had no evidence besides a witness and offered to let her off with a warning as long as she co-operated and told them where she’d got the marijuana from. She invented some scruffy hippy and named a local public house notorious for drugs and, as far as the two detectives from the Drug Squad were concerned, that was the end of the matter.

The principal, Mrs. Roberts, was not so lenient though. This was an offence for which the school had a strict zero-tolerance policy, there was only one punishment and there were no exceptions, Rachel was expelled. It may not have had to be the end of her education. With some help and encouragement and an effort on her part to cease experimenting with drugs, she might have got into another school or college and carried on to university.

Rachel’s rebellious nature and an almighty argument at home put paid to any chance of further study though. Her father, Patrick, didn’t help, he was furious and had no sympathy for his errant daughter. A hard-working, hard drinking bricklayer, he didn’t even attempt to understand, he had only harsh words for Rachel. “What in heaven’s name did you think you were doing girl? Have you gone completely off your flipping rocker? Not only taking drugs, that’s stupid enough, but taking them at school and sharing them out with the other girls like sweeties, Jesus.”

“Cannabis isn’t drugs,” she’d retorted. “It doesn’t do you any harm and it’s not addictive. They even use it for medicine in a lot of countries these days, prescribed by the doctor, if anything it’s good for you.”

“Well, we’re having none of it in this house, I can tell you that for a fact. It’s illegal and whatever you might have read on that internet thing you’re always looking at on your phone, there must be a good reason why it’s banned. Even if there isn’t, even if you’re right, it’s still against the law and if there’s one thing we’re not, it’s criminals. We don’t need those sorts of problems or to associate with that kind of people. Remember this, we’re good Catholics and law-abiding citizens. Right this minute, I want you to promise me you’ll never touch that stuff again and then, as long as you keep that promise, that’ll be the end of the matter.”

Having said his piece, Patrick deflated and sat down in an armchair, believing he’d done what was necessary and drawn a line under the unfortunate episode, but Rachel wasn’t going to be so easily subdued. “Bollocks,” she put her hands on her hips and thrust her face towards his, bending down and pouting. Patrick Green was shocked; it was rare for his daughter to answer him back and he was certain she’d never sworn at him before. He sat there, gob-smacked into silence and open-mouthed whilst she continued her tirade. “Don’t worry yourself, I promise I’ll never smoke dope in your house again or even have any here, because I’m moving out. I’ve had it with going to school and I’ve had enough of living here, I’m fed up of people telling me what to do all the time. I’m going to get a job and find myself somewhere to live, my own place, where I can do what I want and smoke what I want. In fact, I’m going to start looking right now, I promise you this, I’ll be out of here within a week.”

Although Rachel lived her life as if rules were made to be broken and had inherited her father’s volatile temperament, she’d always respected him, so he hadn’t expected this reaction at all. He was accustomed to compliance and obedience, as far as he was concerned, he’d just been laying down some basic ground rules. He hadn’t wanted an argument, let alone this promise to be out of his life within seven days.

Rachel’s mother, Bernadette, looked on, timid and worried, too familiar with her husband’s unpredictable and explosive fits of temper to attempt to intervene. Patrick didn’t throw a wobbly though, he tried to put things right, to calm his daughter down, he hadn’t intended to push her too far. “Come on now Rachel, you don’t have to move out, let’s talk about this, I didn’t mean...” He gave up mid-sentence, Rachel wasn’t listening to a word he was saying, she’d made her mind up and was already halfway up the stairs, headed for the sanctuary of her bedroom.

They didn’t talk again until the following day. By then, they were both more relaxed and composed, speaking in hushed tones in an attempt to keep the fragile peace. Rachel agreed to sit down with her parents and talk things over. As usual, Rachel’s mother had little to say on the matter. She was a quiet woman who thought she knew her place; old-fashioned, diminutive and mousy, she left such decisions to her husband. Besides such questions as, “would anyone like a cup of tea,” or basic statements such as, “dinner’s ready,” the most she ever had to say was her prayers at mass on Sunday morning.

Patrick tried to compromise, to offer Rachel a way out, he hadn’t intended for this to happen and, however little she had to say on the matter, he knew his wife would never forgive him if he alienated their only child. He pleaded with his daughter to reconsider her decision, even offering her the freedom to smoke cannabis in her room, as long as she left the window open and the door shut, so you couldn’t smell it in the rest of the house.

