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Childish Things – A Royal
Affair






by
Lois Hodges


He had
grown up among beautiful things all of his life. As the eldest son
of a Great Marquis, Henry had nothing but the best from the second
he was born. As soon as he was old enough to leave the nursery,
most of his time was spent at the royal palace itself; his
playmates nothing less than princesses and princes; each who stood
to inherit thrones and greatness.






Through
his childhood, his closest companion, and most trusted companion
became the Princess Christina, who was said to be the most stunning
lady in all the land. Christina’s beauty led her to rise higher
than her station of tenth in line for the throne, and always at her
side was Henry, ready to enjoy the mischief and take advantage of
the riches. But love chooses the heart based on some unknown
properties, and sometimes beauty and riches do not come into play
in the face of the first true love one will experience.






Henry
remembered it clearly because it was Christina’s sixteenth
birthday. In the absence of her fiancé, the Earl Craig, who was
called away to his own lands on an emergency, he agreed to escort
her through the town. It was tradition that a royal, even one so
far down the line, displayed themselves in public on their
birthdays to receive the blessings and gifts of their people. And
it was rare that he was home in the summer.






As a
captain in the Navy, normally the young Lord was off sailing
through the summer months, only returning in the winter. But his
ship was due for strong repairs, and so he chose to have it done
over the summer. This year, he would only sail in the fall, before
dry docking for the winter. The advantage with being close to the
royal family was that he came under no penalty for choosing to do
so. And so it came to be that Henry sat beside her in the open air
carriage as they rolled through the streets, smiling and waving and
ducking the flowers being thrown at them.






She was
standing in the centre of the crowd, watching them go by. By her
dress, she was obviously a peasant. It was grey, and muddy at the
bottom, the patches of wear obvious on the elbows and the hem. Her
hair was a nondescript brown, straight and tied back with a simple
grey ribbon. She was perhaps a few years older than him, not that
it mattered. Looking back, he couldn’t figure out what it was. She
wasn’t particularly well endowed, or curvy or pretty. But she
looked up from the street to see the carriage, and met his eyes and
he felt like lightening had struck him.






“Stop!”
Henry called to the carriage driver, causing Christina to turn to
him sharply.







“What?”






“Let’s
just stop here,” he replied, with a nonchalant shrug. “More than a
few of them clearly have gifts for you, and you wouldn’t want to
miss out on that.” Two years older than Christina, he knew with the
wisdom of an older brother how to attract her attention. She
smiled, and nodded to the carriage driver, who pulled tightly on
the reigns, and stood up.






“The
Princess Christina on her sixteenth birthday and her escort, Henry,
incipient Marquis of Sutham!” The crowd bowed in respect as he held
out his hand and helped her step off the carriage step, keeping a
careful eye on the crowd in case anyone wished his Princess harm.
But as soon as they were on the ground, he found himself face to
face with the mysterious lady, who curtsied low in
surprise.






“My
Lord, My Lady,“ she said, her voice accented with the lilt of the
north. In her hand was a basket full of wildflowers, which she
offered to Christina. “Many happy returns, M’Lady. For sixteen is
such a wonderful year.”






“You
speak as if it’s in ancient history; yet you cannot be many years
passed it.” Henry was less than a foot from her, keeping his back
to the carriage and one arm close to Christina. She looked up to
meet his eyes and he again felt like the sky had opened up and the
Gods had thrown something at him.






“I’m
nearly twenty, M’Lord,” she replied, with a blush.






“And
what a lucky husband you must have,” he said, knowing full well she
wore no wedding ring. “What is your name?”






“Liza.”
Her gaze was intense and up close, he noticed her eyes were quite
beautiful. “And I have no husband as of yet, M’Lord. It’s just as
well, if you forgive my bluntness, as I do work.”






“You
work?” He was impressed, and even though he felt Christina move on
to speak to someone else, he couldn’t help but ask. “And what is it
that you do?”






