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This Series,’ Mastering the Virgin’, is Dedicated to

Robin, Alice, Lorie and Debra

who named it

And to Rob

who knew that Charlotte’s ‘Secret Name is

‘Jade-Eyes’ or ‘Jade’
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​​​​Twenty-Four Years Ago
 

Frantic muffled squealing comes from the.... package.... which lies twitching on the ground.

“Shut him up, Bech,” a voice hisses, “before he wakes the whole fucking neighbourhood.” The tone is cultured but cold and comes from a tall man, with fair but silvering hair. His features sharp and well defined, he would be handsome were it not for the twist of cruelty to his mouth. 

“I don't think there's anyone around at this time, sir.” Nonetheless, a boot swings and with a sickening crunch, contacts what might be the head end of a human figure, tightly wrapped in sacking, bound by heavy chains.

“Not so hard. I want him conscious. We don’t want him to miss the experience, do we? And get another loop around him. We don’t want him floating either.”

The tall man hunkers down beside the whimpering, rag-bound body as Bech and another assistant coil another couple of circles of chain around the body, lifting and moving with ungentle hands.

“You see, Frank. This is the result when you let down your friends. Bad things happen.”

Another muffled, perhaps gagged, cry emerges; for mercy maybe, a plea for clemency. It’s hard to tell. There are words in there, but not intelligible.

The tall figure stands, straightening up and stretching, his smile glinting in the poor lighting of the old bridge. But the expression stops at his mouth, not reaching the eyes.

“That's enough, Bech. He'll not float with that lot around him.  Bye, Frank. I'm going to miss you, but not very much. And don’t worry, when I catch up with Michelle, I’ll tell her all about it.”

He prods at the sacking with the toe of a shoe. “Oh, and one last thing. That daughter of yours is going to have a very special upbringing. I’m hoping she grows up taking after her mother. I have so many plans for her. I thought you’d like to know that before we say goodbye.”

The figure jerks his head at the two men by him. “Over he goes.”

The screaming from inside the sacking rises to a wailing shriek, but regardless, the body is lifted up and over the bridge railings, then pushed.

There is a receding howl and a splash.

The tall man brushes his palms together. His tone brisk and cheerful, “Well, that's that sorted out. Now let's go and deal with her.”

*****
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​​​James

The sound is deafening. Amid hammering and banging, the rumble of heavy machinery and the clatter of heavy work-boots on wooden planking, Michael stands arguing with a joiner over some detail in the plans flattened out on the table.

He finishes the conversation by slapping his hand down on the plan and jabbing a finger at the workman. The joiner purses his lips and nods, then walks off.

There is a tug at his sleeve: another man, this one in a blue boiler suit shouting something close to his face. Michael nods and follows the man.

He looks stressed....

There’s a kettle on the end of a reel of cable, and after some searching, I find a jar of coffee, then milk too. A quick sniff at the milk and I jerk my head back.

He can have it black this time.

I prefer mine black anyway, so I make two mugs and then go to find him.

He’s in the next room, actually the hall.... What will one day be the hall.... directing the work: tarpaulins being hauled into position where there ought to be a roof. Just now, there is only the open sky. A good part of the noise is coming from here, where a man with a chainsaw is taking down a tree which has lodged its roots through the floor inside, but then leans outside through a window.

Right now, the difference between inside and outside is moot.

I wait until Michael breaks away to nudge him at the elbow and offer the mug.

He nods, starts to speak, then with hands over his ears shakes his head, jerking it across to the door.

Out in the fresh air, it’s cold but sunny. And it’s quiet.

Michael slaps the side of his head. “Jeez, that’s better. My ears are ringing.”

“You should be wearing protection against that level of noise.”

He nods, sucking at his coffee.

“How’s it going?”

Wiping sweat from his forehead, he grins, looking much more his usual self. “It's going well, actually. I know it doesn’t look like it yet....” His smile fades. “I just wish Charlotte was here to see it.” 

“You missing her?”

“Yeah... You?”

“Of course I am.”

“It's too long, isn't it?  What, five, six weeks now?” He cradles the warm mug in his hands, looking down over what would be a spectacular mountain view, were it not shrouded in mist. “You think about her much?”

“Most of the time....” Suddenly my own coffee mug seems very interesting, absorbing my attention. “Best to keep busy.”

“I talk with her every day over the messaging apps...” He rocks his hand... “I know it’s sort-of face-to-face, but it's not the same, is it? I can see her, and talk with her but I want to be able to touch her.”

This is a man who used to be the ‘fuck and never look back’ kind....

.... And I suppose I wasn’t so different...

“We could ask her to come visit,” I suggest. “One weekend?”

He waves his hand around at the scaffolding, the stacked bricks, pallets of sand and cement, tarped over against the rain, the sodden ground overlaid with planking walkways. As he is about to speak, there is the groan and Crack of failing timber, and we both move smartly back as the tree from the indoors surrenders to the chainsaw, collapsing out through the window.

Michael spreads his hands. “Ask her back to this? It's in no state for visitors. It's not pretty. It's not safe. And it's certainly not fit for my future wife.”

“Think it'll be okay for her for Christmas?”

A cloud passes over his face. His voice tense, “I'm doing my best, but I've only got one pair of hands. There’s some stuff needs attention that I’d not expected.”

“Isn’t there always.... What stuff?”

“There’s a water supply, but it’s old lead piping, so that all has to be replaced. And while I thought we could get by with the electricity for a while, rats have been at the wiring, so the whole lot has to come out. We’re running on cables from the hotel. It’s going to take longer than I’d hoped.”

“You need some more workers on it.”

“Ben’s coming by next week. He said he could give me a couple of days.”

“It needs more than just your brother to help.”

“Well, the budget only stretches so far. I need to get the hotel open again, bring in some cash.”

I’ll give it another try....

“Michael... you know I'd be happy to help with the finances.”

“No!” His face closes over. “We discussed this before. This is from me to her.”

Stubborn bastard....

“I'll be paying for my part of the building work of course. You wouldn't be digging out the cellars if it weren't for me.”

He softens a bit. “True, but we're not ready for that yet. I need to get the groundwork outside done first.”

“That doesn't mean we couldn't bring the payments forward. Or if you prefer, I'll hire the contractors and pay them directly.”