Rachel had already been imagining her new life though, picturing the freedom and independence it would bring. Yesterday, her father’s offer would’ve been appreciated, but by now it was too late. Sure, she’d have to go to work, but it couldn’t be much worse than going to school and she’d have plenty of money and her own place to live. She’d already decided, she’d set her heart on it, she was adamant and determined. “I’m going to get a job and move out as soon as possible,” she insisted, “nothing’s changed there and it’s not going to. It has to happen one day, I’m a grown-up now and I want to live like one, I’m not a child anymore.”

Despite her resolve, Rachel offered them an olive branch, she didn’t want to leave under a cloud, her parents were her only close family, she’d lived her whole life with them and whatever differences of opinion they might have, she could feel their pain and didn’t want to make them suffer any more than they had to. She promised not to move too far away, to keep in touch daily and to pay regular visits.

Her mother, Bernadette, even made a rare contribution to the conversation, once it was clear her daughter had made her mind up and wasn’t going to be persuaded otherwise. “We can still go to mass together on Sunday mornings if you like, then you can come back here for roast dinner, bring your dirty laundry and I’ll pop it in the machine for you, wash it and dry it whilst we’re eating.”

Rachel promised to think about it, the large meal and clean clothes once a week were tempting, it would be a welcome helping hand in her new independent life. However, her plans for the future didn’t include the Roman Catholic Church or any other church. She didn’t tell her mother, she would, but not yet, not now on top of everything else. Rachel could see how upset and confused she was already; it could wait for another time.

Once she’d committed herself to moving out, Rachel wanted to get on with it as quickly as possible. She decided to take any work she could get for the time being, however menial or boring, just to have an income and so expediate the process; she couldn’t look for somewhere to live until she had enough money to pay the rent. Within two days she’d found herself a job, nothing at all interesting or glamorous, but a step up the ladder from cleaning the streets or working on a production line in a factory, which were her only other immediate options. Rachel started working five days a week, from nine until five, with an hour off for lunch, operating a till at one of three check-outs in a hardware store.

It was more boring than school and the hours were longer, but on the positive side, it was less tedious than she’d expected. The shop was always busy, a constant line of customers, so she had to work non-stop and, as a result, the time passed amicably enough. At the end of the first week, on Friday afternoon, Rachel got her first pay-packet.

By the end of Saturday, she’d spent most of it paying a deposit and a week’s rent, up-front, on an attic bedsit in a rambling, detached Victorian heap. She had a pleasant view from her single sash window, which looked out over a lawned garden adorned with moss covered stone statues and a fountain which didn’t work. This green space was bordered with mature elms and horse chestnuts which blocked out the view of surrounding buildings and the house was located near to a university, so most of the other tenants were students, young adults like herself.

Her room contained basic furnishings; a two-seater, modern, blue sofa, a table come desk with a wooden chair and a metal-framed bed with a lumpy mattress which looked as old as the house. There was a gas burner with two rings under the window and the bathroom was down the hall, shared with the other two residents on her floor. On Sunday afternoon, after mass and the traditional roast dinner, her father, Patrick, gave her a lift with her worldly possessions in the boot and heaped on the back seat of his car. Rachel had moved out and was moving in, her emotions conflicting, a sense of new found freedom coupled with a trepidation of being alone in the world.

Once settled in, she made the most of her independence and liberty, smoking her beloved marijuana when she wanted, drinking a glass or two of wine with her evening meal and coming home or going to bed at whatever hour she pleased without having to explain. At the weekend she went clubbing with Emily, a friend she’d met at work, drinking and dancing the night away and on occasion waking up in a strange man’s bed. She could eat whatever and whenever she wanted too, but her diet was somewhat restricted by her stove, which only had the two burners and no grill or oven. As a result, she often lived on sandwiches and takeaways; curry, fish and chips, kebabs, burgers and pizzas. Unhealthy junk food or not, she didn’t care, there was nobody to tell her what she could or couldn’t eat anymore.

All of this freedom came at a price though. Rachel had to spend forty hours of her life each week sitting behind a till, a necessary sacrifice for the time being, but after a month she decided to look for more interesting employment with better prospects. It was then she realised she may have been hasty in her decision to discontinue her education. If she’d carried on studying, she could’ve gone to college or university next year and, with an appropriate qualification, there were plenty of diverse and exciting job offers to choose from, professional careers with opportunities for advancement.

On the other hand, if she’d persevered, she’d still be broke, living with her parents and going to school; for another year she wouldn’t have the independence she by now cherished. As things stood, with her minimal qualifications, there were abundant openings, but they were all boring, dead-end jobs with no hope of further training or promotion. Cleaning, serving tables, delivering packages or fast-food, factory work, nothing with a future, slave labour to pay the bills, but that’s what she was already doing. There was no point in giving up the mindless money earner she had to get another one. Her position at the hardware store was relatively comfortable, interesting and well paid compared to most of the available alternatives.