“Yes.
There are always bills to pay and things one needs to survive;
perhaps food and water is above the Nobles? I teach in the school
at Northaven, and while it is not court life, I do not wither away”
she replied, and he nodded, a smile coming over his boyish
features. Henry was as beautiful as Christina, with golden hair
that was kept just long enough to be ruffled by the breeze, and
blue eyes that twinkled at the slightest expression of
delight.






“I know
it,” he said, trying hard to keep his eyes on her face. He felt as
if he had met her before, a thousand times. If all the people in
the crowd disappeared, and it was just him and Liza standing alone
on the street, he wouldn’t mind one bit. “Perhaps I shall pay a
visit one day, for you are to be commended for such selfless work.
Children are our future”






She
dipped her head, although a smile played at the corners of her
mouth.






“Do you
have children, my Lord?”






“No.
Although I keep trying.” The comment was risky; he had been slapped
for less. But Liza only smirked.






“Then I
shall look forward to a visit from you, M’Lord. I am there every
day.”






“Henry.”
He reached out a hand to kiss hers, dipping his head so his soft
hair brushed against her hand. As a peasant, her hands were rough,
and the nails were dirty. But the fingers were long and slender;
and her hands were fine boned and feminine. He was already
picturing the things those hands could do. “Please, call me Henry.
M’Lord often refers to my father. And he’s old. And generally not
very interesting.”






“Henry,
then,” she said, softly, watching him with interest to see what he
would do next. “I look forward to it.”






“As do
I.” Christina already had returned to his side, her arms full of
gifts and flowers. With one last glance, he helped his Princess
back into the carriage, shutting the door firmly behind them as the
wheels began to roll again.






“What
are you doing, Henry?” Christina asked, with curiosity as she
watched him. His eyes were still locked on Liza’s, even as they
began to move too far to really see her.






“I have
no idea,” he grinned at her, finally shifting so he looked at her.
“But it’s going to be interesting, at least.”







***






It was a
week before he managed to get away from the Palace to head up
north. It was a journey that took at least two hours in good
conditions, which made him wonder what Liza had been doing in the
main city that day. Christina’s birthday celebration surely hadn’t
been worth such a journey?






As his
private carriage pulled up in front of the school, he was surprised
to find he was nervous. What if he was going crazy and she had not
felt a thing on the path besides a simple flirtation with a rich
Lord? What if she was lying and had a burly husband who would put
him six feet under within four minutes of stepping into the school?
Or worse, what if she didn’t remember him at all?






She
clearly did, luckily. He could see it in her eyes as soon as he
knocked on the open door. The fifteen or so children in the one
room school house turned around to gape at the great Lord that
waited at the door, most having never seen someone dressed in such
finery. But he only had eyes for Liza, who stood at the front of
the room with a bemused expression. Today she was wearing a green
dress that was equally as worn as the grey, but seemed to bring out
her grey and be a bit more low cut than it as well.






Slowly,
she put down the small chalk board she held, putting her hands on
the desk.






“That’s
it for today, children. Please remember to bring your homework for
tomorrow.” She didn’t meet his eyes once, instead saying goodbye to
her students and scolding them gently as they paused to touch
Henry’s cloak or stare at him in awe. Finally, the schoolhouse was
empty, and Liza dared to look up and take in the great Lord that
had travelled all that way just to set eyes upon her.
“Well.”






“Well,”
Henry echoed, leaning against the door. “You really are a
teacher.”






“You
really are a Lord,” she retorted, glancing out the door at the
carriage. “And not just some servant of the princess.”






“While
Christina is my mistress, and very beautiful indeed, she does not
catch my eyes or strike thunder into my heart.” He took a step
forward. “As you did when we first met. Tell me, is that a skill
you’ve practiced?”






“Aye, of
course,” she said, a smile on her face as she put a few of the
small chalkboards away and brought the remaining chalk pieces to
the front. “I’m surprised it took so long to work, because I’ve
seen you before.”






“Have
you?” Henry watched her as she walked, her bottom swaying in her
long skirts. “Seeing me is not a feat, for the farther down the
royal line you are, the more accessible you are. The fault is mine
then, for not seeing you, M’Lady.”