He stares at the ground, mouth set.

Don’t push your luck....

.... Change the subject....

“How are you coping?”

“I could do with about another ten hours in a day, but apart from that....”

“I meant about her.”

He glances sidelong at me. “Well, I’ve got balls the size of grapefruit if that’s what you mean.”

I chuckle. At least we’re on more comfortable ground with this conversation. “It wasn’t quite what I meant.” I sip my coffee. “Um, you er.... having trouble?”

He stares at the sky. “Mmmm, yes. It’s okay during the day when I’m working, but at night when I start thinking about her....”

“You’ve lasted this long before, when she left after that first week. We both did.”

“Yes, but then I was feeling depressed because I thought we wouldn’t see her again. Now I’m building the home for my future wife.... and I want....” He looks at the ground. “Fuck, I’m not cut out for celibacy.”

Nor me....

“Perhaps we should visit her and find out how she’s doing?”

“Perhaps we should.” His words are the right words, but there’s something in his tone.

What’s wrong?

“Something bothering you?”

He scuffs at the ground. “It’s just, well....” He stutters then falls silent.

“Come on, spit it out.”

“Well.... she’s not exactly cut out for celibacy either is she? And there she is, surrounded by men, all her own age....”

“Michael, I don’t believe that for a minute. But even if it were true, you and I have taken her playing many times. It never bothered you then, not so long at it didn’t get out of hand anyway.”

“If you’ll recall, it did bother me, even then, and this is different. She’s out there, by herself and....”

.... For the first time in your life, you care about what a woman does when she’s not with you....

“It’s her life, Michael. But I still think you’re wrong. Yes, you’re right, she’s horny as they come, but I believe she’s horny for us, not just for sex.”

He looks up, almost meeting me in the eye. “You really think that?”

“Yes, I really think that, and anyway, where’s this coming from? Jealousy?”

“No... not jealousy... I just don’t want her to.... drift away.... I don’t want to lose her. James, I’m scared of losing her.”

.... This is what friends talk to each other for....

“Alright, let’s deal with this. Tomorrow’s Friday. We go over there. We take the whole weekend if we need to and we find out how she is.”

“Surprise her you mean?”

“Yes, surprise her. We don’t tell her we’re coming, and we find out what she’s doing.”

“I feel like I’m spying on her.”

.... Ah... Jeez....

“You don’t get it both ways. Either you want to know what she’s doing, or you don’t.”

“And if we find out that she’s got someone else there?”

“Then it’s bad news, but at least you know and you’re not letting your imagination feed you the worst. But Michael, I think you’re quite simply wrong. You’re keeping yourself for her. What makes you think she’s not keeping herself for you? For us?”

“James, it is plain fact that she has always loved you more than me.”

.... That’s why he’s so set on being the one to give her the house....

It’s not pig-headed stubbornness or pride....

.... It’s insecurity....

“I don't believe that's so. I think she loves you differently to me. I’m her Dom. You’re her Lover. And I firmly believe that is what we’ll find when we visit her.”

“You think? Really?”

“Yes. And tomorrow we’ll go and prove it to you.”

*****
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​​​The Present

“Sir, I’ve found her.”

“Found her? Found who?”

“The little bird that flew the nest.”

“Really? Well done, Bech.” The answering smile is unpleasant. “And how is our Jennifer? And where is she? Did she run far?”

“No, sir. She’s here, right under our noses, in the City.”

The tall figure turns, brows raised. “Is that so? How did you find her?”

“She’s turned up in the police files in connection with the Blessingmoors investigation. The authorities want to interview her.”

“That could be awkward....” The tall man rubs his chin. “How did they find her? Caught shoplifting again?”

“I don’t think so, sir. I don’t have all the facts yet, but I thought you would want to know as soon as possible.”

“You’re right, Bech. Thank you. Good work. Let me know as soon as you have anything else at all.”

“Yes, sir.”

*****

[image: ]




​​​James

“This is the address.” I ring the bell, then again, a few seconds later.

A scuffle of movement and the door cracks open, a pretty blond girl looking out.

“We’re here to see Charlotte Conners,” I say.

She looks at me, then past me to Michael, and breaks into a simpering smile. “Her room’s on the first floor, but I don’t think she’s in right now. She usually gets back about six.”

“Is there somewhere we can wait?”

“Sure. Come up to the kitchen. I’ll make you a coffee.” But it’s not me she’s talking to. Behind her back, Michael rolls his eyes at me as we ascend a couple of flights of stairs.

“I’m Marie, by the way.”

She leads us into a kitchen. It’s quite large, with a central table and seating for a dozen or so and set of basic but adequate appliances built around the walls. Everything is either white-tiled or magnolia-painted, and the place has an institutional feel to it.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” she says, still looking at Michael. We each take a seat, plain kitchen stand chairs. Michael leans back into his, arms folded, crossing one ankle across a knee.

Marie fills a kettle. “Are you friends of Charlotte’s? No, silly question. Of course you are. Why else would you be here?” She spoons instant coffee into a couple of mugs. “Now that I think about it, Charlotte did say she might be late tonight. Or was that tomorrow? No, it can’t have tomorrow, can it? Tomorrow’s Saturday....”

The airhead babbles on....

Is this what Charlotte’s blessed with for company?

From the stairwell there is a click and a clunk, then footsteps echoing up. Marie shouts down. “That you, Charlotte?”

“Yup,” echoes the reply.

“You’ve got visitors.... They’re up in the kitchen here. I made them a coffee while they waited.”

The footsteps pause and then suddenly quicken, rapidly clattering louder.

Charlotte bursts into the kitchen, eyes alight...

“Surprise!” says Michael. She almost leaps into his embrace as he kisses her, mouth open over hers.

That ought to calm him down a bit....

Marie is watching, eyes narrowing a little. I kiss Charlotte on the forehead, keeping my outer reaction to her reserved. “Hello, Charlotte. Lovely to see you.” But as I stand close, I scent her; not her usual wonderful odour of youth and health and Charlotte, but of something altogether more industrial.

What have you been doing?

Charlotte, her green eyes wide and bright, could have swallowed the Cheshire Cat.

“Mas.... James! Michael...” Then, biting down on whatever she was going to say, she looks at Marie, watching us. “Oh, Marie. This is Michael, my fiancé and... James.... his friend. This is Marie, one of the other house shares.”