Rachel could’ve still given up and tried to continue her education, but she felt as if she’d be admitting defeat if she had to move back to her parents’ house. So, she decided to stick to her guns, not only because she was enjoying her freedom, but also because she felt she had something to prove. She needed to show her parents, and indeed herself, that she was grown-up and mature enough to do this, that she was capable of looking after herself.

For the first two Sundays after she’d moved into the bedsit, Rachel made an effort and went to mass. Not because she was religious or wanted to go, but for her mother’s sake, because Rachel knew her moving out was hard enough on Bernadette, she didn’t want to upset her any more than was necessary. After the second time though, she’d had enough and told her parents she wouldn’t be coming any more, she needed to rest on Sunday morning, she was too tired from work. In reality, she didn’t want to go inside a church ever again in her life, she preferred to go out dancing until late on Saturday nights with her friend Emily, on occasion followed up by a one-night stand. She needed her Sunday mornings to sleep it off, but her parents didn’t have to know about that, so she neglected to mention it.

Rachel still turned up on Sundays with her laundry bag and devoured the roast dinner her mother had prepared; she just gave up the going to church part of the ritual. Over the coming weeks she began to notice how her parents’ attitude towards her had changed since she’d moved out and become an independent woman. They no longer treated her as a child; her mother, although it was clear she was uncomfortable with the situation, tried to be positive and became more talkative, now tending to treat Rachel as an equal, as an adult. Unhappy as she was, it was as if she was trying her hardest to find some satisfaction in what had happened, in her daughter maturing and becoming a woman in her own right.

Her father, on the other hand, polarised in the opposite direction. He became quieter and less bossy, saying little and speaking in hushed tones at their weekly get-together. He was somehow subdued, as if he felt ashamed and guilty for forcing his little girl away and breaking up the family, as if he wanted to make amends and turn back the clock, but knew it was too late.

During her search for more rewarding employment, Rachel came across an advertisement in an underground railway station. A major international airline was recruiting staff to work at and out of Heathrow Airport. They were looking for, “intelligent, out-going, well presented young people to train as flight attendants and join our team.” It gave contact information; an email address and a phone number, there was no mention of any necessary qualifications and the airport was only half an hour from where she lived, well connected by public transport. Rachel took a photo of the advert with her phone and sent them an email later the same day, more out of hope than expectation, but the job sounded far more interesting than the hardware store, there was no harm in trying.

Two days later, Rachel was surprised to get a reply, she’d given up expecting to hear anything from them by then. Even better, it wasn’t an apology thanking her for her interest, it wasn’t a job offer either, but it was encouraging. She’d been invited to attend an interview at the airport, next week on Tuesday, she’d have to take a day off work. Rachel wasn’t entitled to any leave or holidays yet and she didn’t want to tell them she was looking for another job, so she decided she’d have to pretend to be sick

She sent an email back to the airline, thanking them for the opportunity along with a promise she’d be there. First thing Tuesday morning, she phoned the hardware store and told them she had a bad head cold and wouldn’t be coming in. Then she donned her smartest clothes, a dark blue trouser suit and a white blouse seemed appropriate, before spending half an hour on her hair and make-up. She’d decided to splash out on a taxi and had already ordered it, to make sure she got there on time and didn’t spoil her pristine appearance travelling on public transport.

Once she’d arrived and found the office, she was given a form to fill in. Personal details first; name, date of birth etc., then they wanted to know about her education, qualifications and work experience. Rachel was apprehensive, once they found out she didn’t have much to offer in this department, she felt certain they’d say sorry and show her the door. They didn’t though, she was asked to wait for a few minutes before being ushered into an office for a one-on-one interview with an older woman, maybe she still had a chance?

“Sit,” the woman barked, pointing at the chair on the other side of her desk. She proceeded to ignore Rachel for several minutes, concentrating on the paperwork in front of her as if it was more important. Then she began asking questions, fast and aggressive, many of them were ambiguous and seemed irrelevant to Rachel, but she kept her cool and answered to the best of her ability in a subdued and respectful manner. The woman just kept having a go at her though, asking her if she was stupid several times. Then she asked Rachel, “what are you doing here? Do you really think you’re good enough to do a job like this or are you just wasting my time?”