She
stopped at that, looking up.






“I am no
lady, Henry. I am a peasant girl trying to make a living. I have no
living relatives, and my fate is my own. I live my life without
fault or regret.”






The
words sent shivers down his spine. He had never heard a woman speak
with such freedom or intelligence. Taking another step, he now
found himself as close to her as they were on the very first
day.






“No
regrets?” He asked, reaching out to take her hand. She held her
gaze steady, shaking her head even as she drew closer.






“No
regrets,” she replied, their lips just inches apart.






“Good.”
He kissed her hard and fast then, his tongue darting in and out of
her mouth. She was quick to respond, pressing her body against his
so he had no choice but to wrap his hands around her waist. She was
thin, and wiry, the mark of a true peasant, but all he wanted was
to feel her; be attached to her and never let go. It was like
nothing he had ever felt before, a connection that he couldn’t
explain. His hands began to move up and down her body, feeling
every nook and cranny. In response, her hands began to travel up
his thighs, causing him to moan as she got high enough to brush her
knuckles against his groin.






“I’m
glad you don’t think me too…forward, Liza,” he managed, pulling her
closer. Behind her, there was a string of three desks and he backed
her up, pushing her lightly so that she began to recline on the
desks.






“This is
no court,” she replied, a devilish grin on her face. “There are no
formalities.” She wrapped her legs around his as she reclined all
the way back, her skirts falling back to reveal long legs that were
strong from a life of walking and work.






“Good.”
His lips brushed her ear as he covered her neck in kisses. “Because
I don’t think I could wait a moment longer.”






“Then
don’t,” she said, breathless as his hands travelled up her thighs.
And he didn’t.







***






“Oh my
God, you’re in love!” Christina squealed back at the palace when
Henry revealed where he had been for the past two days. He spared
her some of the details, but she needed no bluntness to figure out
he’d spent the better part of two days entwined in a passionate
love affair, where mornings started in bed and didn’t travel far
the rest of the day.






“I don’t
know if I’d call it love,” he replied, taking a sip of fine wine.
He had missed the expensive wines of the palace, surviving mainly
on grog and dregs that Liza had in stock over the weekend. She had
sold the best wines she had, in the city that day, to pay her
debts. “But it’s something. She is a peasant, Christina. We seem so
different sometimes. I had never considered not having the money to
pay a bill or choosing clothes over food any day, but these things
are part of her daily life.






The
money she carries in her pockets is everything she has in the
world, not just petty change that she happens to possess at the
moment. She has never seen a play or heard live musicians that
didn’t play in a tavern; she has never had more than two outfits at
once time, and there’s certainly not a choice of food on the table
at meal times… We are so different, and yet we find things to
discuss for hours. I don’t quite know what to make of it. But then,
I didn’t expect to be struck by cupid’s arrow when I looked into
the crowd that day. ”






“Who
cares?” Christina retorted, caught up in the area of a passionate
love story that she had only read about and had yet to live. “You
must bring her here.”






“Uh.”
Henry drained his glass and reached to refill it. “I was thinking
about getting her a job in a school house near here; getting her
some apartments nearby.”






“A royal
mistress.” The Princess leaned back, watching her best friend with
a wide grin. “Maybe you should come out with me every day. Who
knows what you will find in the crowd?”






“One is
quite enough for me.” Henry stood up, stifling a yawn. “I’m going
to bed. Tell no one.”






“About
you going to bed?” She grinned. “Or about you having a royal
mistress?”






“Both. I need time to recover.” He gave her a light kiss on
the forward, and then swaggered off, blowing out the candles as he
went. He felt like he was standing taller as he walked off down the
hall to his rooms. A royal mistress and at 18, he stood to inherit
half his father’s lands within the year. He felt like a man at
last, able to hold his own at cards, drink and women; no longer
sent to play with the royal children. When I was a child, I
talked like a child, I
thought like a child, I reasoned like a
child. When I became a
man, I put away childish things.