Marie continues to stare at Michael. “Ah.... the mysterious fiancé at last. We’ve been wondering what you’d be like... Can’t say I blame Charlotte for keeping to herself so much when I see what she’s saving herself for....”

I’m beginning to find that I don’t care for the girl. I like a woman who is forthright, who knows what she wants, but this one is simply brazen.

It’s perfectly obvious that Michael is spoken for....

.... and uninterested....

Not that he can’t look after himself.

My blond blue-eyed friend doesn’t bother replying, simply looking blandly at the girl, but I sense rising hackles and find myself suppressing a smile.

Better defuse this....

Charlotte beats me to it. “Come downstairs. We can talk in my room.” Her tone is polite, but cool. “It’s a bit quieter there. Thanks for making the coffee, Marie.”

“Oh, no problem.” Marie continues to stare at Michael, but he is preoccupied with tugging a loose thread from his shirt.

As we exit the kitchen, Charlotte’s eyes roll to mine and then Michael’s and she jerks her head back towards the kitchen. We both grin.

Enough said....

In her room, the door clicking closed behind us, I can wrap my arms around her, hold her close. My mouth on hers, my blood sings and my cock begins to twitch....

Show a bit of restraint man....

I pull away before my body runs out of control, but I keep my arm around her waist, not wanting to surrender the contact.

“We’ve missed you.”

She looks between the two of us. “I’ve missed you too. Why didn’t you tell me you were coming? I’d have at least made sure I had some chairs for you to sit on.”

“We thought you would enjoy a surprise visit.”

She scuttles around the small room. It is neatly kept and clean, but the space is very limited; basic student accommodation with room to study and sleep, but not much more. Michael perches on the end of a narrow bed....

.... That’s no fuckin’ good for us....

.... while Charlotte insists on giving me the single chair from under the desk.

She has a kettle and coffee but only one mug. “Back in a minute,” she mutters, seeming embarrassed.

“She’s not exactly living in luxury, is she?” comments Michael.

“It serves her purpose.”

But he’s right. Basic furniture, everything is painted institutional off-white, with not even a poster on the wall. The room is thoroughly impersonal. Shelves are stacked with files and folders, assignments, reports and project work.

.... A space to function in...

No more...

The only thing in over-supply in the tiny room is books. I scan her collection. As well as the textbooks related to her engineering course, there is Tolkien’s ‘Lord of the Rings’ (well-thumbed), various ‘Golden Age’ science fiction books; Asimov, Heinlein, Clarke....

.... wonder where she acquired the taste for that stuff...?

.... her copy of ‘The Thousand and One Nights’, given to her by Michael.... He smiles as I pull it out to show to him....

He’s looking a lot happier....

A file lies on her desk, thick with content and open on some current item, half-written by the look of things. Casting a quick glance back at the door - I don’t want her to think I’m snooping on her....

Alright, I am snooping on her....

.... I flick back through earlier work....

.... 92/100....

.... 48/50....

.... 8/10.... Comment: ‘Next time include the calculations - I can’t mark numbers without evidence of the working.’

“How’s she doing?” asks Michael. “Alright?”

“Better than alright. She’s working things out in her head that most would do on paper.”

“That’s good, right?”

“It’s good so long as the tutors know that’s what she’s doing....”

There are footsteps outside the door and hastily I lay her folder open at the last page again. The door opens to produce Charlotte bearing two chipped mugs.

Sipping coffee, Michael comments, “Snug. You might swing a cat in here, but it would have to be a small cat.”

She shrugs. “It’s fine. I only use it for working and sleeping. The kitchens and bathrooms are shared.”

He presses his lips at that and I suppress a smile....

.... And now you know she’s not playing away from home, you’re not happy she isn’t doing other things....

.... You don’t get it all ways, my friend....

But I keep my face straight...

Somewhere above us, music starts to play; a heavy metal track, something all the rage with the black leather and motorcycle set. It grows quickly louder, then someone turns up the base and the vibe rattles through the room. Charlotte raises eyes ceilingward, letting out air.

Does she get that all the time?

.... Probably....

It hasn’t occurred to me before to wonder what kind of music she likes, but now I think about it, she usually seems to enjoy my own choices of light classical.

The volume increases, the racket making the window rattle. A thin trickle of dust spirals down from the light fitting.

“Never did like Metal much,” mutters Michael.

It’s a bit busy around here, isn’t it?” I say. “How about we go out somewhere? A restaurant perhaps? That is, if you’ve not yet eaten, Charlotte?”

She smiles, “No, I’ve not eaten. And yes, I’d love to go out with you both. It’s been so long....”

Tell me about it....

“.... I know it’s only been a few weeks, but it feels like forever.”

“And if we’re not interrupting anything important.” I point to the open folder. “We did choose Friday night, hoping you would be free?”

She shakes her head vigorously. “Oh, no. That’s fine. I have until Wednesday to hand the work in.”

“You’re not going out anywhere with the other students?”

“No, I don’t really go out. I’m here to work.”

Only here to work?

Don’t you have any friends, Jade-Eyes?

Then I think of Marie upstairs....

Mmmm....

Michael doesn’t look any happier.

I think we can put a smile on your face, Jade....

I take her hand, kiss the fingers. “Good. And later, a hotel room perhaps? We thought you might like to celebrate your new home?”

“I’d love that, but, er,” she flushes, “but I don’t have anything really to wear for going out. I only brought jeans and tee shirts and everyday sorts of clothes.”

We thought of that....

“That’s alright,” I say. “We brought some of your other clothes along. They’re in the car. And... um....”

First things first....

“.... perhaps you should have a shower first? You smell of machine oil.”

She chuckles, plucking at her tee-shirt and wrinkling her nose. “Yes, at college today, they were showing us how to use a lathe and a milling machine.”

Michael raises brows, underwhelmed. “Is that what you’ll be expected to do when you’re working properly? In an actual job?”

“No,” she shrugs, “but you’re expected to have some idea of how a machine shop and a tool shop works....”

Of course you are....

.... I’ll see you get all that....

“.... and that means I come out smelling of machine oil....”

Michael still looks sceptical. “James is right. You need a shower. Why don’t you get cleaned up and changed, and we’ll wait upstairs? It’s a bit crowded in here....”

