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Preface
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Language: British English including 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 dependents and friends of those referred to, names of people and places have either been changed or omitted.

T. R. Robinson 2020



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1 Change of Tack
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Tara stretched luxuriously, wondering how many years it had been since she’d enjoyed such a long sleep. Too many, that was for sure. Reluctant to relinquish the sensation she kept her eyes closed for a few more minutes while thinking back over the events of the preceding day. Had she really taken the plunge and moved on from the life she had known for so many years? It seemed she had. In truth she’d been loath to desert Mrs B after all the years they’d been together, and after the kindness she’d shown her when it’d been needed most. But she’d known for some time the three job, seven-day, routine would eventually catch up and take its toll. Something she wanted to avoid. If for no other reason than the need to be fit for her son. Her mind had been occupied with trying to figure out what other employment she could find that’d provide sufficient income without her having to work such long hours. Catnapping on buses, while travelling from one job to another, hadn’t been giving her the rest she needed. One heart attack while still in her twenties was quite enough, another would probably prove fatal. And then where would her son be? Who would look after him? He’d probably be put into care. The stories she’d heard of those places were enough to frighten anyone. Anyway, beside all that, matters with Mr B had been getting increasingly difficult.
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‘“OOO, COME ON.”

“MR BADGER!”

“Just a small one.” Leaning in far too close.

“How many times must I tell you, ‘there’ll be none of that’?”

“But you’re so beautiful, it’d only be fair.”

“Let’s get something to eat.” Having recognised he was in his usual intoxicated state, though there was something different: eyes more glazed; speech more slurred; stability more uncertain. Getting him to eat something normally helped. He’d followed like an obedient puppy as she’d led the way to the kitchen. Mrs B had always been amazed at how he would obey Tara whereas he’d usually argue with anyone else, including her.

“Ahhh.”

“Feeling better?”

“Yea, thanks.” Nevertheless, she’d noted he’d still been a bit unsteady.

“Why don’t you go and have a rest? You’re looking tired.” More like drawn and haggard but she’d not wanted to unsettle him again.

“You know you really are beautiful.”

“That’s enough Mr Badger, I’m here to work not for anything else.”

“But the men love you. Have you ever thought of becoming a blonde? Many men have a preference for blondes.”

“Why would I want to do that? I’ve told you many times, I’m not interested. I just want to provide a home for my son and myself. I don’t want anything else. Anyway, even if I did, I don’t have the time.”

“Maybe, but we’d get more customers if you did go blonde.”

“I think we have enough as it is. I don’t see any need for me to change.”

“But —”

“Let me make myself clear. I have no intention of becoming a blonde and if you insist, I’ll leave. Then where will you be?” Several of her customers had openly stated they’d not bother going there if it’d not been for her.

“Okay, okay, it was just a thought.”

“Not a very good one.”

“Suppose not. Have to admit they seem to like you as you are. And, truth be told, it’d be hard to improve on your beauty.”

“Go and have a rest Mr Badger. We won’t be busy for a while yet.”’

‘“Has he been bothering you again?” Mrs B had entered just as her husband was leaving.

“It’s all right. I can cope.”

“Yes, I know you can. I was concerned when you first came to work for us. I knew he’d try it on. And, if I’m honest, I was worried you may give in.”

“You should know me better than that. I’d never have an affair with a married man, in fact not with anyone.”

“Yes, I do realise that now. You’re really good for him and I know I can trust you.”

“Good.”

“I think you should know he may start to become more difficult. I don’t want it generally known but he’s started taking drugs.”

“Ah, that explains it.”

“What?”

“Of course, I realised he was intoxicated but there’d also been something different. I couldn’t work out what. Drugs, would certainly explain it.”

“He’s started taking money from the tills to pay for them. I’ve confronted him about it but to no avail. At first he flatly denied it and then, when he realised he couldn’t deceive me, argued he’d the right as manager.”

“I’m sorry. It must be very hard for you.”

“And for our daughter. I’m worried about how this’ll affect her.”

“She knows?”

“I’m afraid so. With the way he’s been behaving, it’s been hard to conceal.”

“I am sorry.” A bit pathetic but there’d been little else she could have said.

“Would you mind keeping an eye on him? I’d appreciate it.”

“Of course I don’t mind. Though I’m not sure what I can realistically do to help.”
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