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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.
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1 Observed
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“You better come down.”

“Why?”

“This is far more special than we thought. You really need to see for yourself.”

“Can’t you decide?”

“Really think you should see for yourself.”

“Damn it! Ok! Tomorrow!”

“See you then.”

“Bloody well not be a waste of my time!”

“It won’t be.”

“Better not be!” Slamming the handset back onto its cradle.

“Well?”

“Not too happy but coming.”

“Think you were right, just hope she’ll agree.”

“Reckon she will once she sees for herself.”

“If not, we’ll both be looking for new employment.”

“Yea but doubt it’ll come to that.”

“Well, not much we can do about it now. Another shot?”

“Stay here or move on, what you think?”

“Might as well stay. Be good to get as much info and background as we can before she arrives.”

“Do we really need more? We’ve already seen how unique this is.”

“Yea, you’re right but it wouldn’t hurt. Anyway, it’s not bad here and the view is fabulous.”

“Yea. Ok, I’ll have another.” They spent the rest of the evening sat at the bar enjoying their drinks and the view and frequently exchanged self-assured approving looks and nods, certain in their belief they’d not made a mistake.
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No mistaking the brilliant red tresses as she alighted from the five-thirty. The two, tall, dark haired, handsome men immediately beelined her.

“Better not be a waste of my time!”

“It won’t be.”

“Hu.” Never really trusting any opinion but her own. The quieter of the two took her overnight bag and followed behind as the other led them out of the station toward their luxurious Mercedes.

“Bit early yet, so we’ll go to the hotel. Give you time clean up.” No response but a taught lipped stare until they reached the hotel.

“At least this looks decent.”

“Yea it is. We’ve already booked you in. Meet you back here round seven?” Handing her the keycard.

“Yes.” Clipped and impatient. She really did not like being inconvenienced like this.
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“Well?” The three sitting by the bar observing.

“Okay, you’re right. But, why couldn’t you deal with this yourselves?”

“She’s not like the usual. There’s no nonsense with her and we weren’t sure you’d want to risk it despite the obvious attractions.”

Reverting her attention back into the room she followed the delicate, sensual, form with one unblinking eye while the other greedily devoured. “What do you mean by ‘no nonsense’?”

“She never messes about with any of the men, no matter how persistent they are. She’s never rude or abrupt but has a knack for calming them and getting them to be friends. Have overheard her say  she’s only interested in having a friend and nothing else.”

“Really? Hard to believe with her looks.”

“Yea, really. As I said she’s something special. Not sure she’s even aware of how lovely she is. Quite an innocent in many ways and despite it all seems a bit naive.”

“That could work in our favour.”

“Maybe.”

“Okay, let’s just watch for a while longer.”

“Hello Ronald, what may I get you?”

“Hi Tara, pint for now please. You look gorgeous tonight but then you always do.”

“Ronald.”

“Alright, I know, but you do.”

“Thank you. Anything else I can get you?”

“Not for now.”

“Couple of dry white wines and two scotches please Tara.”

“Good evening Bill. How are you all?”

“Fine thanks, Jill, Mark and Sofie are over there.” Looking in the direction he indicated she gave a friendly wave.

“Interesting, she even seems to have the women on her side. Very unusual, most would be flashing daggers at her by now.” Lopsidedly glancing toward the two women.

“True, as I said, she’s something special. But whether she can get the women to like her or not shouldn’t really matter for what you’ve in mind. Should it?”

“Not really but there’re the others to consider. You know how bitchy they can be, not that I allow them much leeway. However, you’re right, this one is different, special even, I’d not want her damaged.”

“So, what you going to do?”

“I agree, she’s too good to miss.”

“So?” The relief he felt at having been justified allowing him to breathe more easily.

“I think you may be right. She’s unlikely to agree to Camila’s straight away. Probably best to offer her a better paid position at the club first. Any idea how much she gets here?”

“No but it can’t be much because she has two other jobs.”

“How do you know?”

“Listened in on conversations.”

“Okay, sounds like the place to start.” Appearing to look over his left shoulder. He turned to look but could not make out what had her attention; just some empty tables. He then recalled, so easy to forget as it looked so real, it was his right shoulder she was looking over not his left.
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