Charlotte pauses, mouth slightly open, brow furrowing.

“Don’t worry,” he continues, his voice toneless, “I’m sure James will keep me out of Marie’s clutches.”

She laughs, a hand to her mouth. “Actually, I think she’s expecting her boyfriend, Pete, along this evening.”

Marie has a boyfriend?

.... A braver man than I....

“Another student?”

“Yes, he’s on the Aeronautical Engineering course.”

*****
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Upstairs we find that ‘Pete’ has already arrived, along with some other of the house shares, and is making coffee.

“This is James and Michael,” says Marie. “Um....” She points to the newcomers in turn. “Kylie, Sandra, Caroline, Brett and Ian.” Then, “Michael is Charlotte’s boyfriend.”

Michael’s face immobile, his tone bland. “Fiancé.”

Pete nods with a one-man-to-another kind of look, then nods again towards a couple of mugs, brows raised.

Michael gives him a thumbs-up.

Michael’s kind of man.... No more words than needed....

.... Doubtless, Marie does most of the talking....

“Not for me,” I say. “I’m coffee’d out.”

“Tea?”

“Tea would be good. Thanks.”

A couple more girls arrive. “Who’s turn is it to cook tonight?” asks one.

“Mine,” says Marie.

The girls look at each other behind her back. One makes a face.

Marie takes a chicken from the fridge and sits at the table, doing something unspeakable to it with a knife.

What the fuck’s she trying to do?

I lean back, trying to be discreet about it. The way she's handling that knife, someone's going to lose something and I'd rather it not be me. From the corner of an eye, I notice Michael, on the seat beside me, also sitting well away.

Pete stands over her coffee in hand, inspecting the unfortunate bird. “Marie, what are you doing?”

“What does it look like? I’m taking the breasts off this chicken.”

She’s trying to cut across the breastbone...

He takes a gulp, then, “Is that what you’re doing? Whatever that chicken did during life, it doesn't deserve what it's getting now it's dead.”

She pouts. “You think you can do better?” She waves the knife at him in a careless gesture and he steps hastily back.

“Tell you what, Marie. You’ve already had a long day. Why don’t you let me do that?” Pete reaches for the knife handle, peeling her fingers away. “What were you making?” 

“Chicken curry.”

“Great. Get yourself a coffee. Chat with Charlotte’s guests ‘til she gets up here....”

.... Gee.... Thanks....

Michael paints on a polite-to-non-committal expression while Marie blasts him with her doubtful charms. 

Pete angles the knife to slice downwards, parallel to the breastbone, neatly skimming bone and cartilage and thirty seconds later has two perfectly presented breasts on a plate, which he proceeds to slice into inch cubes. A minute after that and he’s working through cupboards looking for something.

“Watcha looking for?” asks Marie.

“Spices.”

She points. “Curry powder’s in there.”

He gives her an old look, opens the cupboard and after a moment pulls out various jars and packets. Another minute or so later, and the scent of hot butter, cardamom and turmeric sizzle through the kitchen. Two minutes more and the chicken cubes join the sizzle.

“See,” calls Pete, “This is how it’s done.”

Marie stands reluctantly and inspects the pan.

Michael leans across to me murmuring. “Doesn't seem like university material, does she? Do you know what course she’s on?”

He’s not quiet enough. Kylie, close by, rolls her eyes, then equally quietly says, “She only got in by the skin of her teeth and she'll be out on the seat of her ass if she doesn't start doing some work. Not like your Charlotte.”

“No?”

“No, we barely see her. She comes out for meals and coffee, then vanishes back into her cave until it’s time for lectures.”

“She doesn’t go out with the rest of you? Dancing? Cinema?”

“Never has with me.” She glances at Sandra, who shrugs, shaking her head. “She’s a bit of a hermit, really.”

A movement by the door: it’s Charlotte, wearing the classic ‘little black dress’ that Michael picked out for her, high heels....

.... She’s teetering a bit...

.... and beautifully made-up. Her eyes are dark, her lips a shade of red to compliment her hair and her cheeks have just enough blusher to bring a little colour to her pale, beautiful face.

Pete has his back turned, but as a hush falls across the room, glances around to see....

.... then spins, wooden spatula in hand, staring. “Bloody hell, Charlotte. I didn’t realise you had legs under your jeans, let alone legs like that.”

Then flushing, he turns to Michael. “Um, sorry. Didn’t mean... Not used to seeing her like that. Usually, she’s just one of the boys....”

Michael beams. “Is that right? You’ve seen a side of her that I’ve missed then.”

*****
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On our way down to the car, Charlotte leans on Michael’s arm rather more than I would have expected.

She’s been living in sneakers all these weeks? No high heels?

.... She’s not been going out at all?

All work and no play....

.... makes Jane a dull girl....

I’ll give you play, Green-Eyes....

Michael helps her into the car, closing the door behind her. “Where are we staying?”

“The Empire.”

“Bit on the pricey side, isn’t it?” he mutters. “I’m not exactly flush with cash right now.”

“It’s a Haswell Hotel. Won’t cost us a bean.”

“Ah....” He absorbs that. “Hadn’t thought of that side of director’s privileges.”

“He works my ass off. We might as well take the benefits.”

We have the penthouse. It’s not a coincidence or luck. The Haswell Corporation owns three hotels in this town and I made sure we came to the one with the best room available. 

If we’re rationed for each other’s company for the next few years, let’s make the most of it....

Michael takes the room in his stride. “Shall we eat in the restaurant? Or use room service and have it in privacy?”

“Oh, I think I’d like us to eat in our room,” says Charlotte. She’s bubbly and bouncy and as Michael swings his blue-eyed gaze on her, I see that connection the two of them have.

Perfect!

“How long do we have the room?” he murmurs out of the side of his mouth.

“All weekend if we want it.”

“Great.” His eyes travel Charlotte. “Wonder how game she is?”

“We’ll find out. Let’s eat first.”

“Good idea. I’ll fill that jacuzzi.”

Steak and salad, strawberries and champagne, a soak in warm bubbling water, all set the mood. But mostly, being together works its magic until, food and drink done, all of us relaxed and ready, I stand behind my red-haired mermaid, my hands resting on her hips, Michael to her fore, brushing his lips over hers....