At this point Rachel almost snapped, trying to control her temper, trying hard not to tell the woman to stick her job where the sun doesn’t shine and storm out of there, it didn’t look as if there was any chance she was going to get the job anyway. As it was, she never even got an opportunity to answer, without a word of explanation, the woman got to her feet and walked out of the office, closing the door behind her. Rachel sat there on her own for close to ten minutes, then the woman returned and resumed the interview as if she’d never left. It wasn’t long afterwards, as Rachel was leaving, despondent and demoralised, the woman, who hadn’t bothered to introduce herself or even told Rachel her name, became polite all of a sudden and said, “thank you very much for your time, we’ll let you know one way or the other in the next few days.”

She was true to her word, five days later, by which time Rachel had again given up any hope of getting any sort of response at all, let alone being offered a job, she received another email from the airline. She’d been accepted to undergo a week’s training and be duly evaluated. She’d be paid half the normal salary for the seven-day probation period, which amounted to almost as much as she earned at the hardware store. She managed to get a week off work; unpaid, compassionate leave, claiming a close relative was on his deathbed and could pass away any day now. She wasn’t going to give up the job she had, she couldn’t afford to, however much she despised it by now, not until she was certain she’d got another one. She needed some sort of income, enough to buy food and pay the rent, there were some disadvantages to being free and independent.

Rachel turned up for the first day’s training, this time travelling by railway, she couldn’t afford the luxury of a taxi every day. She left herself plenty of time to make sure she was early and so, was one of the first trainees to arrive. The same obnoxious woman who’d been so rude to her at the interview was there to greet her, but today she seemed a different person; welcoming, kind and polite. “Good morning, Rachel if I remember correctly.” She offered a hand and, somewhat perplexed by the woman’s personality change, Rachel shook it. “I’m Mrs. Truman, but you can call me Mary if you like, everybody else does, we’re quite informal around here. I’ll be in charge of your training this week and your supervisor afterwards, should you be accepted for the job. You’re a bit early, would you like a cup of coffee whilst we wait for the others to arrive? Milk and sugar?”

“That’d be lovely, black please with two sugars.” Rachel accepted her offer, but was both suspicious and quizzical, weighing her up, trying to work out how the witch from last week had turned into this charming, empathic woman today.

Mary sensed her curiosity and offered an explanation. “If you’re wondering why I’m acting like a different person from the last time we met, it’s because at the interviews we’re deliberately rude to candidates, we try and upset them on purpose, to weed out anybody who’s volatile or quick to lose their temper. It’s a test of your temperament, we deal with the general public and it’s vital that everybody who works for us can at least appear to remain patient and understanding under pressure. You did very well, that’s why you’re here today.” Rachel had a fiery temper when she lost it, but she wasn’t going to say so, she’d been lucky, Mary either hadn’t known which buttons to press or she hadn’t pressed them hard enough.

The first day of training was all about presentation. Those accepted would be issued with a basic uniform; a matching light blue skirt and jacket for the women and trousers and a jacket in a darker shade for the men. They were shown how it had to be ironed in a certain way, so as the creases were in the right places. Along with this, the successful candidates would be obliged to wear specified types of shoes and stockings, or socks for the men, and a white blouse or shirt, all of which they would have to provide themselves. There were ties for the men and cravats for the women, both bearing the company logo, which they had to learn to tie correctly. The morning was gone by the time they’d got through learning how to dress in an appropriate manner and they retired for lunch. The afternoon was spent on hair and make-up for the female trainees, everything was stipulated, right down to what colour lipstick was allowed.

Now they knew how to present themselves, Tuesday, the second day, was dedicated to behaviour. They had to learn a series of stock phrases to use in certain situations. They were also taught how they should talk; quiet but clear and always respectful to a customer, you were never allowed to raise your voice. Then they were shown how they should stand whilst on duty; spine straight, hands clasped behind your back and feet a foot apart. They learnt more about posture; how they should sit and walk, but above all of this, as Mary emphasised time and time again, was the golden rule; always be polite, no matter what the circumstances were. The customer was always right as far as it was possible and if things did get out of control, they should discreetly call security or the police, never intervene on a physical level. Tact and diplomacy were their tools, paramount, even when dealing with the drunkest, rowdiest, rudest or most abusive of travellers.

The remaining three days were dedicated to assessing how the candidates would react during emergency situations, either in flight or at the airport. They played out various scenarios, the applicants taking turns, sometimes with a script, acting as a troublesome traveller, at other times in their uniforms, demonstrating how they’d deal with each problematic situation.

A screaming toddler upsetting the other passengers, what would you do? You have to placate them by calming the child, but you can’t be rude to or offend either the parents or the noisy infant. They had to deal with an in-flight heart attack, aggressive drunks, people smoking in the toilet, a suspected forged passport and even a would-be terrorist claiming he’d put a bomb in his suitcase in the hold and demanding they divert the plane to Afghanistan. All sorts of difficult situations, for which the correct procedures were explained afterwards and points awarded to the trainees, depending on how well they’d performed.

