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Jazz screwed
her face up as she read the email on her computer monitor. It
wasn't a welcomed one.






'When are we
meeting for you to give me back my £500?'






It was only
one sentence but the tone was threatening. She tried to reassure
herself there was little the person could do in respect of
recovering the £500. He was only an architect; he hardly had the
contacts to bring in the heavies to squeeze the funds from her
already empty bank account.






She was
relieved he wasn't a lawyer, that may have given some weight to the
email, but he was merely an architect on a dating website. The
whole incident needed to be brought into perspective. It was silly
to be thrown by these emails. Yet she felt nauseous and concerned,
with, as much as she hated to admit it, a dollop of guilt. He knew
where she worked, thus had an address where he could make an
appearance. Would he dare?






She deleted
the email, not just from her in-box but from the recovery file. It
would not benefit her case, if it ever arose, for the email
exchange to be on hand as evidence. All that aside, she was sure
someone in the IT department said nothing could ever be completely
deleted from a computer.






While she
didn't believe morally she'd done anything wrong, the thought of
her employers knowing about her extra-curricular activities was not
something she wanted to be public knowledge.






'You look
stressed Jazz,' said James, who sat across from her.






She smiled at
the sight of him. He was far too young for her, not even
twenty-one, while she was approaching thirty, but he was a sweet
kid. Tall, gawky, with glasses, he was incredibly bright, chatty
and edgy. She knew what he got up to out of work with his artistic
friends and it was a dark side of life she'd never ventured
near.






'I feel
stressed,' she admitted.






'What's the
deal then?'






'What would
you say the definition of a prostitute is?'






A wide grin
spread across his face.






'Are you
serious? Come on Jazz, you of all people are a woman of the world.
You don't need me telling you the answer to that.'






Jazz scowled
at her desk buddy. There were times when she realised her openness
and bubbly nature did her few favours. If anything, it provided her
audience (at least ten strong at her position of desks in the open
plan music royalties collection office) a load of ammunition to
fire at her if need be. Not that James was that type of person, but
the comment stung.






'Did you just
ask what the definition of a prostitute is?' interjected Stacy, who
sat to Jazz's left.






'Yes I did,
but I was hoping to keep the participants of my current dilemma
limited in numbers,' she whispered to the young girl.
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