We each take her by the hand, leading her to the bedroom.

*****
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This is the three of us, for the first time in weeks, together again. Charlotte stands between us, her expression a little glazed, lips parted. I reel her in tight at the waist, fasten my mouth over hers. She smells sweet and tastes better, a quiver running through her as we kiss.

Michael, now behind her, strokes her shoulders, her hair, then pushes her scented tresses to one side. There is the slight clicking of her dress zipper. As he slides it down, the dress falls open and to the floor.

Her perfume is more powerful now, partly some expensive fragrance I think, but mainly it's her, the scent of her skin, her arousal. Michael nibbles at her, over the curve of her neck, at the delicate skin behind the ear to the hairline. Her face swings up and back, and she warbles her song as she reaches for him with her mouth.

Unusually for her, Charlotte was wearing no bra and now stands only in her panties. I slide down her body, her breasts swinging full and loose by my mouth as I descend. Taking a moment to suckle on a nipple, I thumb at the other, both pebbling to stiff nubs under my touch. She tastes a little salty, beginning to perspire, her skin moist and warm against my face.

I drop further, hooking thumbs into her panties to take them down with me. As I nuzzle into her glossy red curls, she steps out of them, then staggers a little as I push her ankles further apart. I don’t worry. Michael will be expecting it, supporting her in case she loses her balance.

So close now to her sex, Charlotte’s perfume is strong and pungent, and my cock stiffens as I inhale, then scissor through her pussy lips with a couple of fingers to taste her.

She’s arousing beautifully, warm and wet, her honey coating my tongue as I lap into her. Glancing upwards, Michael is watching me, waiting for my signal, eye-pointing the bed. 

I rise, gliding my hands over smooth contours as I do so, feeling the tremble and quiver of her flesh under my fingers. My hands around her waist again, I yank at her, pulling her off-balance. As her emerald eyes widen in surprise, I pull her with me, turning us together, to sit on the edge of the bed with her cradled back in my arms, her spine pressed against my chest.

Charlotte’s panting now, her breathing rapid and shallow. Hooking my feet between hers, I force her legs apart and Michael drops to kneel between her opened thighs, his nostrils flaring as he draws close to her.

He tests her. A couple of fingers in her pussy, he finger-fucks her briefly, watching her face as he does so, half a smile playing across his lips, his teeth showing a little. Arching back against me, her hair pushes against my face and I watch her side-on, her breath hissing through bared teeth and peeled-back lips. It’s a cockteaser of a noise and my swelling shaft is becoming squeezed.

I’d say Michael feels the same way. The front of his pants is taut and that smile of his is broadening as he drops his mouth over her clit. His tongue winds around her bud, spiralling close. The sound of his licking tightens my pants even more, and then again as she mewls and shivers. 

Her nipples are pale rose against the porcelain of her skin, hard and erect, standing clear of the breast, invitingly so. Taking one between thumb and forefinger, I roll and tweak, watching her hips buck as I pinch harder. She almost jerks free, but I tighten my grip on her, restraining her more firmly

Michael moves in deeper, stretching her open with a hand either side, then swiping in with his tongue. Her mewling grows louder, her body beginning to quake against mine. 

He delves in deeper, probing with his tongue, his face pressed against her sex. Then he draws long slow strokes the full length of her, from her pussy, through her swollen folds and over her clit....

.... and she howls....

His eyes roll up to meet mine; a brief warning of what’s coming. As he stands, I push Charlotte up to him, then move to kneel upright on the bed. He catches her neatly, picks her up and places her back down again on the mattress, also on her knees, her beautiful naked body pressed back against mine....

.... against my groin....

Fuck....

My shaft is straining....

I’ve got to get these pants off soon.... 

I pull her arms behind her, locking them at the elbows. Knotting my spare hand into her hair, I arch her backwards, then pushing my knees between hers, splay her. I hold her, but not too tightly yet, just enough to let her know who’s in charge.

She’s stretched back, muscles tensed, panting wildly. Strained and arched as she is, her hips are jutting forward....

.... presented for Michael....

.... and I wonder what he will do....

She’s sweating heavily, droplets running down her back and between her breasts. The droplets trickle down her belly, to her loin and thighs where they make a heady scented mix with her pussy juices.

Michael’s watching her face, holding her gaze, dropping his eyes only to take a single finger to rub against her clit. She struggles and moans, but I tighten my grip on her, curving her harder back against myself. Twisting around to watch her face, I see her open wailing mouth, her eyes wide and locked on Michael’s face....

I tighten my grip again to the point of pain. It must be hurting her now, but she shows no distress, only a mounting spiral of arousal, and there’s an edge to her ever-louder wails.

Michael pushes his hand in further. I think he’s inside her, finger-fucking her, aiming upwards. When he withdraws his fingers, they’re gleaming, slick with her juices and he sucks them clean, then pushes inside her again.

Once more, he makes a couple of thrusts, then pulls his hand free and pushes it into her open mouth.

“Lick yourself off me, Charlotte.”

She obeys him, sucking each finger clean as he presents them in turn. Then he reaches once more inside her, and this time he thrusts, hard....

.... and she screams....

Her body convulsing against mine, I almost lose my grip on her, but locking my hold, I control her, one arm pinning hers behind her and the other around her waist. Racked by shudders, her heart drumming through her ribs, she snatches for words, “Oh God, fuck me. One of you, please fuck me.” 

Michael meets my eyes once more and I rock, releasing her to him as he stands. I roll away and he simply pushes her back down to the bed, the flat of his hand between her breasts.

I want her pussy in my mouth when she comes....

.... and Michael, I know, will want to watch her face as she orgasms....

She’s landed flat on her back, her legs splayed, probably deliberately. Her slit, pink, swollen and inviting, beckons and I shove a pillow under her hips. After weeks of abstinence, I intend to enjoy this to the full.

She’s soaked: pussy, thighs and loins are all slippery and glistening with her honey, and her gaping entrance lies open for me, the depths dark and liquid. And as I look up to see her face, my Jade-Eyes is watching me, her chest heaving.

I wrap my mouth around her. She’s tangy and salty, her flesh hot in my mouth. I suck, and her juices wet my face, trickling down her skin as I lick over her to clean them away.