***






“It's beautiful!” Liza declared, stepping inside the
apartments Henry had secured for her just last week. He had thought
she’d want to wait awhile, perhaps to say goodbye to her students
and pack up her things. But he found she was as eager as him to be
in the main city, and so her goodbyes were swift and her belongings
already few. He realized quickly that the closest was too big for
the four dresses she owned; two of which he had bought
her.






Her books were mostly battered school text books, and her
dishes were crapped and chipped. They looked out of place in the
shiny new apartment that was just down the street from the Palace.
But none of this mattered to him. Having spent nearly every night
lying at her side, his strong arm wrapped around her, he found
himself growing more and more attached. Asleep, she looked
peaceful; years dripping away from her face until she looked almost
like a child. He knew that this couldn’t last, of
course.






He would one day have to marry a great lady, and live in the
Sutham Manor, with visiting hours and hundreds of servants. Even in
the near future, the leaves were turning colours and he would soon
be setting sail for a few months on end. But that day was not this
day. Today was all for Liza. “Thank you.”






“Anything for you.” His words were cut off by her kiss of
thankfulness, throwing her arms around him and pulling him close.
He slowed his thoughts until they almost disappeared, focusing just
on her lips, her face, and her body. “Mmm.”






“Shall we christen it?” She asked, her eyes low and her voice
husky. He dropped his hands from her face, travelling down her body
and coming to rest firmly on her bottom, massaging
lightly.






“That was the first order of business,” he replied, his
fingers delicately pulling the laces on her corset until it was
loose enough to simply pull down to her hips. With grace, she
stepped forward, out of the dress. Standing stark naked in front of
him, he was in awe. The sunlight hit her lean body and seemed to
make it glow, defining every muscle and curve. Naked, there was not
a thing about her that was out of place now. As she pulled the
ribbon from her hair so that it tumbled down her shoulders, he
could hardly contain himself long enough to clumsily undo his own
shirt and breeches. By the time he got undressed, his need was so
great that he could not stand to wait a second longer.






He entered her swiftly, and she cried out in pleasure, her
eyes rolling back even as her bones crunched against the hard wall.
With practiced ease, he lifted her up, putting a hand behind her
shoulder blades to protect her. And then there was nothing more but
the sounds of ecstasy.






***






He was due to set sail within two weeks when Liza broke the
news to him. Their affair was already three months strong; full
with late nights and lazy mornings. Their sinful encounters were
not confided to her apartments, and there wasn’t a soul in the
palace who didn’t know Henry was keeping a mistress down the
road.






He didn’t care what others had thought of him before, and
this didn’t change a thing. Even his father raised an eyebrow at
his son’s activities, warning that while a peasant affair in youth
was fine, it could not last forever. Eventually Liza would have to
leave his life for good, and perhaps it would be a fine time to end
things when Henry set sail.






But all that changed one morning, when he arrived on foot,
letting himself in and shivering against the morning
chill.






“Liza?” He called, entering the kitchen. Normally she was up
by now, despite only teaching at the school in the afternoons.
However, she was not in the kitchen, nor still asleep in the
bedroom. “Liza?” He called again, confused. She knew he was coming,
so she should not be out.






And then he heard it.






It was like the whimper of a kitten, followed by the bark of
seal. Bent over the garder-room loo, Liza was on her knees, heaving
the contents of her stomach. Her brown hair was stuck to her
forehead with sweat, and she was only half dressed in her corset
and stayed.






“Liza.” His tone changed to one of concern as he advanced
forward, reaching to sweep her hair out of her face. But before he
could, she waived him off, straightening up and wiping her
mouth.






“It’s alright.”






“How is this alright?” He reached for a glass of water that
was on the Earler, handing it to her. “Are you ill, my love? How
long has this been going on?”






She shook her head, drinking deeply from the water
glass.






“No, not ill. And about a month.”






