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Preface

Language: British English including British spelling has been used throughout.

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 descendants and friends of those referred to, names of people and places have either been changed or omitted.
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1 Reflections

Momentarily suspending the application of mascara, she watched, in the dressing table looking-glass, as he preened and peacocked. His antics, as he twisted and turned to observe himself from all angles in the full-length wardrobe mirror, brought a smile to her face. She’d always accepted, though not vain to the extreme, his was fully aware of his looks and physique and the impact he had on women. No denying, despite the passing years, he still retained the classical good looks he’d been born with: strong chiselled chin, intense blue eyes, Romanesque nose, masculine yet sensual lips, six-foot frame and dark raven hair. Beautiful. Handsome. Gorgeous. Desirable. What was the right word? All of them? Did it matter? Her longing for his touch threatening to overcome she averted her eyes. No one had ever affected her in the same way, not even those good looking boys who used to chase her when a teenager. But, this wasn’t the time to indulge such desires.

Shutting his image out for the moment, she gazed intently at her own reflection. Still not bad looking though crow’s feet were starting to show. How long would her looks hold out? How long before he’d start looking elsewhere? Had he already started? Had he tired of her? Why was she thinking like this? Silly girl. Shaking her head clear she resumed her makeup.

“What’re you thinking?” Crossing the room with two long strides and placing his large, strong, wonderful, hands on her bare shoulders. It was as if an electric shock passed through intensifying her already pulsating desire.

“Nothing really.” Not wanting to admit or really acknowledge her desires or fears. That would never do, especially the fears. “Where we going tonight?”

“Thought we’d start at the Nag’s” She’d always thought ‘Nag’s Head’ an odd name for a pub or for anything come to that.

“Oh, okay if you want.”

“It’s a good place to start. I find it relaxing before we venture on to the hyperactive clubs. Bit like an appetizer in its own way. Never too busy first thing.” Was that really it? Or was it because of that Tara? She’d no right to be so beautiful, or so charming. He’d always flirted, which if she was to be honest with herself, she’d found quite endearing, but there was something different with Tara. He seemed to take more than his usual interest in her. Was there more to it than flirtation?

“Um, yes.” Completing the application of mascara, hoping the end result would draw his attention. Was she being silly? She hoped so. Nevertheless, she’d limit it to one drink and then get him to leave; just in case. “I’ll drive tonight.”

“Okay.” They’d agreed one of them would always remain sober whenever they took the car. “Come on then we’re going to be late.”

“Late for what? We’re not meeting anyone are we?” Glancing up into the reflection of his deep blue eyes, unable to prevent the warm buoyant sensation they always produced in her.

“No but we’re wasting time.” Clearly impatient to get going. The moment broken, she allowed her surreptitiously suspended breath out. What’s it all about? Why’s he in such a hurry? Could it be? Was she right?

“All right, no need to get agitated. I’ve just got my lipstick to finish.”

“Okay, I’ll wait downstairs.” Oh! Her semi-naked condition usually resulted in some foreplay; always a pleasant prelude to the evening and their eventual return home. But not this evening. Not even a kiss. Was she right? Was he losing interest? She quickly finished her lipstick and dressed fearful unless he became further agitated by having to wait.

“Here I am.” Spinning round for him to observe as she often did when made up, anticipating his usual light hearted banter.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