Somewhere above me, I hear Charlotte and Michael murmuring something to each other. I can’t make out the words, but it doesn’t matter. I know what they are saying....

My mermaid and her Golden Lover....

Her clit is brilliant red, small and stiff and hard. I nibble at the tiny thing, hardening further myself as she reacts, bucking and straining....

Her voice is a collection of semi-connected gasps. “I want you inside me.” 

Time to get these pants off....

.... thank God....

I stand, unbelting, releasing my aching cock and dumping my clothes, then perch on the edge of the bed to watch as Michael also strips for her, his expression intense.

He’s fucking huge....

.... Hope she’s ready for that....

Not that I’m much different. My shaft trembles and dances as I watch them, pulsing with my heartbeat, against my stomach.

She’s reaching out to him, arms outstretched, eyes wide and bright, her smile broad and white....

.... If that doesn’t reassure him, nothing will....

He lies between her thighs, his flesh gold against her pale and her hands work around his neck and up into his hair, her gaze and his locked together.

He’s testing her. I’m not sure why. She couldn’t be readier for him. Or perhaps he’s just teasing her. But he probes into her, just a short distance I think. Charlotte’s thighs ripple and tense, the line of her muscles gleaming. She’s well presented for him, still with the pillow raising her, and I know that in a minute she’s going to get the lot.

He builds a rhythm, a slow thrusting that gradually hilts him before withdrawing again completely. I entertain myself with her nipples, nipping hard at the rock-hard nubs to make her squawk. Each time she hollers, I see Michael hesitating, hanging on to his control, his eyes occasionally rolling up to mine with a Fine, but fuck off kind of look....

Yeah.... Right...

.... which of course only encourages me. I step up the action, pinching harder, enjoying the jolt to my groin as her squeals grow louder with each pinch....

He’s pounding her now, spearing in and her squeals are becoming shrieks. He meets my eyes again and I nod. As I lube myself up, he wraps his arms around her and rolls, she rolling with him until the pair lie on their sides and she has her back to me.

Tugging the pillow away, I glide my hand over the line of her waist and hip, letting her know I’m here. Lying beside her, my chest to her spine, I run fingers over the curves of her ass, ease a finger between those beautiful cheeks.

I hear Michael. “Alright, Charlotte? Both of us?”

She’s silent save for the heaving of her chest, but she nods slowly. Penetrating her with a finger, I circle to open her, then add another finger. She remains silent, but the hitch of her breath vibrates against my chest as I press my cockhead to her, easing in.

She must be reacting. Certainly, Michael feels it. As I slowly enter her, he groans.

I take it slowly, carefully. I don’t want to hurt her, not this kind of pain anyway. Gradually, unhurriedly, I fill her with myself, withdrawing a little then easing forward again, withdrawing and re-entering, until she has me, full-length, sheathed inside.

And now I build an easy rhythm, a cadence to match her breathing. Michael matches me. She doesn’t move, doesn’t try to. For this, she must be passive. And she is, simply letting us take her, together, her Lover and her Master, in this most intimate of unions.

I build speed, thrusting harder, faster. She’s moaning, her sounds growing louder as Michael follows me. Her body rocking between us, she reaches for him, her mouth angling for his. He meets her in an open-mouthed kiss.

It’s coming, my climax. After the dry-well of the last few weeks, I didn’t truly expect to last this long, but now it rises within me. Abruptly, Michael stiffens and shudders, leaning into her with a growl. Charlotte’s shrieking something. There are words in there, but I can’t pick them out.

It doesn’t matter, she rides her orgasm and I ride her. She’s convulsing, spasming back against me, the pulse of her inner flesh scorching through me to that moment of inevitability when time slows and....

.... with vast relief, a grunt and a shudder, I Come. Spurting hard, one pulse, two... and then a third into her. And as I think I am done, another shiver and with a sweet/unbearable pang, I shoot again....

And I can’t stand any more....

Gasping, I pull free, rolling to lie staring at the ceiling and listen to the hammering from my chest.

Charlotte isn’t finished. Michael’s already climaxed, but I think he’s still inside her and with her head pressed against his chest, she’s still howling, her body jerking spasmodically. We both watch as she surfs the wave until eventually, her howls fade to whimpers and then to simple panting. 

“Thank you,” I hear her say before she too rolls to lie on her back between us.

Michael looks happier than I’ve seen him for days. Charlotte is starry-eyed as she looks at me. 

My Jade....

.... I can wait for you....

All I need is to know you’re there....

I cup a breast, but it’s not sexual now. I just want to touch her. I kiss her, and she strokes my cheek, then rolls to lie in Michael’s arms.

*****

[image: ]




​​​Eighteen Years Ago

A woman in uniform approaches a large building, holding the hand of a small ginger-headed child. There are steps up to solid timber double-doors. They carry the kind of locks which suggest that once closed, these doors do not open again easily.

The child is perhaps six years old, and the hair, beyond ginger, is in fact, brilliantly orange. Straight and short, it sticks out at different angles, none of which have much to do with the angle of the head.

A thin pale face is under attack from a swarm of freckles, which threaten to merge into one large freckle. The child is small and slight, and it would be uncertain if it were male or female except that the enormous green eyes say this is a girl.

And she’s crying.

She struggles to break away, digging in her heels and having to be dragged up every step.

“Please, no... no.”

“Come on, Jennifer. Behave yourself for once.”

A billboard by the entrance towers above the little girl. It displays cartoon cows and sheep playing in a meadow; ‘Blessingmoors Children's Home’.

The door opens. A sallow-faced man with thin blond hair answers.

“Lost something?” smiles the woman. “One of yours, I think.”

The man smiles down at the child as she tries to step back, but the woman has a firm grip on her hand. “Ah, yes, Jennifer. We've missed you. That was very naughty of you, running away like that. Anything could have happened to you.” To the woman, “Where did you find her?”

“They picked her up in the supermarket trying to steal sweets.”

He gazes, expressionlessly down at the child. “Oh, she'll have to have a smack for that.”

“Take it easy on her. I think she’s learned her lesson.”

“Of course.” His smile is tight. “Come in then, Jennifer. Thank you for bringing her back to us.”

“My pleasure. Bye-bye, Jennifer.”

The little girl tries to follow, but now the sallow-faced man has hold of her by the wrist. In a high, piping voice, “Don't leave me here. Please take me with you. Please.”