“You’ve been ill for a month and not told me?” His face paled
with concern as he stooped to his level. “My love, how could you?
We must call the physician immediately. Let me help you back to
dead…”






“Henry…” She wiped the sweat from her brow, and then stood,
on shaky legs, trying to meet his eyes. “Stop. I’m not ill. I’ve
missed my courses.”






That made him freeze, her words echoing in his ears. He felt
like the world was spinning around him, and he reached out to the
counter for support.






“What?”






“I’ve missed my courses, for two months now. I’m pregnant,
Henry. I’m to have your child.”






He didn’t say a word for so long it frightened her. She took
a step back, a protective hand on her belly.






“Is that…is that alright?”






He looked like a fish; his eyes wide and his mouth gaping for
words. Shell-shocked, he nodded.






“Yes.” He shook himself, trying to get a grip on reality, and
then a tiny grin crept over his lips. “Yes. That’s alright. That’s
more than alright.” He held out his arms, and she half fell into
them, grateful he wasn’t angry. “Of course it’s alright.” He
squeezed her tight, closing his eyes and breathing in her scent,
always smelling of fresh flowers and wood smoke. “A baby, Liza! Us!
A baby!”






“Yes, “she said, over his shoulder, closing her eyes. To her
surprise, there were tears in her eyes, but there were tears of
happiness. “Our baby.”






“You never have to worry about anything, again. Ever.” He
held her close, the mother of his unborn child. “I’m going to take
care of you.”






“But…” She pulled back, to meet his eyes. “Henry…You don’t
have to say that. I mean…you…I…”






“I’m going to take care of you. Forever.” He grinned,
planting a kiss firmly on her lips. “I promise.”






***






“Put your hood up , like this.” Henry pulled Christina’s hood
down so far down her face she could scarcely see. The Princess
sputtered, protesting as she pulled it back. The closed carriage
was rolling to stop in front of Liza’s apartments.






“I think you’re doing this backwards. You have a peasant
mistress who you’re supposed to hide when you sneak her into the
palace. I’m the princess, going into her apartments, you don’t have
to hide me. Unless you are ashamed of me.”






“Well, you can be embarrassing.” He gave her a devilish smile
as he exited the carriage and held out his arm to help her out. “It
is very good of you, Christina, though, to come here, instead of
demanding she come to the palace.”






“She’s pregnant,” Christina pointed out with a half smile.
“And I’m not. She wins.”






Henry
smiled as he led her down the side street and unlocked the door to
the apartments. He had been worried about this day for at least a
week now. Up until now, despite Christina’s lack of disapproval, he
had kept them separate. There had been no need for them to meet
again, and no proper place for them to meet, until now.






Liza’s
door was unlocked and she was in her small kitchen, boiling tea,
when they entered.






Despite
having spent the last few months fornicating with a great Marquis,
her eyes still widened in the presence of a royal Princess, and she
curtseyed as well as her already swelling belly would
allow.






“Liza, this is Christina, my closest friend…and the bane of
my existence,” Henry said, tongue in cheek. “Christina, the mother
of my child, Liza.”






“Your majesty.” Liza was clearly startled still. “Had I known
you were coming, I’d…”






“Nonsense.” Christina shook her head, looking around. “This
is nice.”






“Let’s sit.” Henry pulled a few cushions off the couch so
they all could settle in comfortably. Liza was still looking at him
like a deer in headlights, and it made his heart hammer. “Darling,
don’t look so concerned. Christina is here to help.”






“Help?” Liza sat on the couch, pulling a pillow to her belly.
Christina smiled briefly as she sat on the other end and Henry
perched, uncomfortably in the middle.






“Help, “he said, reassuring her as he reached into his
pocket, pulling out sheets of paper they had drafted. “After all,
I’m going to be going away to sea, and in case anything should
happen…”






“Don’t say that, love!” She reached out to take his hand and
Christina laughed.






“Don’t worry. Henry’s missions are mostly of the escort and
deliver kind, it’s almost winter anyways. The only danger he’s in
is slipping off the deck after a night of rum.”






