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 The location was ideal. The house was grand. The problem is we don’t have our furniture. 

  Tim said the removal men would arrive at eight a.m. sharp. We agreed I’d take the morning off work and wait for my beloved possessions while Tim opened the restaurant. Last night we slept on an inflatable mattress, which is not becoming for wealthy business owners and captains of industry. Tim said it was like camping and didn’t mind; however, my husband should know I despise camping. 

  The crunch of tyres on the long gravel driveway alerted me to their arrival. I’d planned on giving the removal men a piece of my mind if they had been late, but luckily for them, it was precisely eight o’clock. 

  I opened the heavy, royal blue, double oak doors and went outside to wait, arms folded. Standing between the white pillars on either side of the double doors and looking down from the triple marble steps at the tasteful boy peeing water fountain and immaculately kept hedgerows.

A white dirt-smeared truck pulled up, and two burly men sprang out of the cabin with broad smiles. 

  “Alright, Sweetheart,” one of them said. Slamming the van door.

Oh no, they’re sexist type—just my luck. “I am not your sweetheart,” I inform the sexist idiot. 

“Awfully sorry,” he said in a condescending tone. 

“My name is Alexandria,” I said. 

“Yeah, we know… It’s on your invoice,” he chirped, waving a tatty piece of paper. 

  They scanned me up and down. I hadn’t dressed yet. Wearing flip-flops and short-sleeved black satin pyjama shorts, my naked arms, legs, and feet felt exposed. My shoulder-length black hair was tied into a ponytail. I didn’t have a bit of makeup on, and I just about had time to brush my teeth this morning. I’m a sleep-deprived, cold mess. Despite my appearance, although not obvious, I could tell the removal men were ogling and stripping me naked with their eyes. 

  Not caring for their admiring stare, I walked down the steps and collected my copy of the invoice. 

  The talker has a broad jaw, brown floppy hair, and, I guess, a nice smile with straight teeth. He’s wearing brown desert boots, ripped denim shorts that were previously a full-length pair of jeans, and a white vest; the type of man probably considered a charmer in lower-class circles. He introduced himself as “Trevor.” I couldn’t think of a more working-class name. 

  I have to strain my neck to look up at the other removal man. He has a mass of black, greasy hair, a thick black beard, and afflicted with a severe turn in his left eye, which makes looking directly at him difficult. He’s slightly overweight and wears a dirty white T-shirt under blue overalls. Trevor introduced him as “Moff.” Moff, that’s more of noise than a name, I thought. Both are mid to late thirties. I sigh visibly at their presence in my home. But I don’t care. One should never care what one’s lessers think. 

  Before the truck’s rear doors open and any work commences, Trevor produces a packet of cigarettes and lights up. 

“Any chance of a cup of tea?” Trevor asked, blowing a ring of smoke. 

“Absolutely not. And another thing, don’t throw those cigarette butts onto my driveway. Take them with you. Disgusting habit,” I scolded. 

Trevor and Moff are nonplussed. 

“You’re the boss, Alex. But we Englishmen work better with tea.”

  A person of high class should never bend to the request of someone of lesser status. However, Trevor and Moff were my workers for the next few hours. Owning a small chain of upscale restaurants has taught me the importance of keeping employees somewhat happy. A happy subordinate is usually a productive subordinate. But never forget who is in charge. 