The woman turns back, with the air of patience wearing thin, “Don't be silly, Jennifer. This is where you live. Mr Jenkins will look after you now.”

“Please. They'll hurt me.”

“And don't tell fibs. That's naughty too. You deserve to be told off for being naughty, the way you behave.”

“Yes, she’s a regular little handful is our Jennifer,” says Mr Jenkins. “Come inside Jenny.” His grip on the small hand is tight as he closes the door behind her. He clicks it shut, then draws the bolt at the top.

Faces watch from a staircase: silent, watching, but trying not to be noticed. They range from the very young to perhaps twelve or thirteen years old. None are older.

“What the fuck do you lot think you're looking at? Still, perhaps you should see this. Jennifer, Mr Klempner is very cross with you.”

She stares up at him, eyes big and green, face white. 

“Yes, he is. What's the most she's had so far?” drawls a voice. It comes from a tall, fair-haired man leaning against the wall by one shoulder. His stance is all nonchalance, but the little girl swallows, trembling.

“Six.”

“Give her a dozen then, then put her in the cellars for a couple of days. And make her clean that up too, first,” he says, pointing down. “I don't need pools of piss on the tiles.”

“Into the office, Jennifer.” The sallow-faced man points to a door. She doesn’t move. He reaches, grabs her by the wrists and lifts, to carry her, dangling, into the room. He puts her down again, jolting her to the floor. He stares down, then unbuckles his belt. “Bend over, Jennifer.”

She backs off, shaking her head

“I said, bend over.”

Still, she shakes her head, now backed against the wall.

He pokes his head out to the corridor, “You and you.” He jabs fingers at a couple of teenagers. “In here now. Hold her down over that chair.”

They hesitate. “Unless you want some yourselves?” he continues.

Whimpering, the small freckle-faced girl is forced down and as the leather thrumms through the air and connects, she screams....

*****
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Curled up small, hugging herself for warmth as she tries to ignore the pain, the seeping cold and the sickly sweetish smell in the air, she lies in pitch darkness.

She wipes tears from her face, but she doesn’t call out. Jenny learned long ago that no-one will come.

*****
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​​​James

“Charlotte! Charlotte! Wake up.” I sit up, holding her at the shoulders, trying to rouse her from her nightmare. Tossing and crying in her sleep, she struggles to escape.

“It's dark,” she whimpers.

“Turn the lights on, Michael. For fuck’s sake, turn them on!”

A light snaps on to reveal the tear-streaked face of my auburn beauty. I wrap my arms around her. “Shhh... You’re safe. You’re safe. I’m here. Michael’s here. Nothing’s going to hurt you.”

She’s trying to wipe her face dry. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.... I was back there....” As I hold her close, her heart is hammering, her breathing punctuated by sobs.

My eyes meet with Michael’s.

Is this happening often?

“How about some hot milk? Or cocoa maybe? You stay with Michael. I’ll go order from room service. No, I’ll go downstairs myself. It will be faster.”

I pass her across to him, then snag a robe to go down to the hotel kitchens.

The concierge gives me a sour look, asking her for service in the wee small hours....

It’s your fucking job. It’s what you’re paid for.... 

.... She fusses and mutters, taking my request with such bad grace that, eventually, I simply bang through the back of the lobby to go the kitchens myself.

“You can’t go through there, sir.”

I turn, stabbing a finger at her. “Watch me. Then check out who I am. I’ll have your ass on Monday morning.”

She pales, then starts tapping at her laptop, peering in to the screen. I don’t give a shit.

The kitchens are better organised than the reception and I easily find what I need. Hovering over a pan of warming milk, I ponder my Jade-Eyes’ state of mind....

Who did this to you? Who did this?

I return to the room with a jug of hot milk; very sweet and spiced with nutmeg; and three cups. Charlotte is calmer now. Michael is still holding her, but the frantic look has gone from her eyes.

She looks up at me sheepishly. “Sorry, Master. I feel so silly. Like some little kid that can't control themselves.”

“Sorry? There's nothing for you to be sorry about. If I could get my hands on the bastard that....”

“It's long done, Master. It's time for us all to get on with life.”

Michael says nothing, but his expression is disturbed.

*****
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​​​The Present

Sir, I have further information as you asked. I think you’re going to be very interested.”

“Really, Bech? You have my attention.”

“As I mentioned before, the police want to interview her because of her connection to Blessingmoors....”

“So...?”

“She’s had an interesting life since we lost track of her.”

“In what way interesting?”

“She’s surfaced again, living with two men....”

Brows raised.... “Two?”

“Yes sir, two. One of them ‘purchased’ her at an auction of young women. You know, the one they used to hold down in the East End.”

“Purchased her? In what way, purchased? Who had her to sell? I thought I’d cleared the competition out of the City.”

“I believe you have, sir. It appears she did it of her own volition. The terms were that her purchaser owned her for a week. No limits. And the money went to her, after house costs of course.”

“Do you know how much she made from it?”

“Yes, sir. I have the record of the transaction... A copy of course.”

“Of course.” The tall figure examines the document passed to him, raising his eyebrows. “For a week?”

“She's matured since you last saw her, sir. She looks rather different now.”

“Very enterprising of her. But that’s my profit line she’s been taking for granted... So, she’s still with him? The man that bought her?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And another one?”

“Yes, sir. Him too.”

“Wonder what they’re paying her?”

“So far as I can tell, it’s not that kind of arrangement. She’s engaged to one of them and attending university.”

“Is that right? She’s getting ideas above her station is our Jennifer. A husband and an education? Not at all what I had planned for her. Certainly not after the business with Jenkins.”

“No, sir. What would you like me to do?”

“Who are they? These two men?”

“One is hot-shot with the Haswell Corporation. The other, so far as I can find out, is a nobody. He runs a leisure centre downtown.”

“Grown up just like her mother.... a whore.... Are they in a position to make life difficult when we reclaim her?”

“Who knows, sir? I’m still gathering information. I have to be careful how I do it.”

“Of course, Bech. Don’t endanger your position. We’ll take it slowly and get it right. I’ve waited long enough. I can wait a little longer.”

“So... what would you like me to do, sir?”

“Get rid of the men, Bech. Whoever they are, get them out of the picture. Then I’ll retrieve my property, get her back where she belongs.”