“But just in case that does happen…” He unfolded the papers,
smoothing them out in front of him. “Or if you need anything at
all, I’m setting it up so Christina is your point of contact.
She’ll know everything that is going on. And half of my pay cheque
will automatically be delivered here every month, for you and the
baby. You need anything more than that, you just ask and it shall
be yours.”






“I…” Liza was stunned at this turn of events as she looked
over the hastily thrown together papers. This was not what she
expected at all, although it filled her with joy. But still, she
clenched her hands, bare from any jewelry. “And I am to be a
secret?”






Henry
sighed, looking from Christina to her, his face long with sadness.
Luckily, the young Princess knew how to handle the
situation.






“Henry’s Father is of the difficult sort… He expects his son
and heir to marry well and high and produce legitimate heirs…
However, once the child is born, the law states that the parents
have the right to choose the best course of action. Your child, if
you choose it, will be brought up in the palace, in the royal
nursery.”






“And us?” Liza turned to her lover, afraid of the answer. But
Henry smiled.






“Once the child is born, if I deem it best that it would
benefit from both parents, then there’s nothing anyone can do about
it. We can be married, after it’s born… if we choose, and I still
get to keep my title and lands. You will be a Marquessa Liza, and
our child will be heir to the Sutham title, if we choose to make it
show.”






The
schoolteacher nearly choked on her own tears of happiness, her
mouth hanging open in shock.






“Really?”






“There will be no one to stop us,’ he grinned, taking her
hand. “So spend a year planning your dream wedding, my love, for
you will be the greatest Marquessa in all the land.”






“Oh, Henry,” she cried, wrapping her arms around him and
holding him tight. Already, her belly was a barrier to their
closeness, but it didn’t seem to matter. “What if it’s a girl?” She
was suddenly fearful that like most other men, Henry was looking
only for a male heir. But her lover simply shrugged.






“Then it will be the most beautiful girl in the world, for
you will be her mother. I don’t care one way or another, so long as
you are both healthy and happy.”






They
were so entranced in each other’s eyes that they both seemed to
forget the teenaged Princess who sat a mere foot away.






“So you actually need to sign these,” Christina said,
clearing her throat at last. “So that I can actually make sure
you’re taken care of if Henry does do stupid things on the
ship.”






“Please don’t,” Liza teased him, and Henry laughed. An
inkwell was brought out, and the pages smoothed one more time over
Henry’s knee so they could be properly signed. Despite being a
peasant and a woman, Liza’ s hand writing was more elegant than
Henry’s, who’s chicken scratch was hardly legible.






“I do sail with Christina’s fiancé, and he’s a rather serious
chap. He’ll keep me in line.”






“Because he fears my wrath,” Christina replied, watching as
they initialled each paper and then blew on it to make sure the ink
was dry before moving on to the next one. She wanted to take Henry
aside, to ask him if he was sure this is what he wanted. But from
the look of happiness on his face, she could tell that he was sure.
Such love was hard to find these days, and certainly something she
had yet to experience.






She had heard stories of arranged marriages that led to epic
romance stories and bard’s tales, but this was yet to be the case.
Yet here, in front of her, was solid proof that love at first sight
could exist. Or at least lust. She knew Henry better than anyone,
and she half wondered what would happen if a swelling belly wasn’t
involved. But he was happy, both in the present and at the prospect
of the future, and so she said nothing. His happiness mattered more
than the judgement that would fall on them one day.






“Do you need anything else, my love?” Henry asked, looking
over the papers. Living or dead, she would receive half of his pay
cheque as long as the child was alive. As well, she would be put on
a permanent access list to Christina’s chambers, and be given her
own messenger and guard while he was away. He was due to return in
her seventh month of pregnancy, and would hopefully be there to
greet the child. He knew that upon his return, times would be hard
for his new little family. But everything seemed possibly, looking
into Liza’s face, which had become the most beautiful thing in the
world to him.






“Just for you to come home to me,” she replied, gazing into
his eyes. He exhaled softly, squeezing her hand.






“That, my love, I can promise.”