At the end of the week, on Friday afternoon, they were called, one at a time, into Mary Truman’s office to find out whether they’d got a job with the airline or not. Mary stuck her head out of the door as the last candidate to discover his fate left. He was holding a slip of paper and looked depressed, “thank you, goodbye,” he muttered as he shuffled towards an exit sign, looking at the floor.

“Rachel Green,” Mary announced. Rachel closed the door behind her and sat in the chair opposite Mary, at her desk. “Well, let’s see, there’s good news and bad news Rachel. The bad news is you didn’t make flight attendant, we only had four positions available and I must say you only just missed getting one of them by a whisker, you came in fifth. I’d also like to point out that it was an unusually high-quality batch of applicants, you were unlucky in that respect. However, the good news is that we have other openings, here at Heathrow, in the airport. In light of your impressive performance, we’d like to offer you a job at the long-haul check-in desk, you don’t get to fly anywhere, but the pay and benefits are the same, what do you think? You could start next week if you want to, on Monday.”

Rachel didn’t have to think twice before accepting. She had no personal possessions at the hardware store and was paid up to date, so she sent them an email telling the manager she wasn’t going to be working there anymore and she never set foot in the place again. Three days later, at eight o’clock on Monday morning, dressed in her new uniform, Rachel started working at Heathrow airport.

She had to work shifts, her starting and finishing times changing each week, the only constant being the number of hours she had to work each month. Because of these, sometimes anti-social hours, Rachel was obliged, on occasion, to take a taxi either to or from work. This didn’t bother her though, she was getting twice as much in wages as at the hardware store, it didn’t matter, in fact she enjoyed the comfort and still had more spare cash than she’d ever had in her life. It was far more interesting than school or working a till had ever been as well, she was always busy, but it wasn’t hard work, it was absorbing, she never caught herself watching the clock or praying for the minutes to pass.

The only thing which annoyed Rachel in her new position in life was some of the passengers, often she found herself having to remember her training and Mary’s golden rule. Smiling when she didn’t want to and not answering back when someone was rude to her did not come easily to Rachel, but she was enjoying herself otherwise, so she treated it as if she was acting, spewing polite reassurances in a calm voice soon became second nature to her.

The most abusive members of the public she had to deal with at the long-haul flights desk were often the wealthiest, those travelling business or first-class. Rich, important and sometimes famous individuals; powerful people who were used to being in charge and so were inclined to expect to be treated as superior human beings. These customers were often arrogant, bossy, pompous or condescending. Despite a, sometimes overwhelming, desire to tell these snobs where to get off, Rachel somehow managed to always button her lip and come across as polite, respectful and helpful. Such grovelling wasn’t easy for her, but it was a small price to pay for the lifestyle it guaranteed.

To pass the time at work in the airport, Rachel had invented a game which she played by herself, in her head. She never told anybody about it until she met Bernie, two years later, it was harmless enough until then. The game involved picking out one of the wealthier looking clients from business or first-class. It helped if they’d offended her, but she selected her targets based on other criteria as well; the quality of their luggage, clothes, shoes, watch and their destination were all taken into account. When she came across a suitable mark, she’d memorise their address from the tag on their suitcase or bag as she weighed it and checked it in. She’d also keep an eye out for the most expensive or exclusive sounding properties and factor that into her equation, check the date of their return flight and make sure they boarded their plane.

The object of the game was to know where and when wealthy peoples’ houses would be empty, whilst their owners were away on holiday. She fantasised about robbing these places and had even given the game a name, she’d christened it Night Shopping but, for the time being, this was as far as the game had ever gone, nothing more than daydreaming to pass the time at work. There might well have been easy pickings available but Rachel, on her own, had neither the courage nor the knowledge to take it any further. It was wishful thinking, something that was never meant to happen, something that was never going to happen, not until she met Bernie.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two – Bernie
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Bernard Brain had never been enthusiastic about school, he only went because the law, and hence his father, said he had to. Taunting on occasion from the other children; predictable, incessant jokes about his surname only fuelled the fire of his distaste for the educational system and he often played truant or feigned illness to avoid attending. He wasn’t slow to learn or unintelligent, in fact quite the opposite, but ever since he’d been a toddler, a small child not yet old enough for the classroom, he’d known what his position in this world was going to be. In keeping with family tradition, as generations before him had, he intended to join the family business as soon as he was old enough and follow in his father’s footsteps.
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