“Of course, sir. I’ll keep you informed. And sir...”

“Yes?”

“If you don't mind my saying so, Jenkins had it coming.”

The tall man turns, tapping a tooth with a fingernail. “Really? Go on....”

“He was a brute and a stupid one. He enjoyed mistreating the kids far too much and at times he went well beyond his authority. His job was to keep them obedient, not terrorise them into panicking entirely. Whatever happened the day he died, fourteen-year-old girls don’t behave like that unless they have been pushed over the edge.”

“In fact, Bech, I agree with you. But he was convenient, and he got results.... most of the time anyway. Kept them quiet until we could move them along.... Now, get the men out of the picture. Let me know if you learn anything else.”

“Yes, sir.”

*****
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​​​James
 

“I'm enjoying being like this, on top of you, between your thighs.”

She moves under me, warm and welcoming, her fingers tracing a line behind my ears and over my neck. “That’s as it should be, Master.”

I kiss her. “As you say.”

“Master, I'd like you inside me.”

My shaft is pressed against the cleft of her thighs and I am throbbingly hard. “I'd like to be inside you too, but it's been too long. That blast last night wasn’t nearly enough to slow me down yet. I'll only last a few seconds once I'm in you.”

She laughs, a low chuckle. “That's alright, Master. We're going to have plenty of time at Christmas to practice and slow you down a bit.”

“Now there's a pleasant thought, but for now, we have only this weekend. And I want you to come before I do. I want to see that smile of yours.”

Her face is soft as she reaches up again, stroking my cheek. “My smile is always yours, Master.... Um... You haven’t er... relieved yourself while I’ve been away?”

Feeling foolish, as though I am confessing, “I didn't like to. It felt like.... It didn’t feel right.”

Her eyes widen, and she moves under me, her thighs opening further and her hips easing upwards. I nudge against her, the tremble of her flesh resonating through me as my cockhead brushes against her entrance, wet and hot and open. Her eyes half-close and she whimpers.

“You alright?”

“It's been just as long for me, Master...”

So it has....

“.... One night in a hotel is lovely as a treat, but I’ve missed you both.”

“No, it’s not the same is it...” I murmur. “Turn over.”

She rolls, allowing me close in behind her. I tug her hips upwards a little. But still, I don’t enter her. Instead, my shaft pressed against her already warm and wet pussy, I reach around to finger her clit.

“Master?”

“Shhh....” I kiss her cheek. “I’m only going to enter you at the last moment, then we both get to the finish line.”

She chuckles. “That bad, Master?”

“That bad, Charlotte, yes.”

She’s growing rapidly wetter, my fingers becoming slippery as I paint circles around her bud. Her breathing intensifies, echoing deliciously though my chest where I press close behind her....

“Are you going to come for me?”

“Oh yes, Master. No problem.”

“Good girl.” I kiss her cheek again, now thumbing back the sheath of her clit, intensifying my rubbing. She gasps and trembles, her body contouring to mine.

To her drawn-out breath, I ease forward and in. Sinking gradually into her, I slowly sheath myself in her warm flesh....

It is exquisite, enthralling and quite excruciating....

“Master?” But her words are shaky....

And with almost no effort from me, she Comes, her warm flesh pulsing around mine, her body flexing against my arm where it still curves about her waist, holding her to me.

And her climax releases mine. With a gasp, I tremble and spill into her, breathless with the sheer ferocity of the Rush, intense almost to the point of pain. It ripples through my groin, pulsing through muscle and bone as I spurt deep and long into my Jade-Eyes.

As it passes, I lie atop her, panting as she strokes my hair and shoulders, then kisses my cheek. My heart slowing and my breathing returning to normal, I roll to one side, then pat the sheets for her to lie alongside me. “I feel like some fucking fourteen-year-old who's discovering that his balls aren't just ornaments anymore.”

She bursts out laughing. “Master, you can fuck me five times a day over this weekend if you want to.”

He came. He saw. He came again....

“Less of the mirth from you, Madam. You have your other lover to satisfy as well. Do you want to spend the whole of the weekend with your knees in different time zones?”

“On which subject,” comes a voice, “Move over. There’s room for another in that bed.” Michael stands there, leaning against the bathroom door, his hair still damp from the shower, good humour writ large.

Oh, God... How much of that did he hear?

As I settle beside her, “How long have you been there?” 

He cocks a brow at me. “Long enough to know that you and I are in about the same condition.” He turns to Charlotte. “You feeling sore at all?”

“Not a bit.” She holds out her hands, smiling, opening and raising her knees suggestively.

“There’s my girl.” He smiles widely, stripping off his tee-shirt and unbuckling his belt. As he kicks away shoes and steps out of his pants, he says, “I hope you don’t mind walking bow-legged for a few days after James and I er.... make up for lost time....”

Charlotte grins and drops a wink. “If it hurts to walk, I’ll just have to lie down again, won’t I?”

“That’s the spirit. Now, prepare to be boarded.” She shrieks with laughter as Michael bounces on top of her and almost bounces into her. Her cries turn wild as he rams home, supporting himself above her on his arms and allowing her to move as she swings her pelvis up to meet him.

His breathing grows heavy. “Think you could come again?”

“Um... Not yet, no.”

“Mmmm.... Shame. I’d have liked to hear you squeal a bit more....”

He pistons into her. She’s enjoying it, but it’s mainly for him. After only a short time, still pumping, he lowers himself, his arms tightening around her. Touching his lips to hers, a soft touch, he almost breathes a kiss. Then groaning, hips grinding, he drops his head to the crook of her neck.

“Ah, Jeez, Charlotte.” His tone is strangled. “We came to visit you for the weekend and we’re....”

She giggles. “I’ll be fine. You’ll be fine. We’ll all be fine. Why don’t we have some wine and chat for a bit. Then, in an hour or so....”

“Excellent notion,” I say, swinging out of bed. 

*****
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​​​Sixteen Years Ago

The market is busy, bustling with people out and about their business. The crowds are thick enough perhaps, for no-one to pay too much attention to a small girl, maybe eight years old. She wears a dress, once brightly coloured but now faded, the thin fabric worn and shabby. She looks nervous, her glance darting from side to side, then over her shoulder.
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