 


***


 


 



Run, Larry, Run






by
Heather Morin


Larry
was surprised when he saw his dog growling at him. He took off his
haversack and approached the dog, but the Mastiff in front of him —
the one he had fed for a couple of months with his own hands — was
not friendly at all.






The
brown Mastiff started to bark at Larry. A woman dressed in a pink
dress appeared on the porch, holding her arms crossed. Larry
couldn’t see too much through the dim light of the evening. “Don’t
be afraid, Audrey. It’s me,” he said with an unsure
voice.






The
woman stood still on the stairs and looked as if she had seen a
ghost. Larry came towards her and looked at her terrified face. She
was surprised, but not in a good way.






“Larry, you’re alive,” Audrey said while running towards her
husband. “I thought you were dead, Larry, I...,” but Audrey
couldn’t speak further, she was crying in Larry’s arms, greedily
breathing the strong perfume of his chest.






Larry
was kissing her blonde hair and, for the first time, he felt that
Audrey was a different person. She had the same breathtaking blue
eyes, the same beautiful legs, but something deep inside her was
forever lost.






“The dog
thought I was a stranger, you looked terrified when you saw me...
what the hell it’s happening here, Audrey? I feel like a ghost,”
Larry said while Audrey was looking into the oven to see if the
lasagne was ready. Larry was standing at the table with a glass of
scotch in his hands. He was looking through the beverage with a
curious eye, as if he was about to find the secret of life on the
bottom of the glass. But he knew all too well that the hard liquor
could only offer him a gruesome headache the next day.






“Three
years have past, Larry. All this time you didn’t send an e-mail,
you didn’t bother to make a phone call. What do you expect?” Larry
hit the table with his right fist. “You knew damn well, Audrey, you
knew I couldn’t speak. The Legion has very strict rules. But I’ve
sent you money!”






Audrey
started to laugh violently. “I thought I was receiving a pension! A
pension, Larry, wake up! I thought you were dead!” Larry made a wry
face, raised his glass and poured it down his throat. “Well, I
resurrected, just like... what was his name... Lazarus! Let bygones
be bygones. I’m alive now, that is all that matters.”






Larry
got up and went towards Audrey, who was washing the dishes. He
rushed at her neck and bit her. Audrey shouted, but she didn’t beat
him back. “I’m a werewolf now, Audrey!”






He dug
his nails deep in her ass cheeks and started to batter her flesh.
Audrey dropped the sponge, turned around and started to caress
Larry with her hands. Larry lifted her dress and started to fondle
her tights. As he approached her vagina, he was feeling nervous.
Suddenly, a strange idea came into his mind.






He was
horrified by the idea that Audrey was acting. She didn’t feel
anything for him, she was just a good actress who was faking
everything. Audrey bit his ear and mumbled something indecipherable
in his ear. Larry reached her underwear and slowly took them off.
He was already shaking and he couldn’t tell why. Audrey turned
around and told him to go inside her hard and fast. His hard
manhood was searching for her wet hole. It took him a while to find
the right spot.






As soon
as he plunged himself inside her, Audrey started to moan like a
heated cat. The pleasure was so intense that Larry could barely
handle it. He needed a pause otherwise he would cum too soon.
Suddenly, he felt the smell of something that was burning. Audrey
stopped from moaning and screamed: ”The lasagna!” Larry drew out
his cock and Audrey ran towards the oven. Larry poured himself
another glass of scotch and started to bite his nails. Audrey put
the tray on the table. Her lasagna was looking like glowing coal.
Larry ordered a pizza and they ate it in silence while looking at a
reality show about fat people.







***






The next
morning Larry woke up with a headache, as predicted. The rain
outside didn’t make him feel any better. He closed the curtains and
stumbled towards the toilet. On the mirror, he found a note from
Audrey, she had gone to work but had prepared some sandwiches for
him. Larry took a long hot shower and went to the kitchen. He went
through his haversack and pulled out his laptop he had bought duty
free from Northern Africa. He opened it and, while eating a
sandwich, he searched for a job that would suit his skills. But no
one seemed to need a professional killer.
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