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Finally at his destination, Finn eased the car to a complete stop. Groaning, he got out of his car to stretch and took the opportunity to stare at the house that would be his home for the next six months.

Callum Ligua, Cal to his friends, was one of the richest men in the world. He owned a multitude of homes across the globe, several private jet planes, and was the current golden boy of elite society.

And for the next six months, I’ll be his executive chef. This is an excellent location. I can fish, swim, or jog along the beach. A couple of short miles away is a picturesque town with some great little cafes and restaurants, as well as a couple of high-end eating places, whose reputations rightfully precede them.

It was Finn’s intention to approach those restaurants and see if they’d allow him to work in their kitchen. He was always looking for ways to improve and expand. This job presented him with a great many opportunities.

And I intend to use it to further my career. Working for Cal will look great on my resume.

Looking across the beach, Finn spotted a small lighthouse, at least as small as lighthouses went. He’d seen much taller models. But there was something about it that just seemed to draw him. He was already starting to move toward it when there was a shout of his name.

“Finn, you made it. Welcome.” His host beamed at him from behind the gates of his palatial home. “I’m looking forward to experiencing your cuisine.”

“That’s quite a compliment coming from you, Cal.” Finn was both pleased and flattered. His new employer had eaten in all the best places around the world.

“I heard good things. You like to experiment, push the boat out a little.” Cal opened his arms expansively. “I want you to push the boat out a lot.”

“You got it.” Finn grinned and indicated his car. “Is there an entrance at the back I should use to get up to the house?” he asked.

“No, no, no.” Cal waggled his hands. He pulled a remote control from his shorts’ pocket, and the gates slid on rails as they opened wide. “Come on in.”

“Thanks, Cal.” Finn hopped into his car, then drove up to the house along the winding driveway. The sculptured grounds were very picturesque, but he also noticed there were a great many CCTV cameras on poles tracking his progress.

I guess it’s the price of being one of the uber rich and famous. There are paparazzi, stalkers, gold-diggers, and thieves aplenty out there. You don’t want to risk some crazy getting too close, or worse still, actually getting inside the house.

Coming to a halt at the front of the house, Finn stared at the opulence before him. A portico ran around the house, supported by classical marble columns topped with what looked suspiciously like gold leaf.

Fuck, I’ve worked for some wealthy people, but if this is an example of one single home, then this man makes them look pale by comparison.

A well-built man appeared at the top of the steps leading into the house. The man strode smartly down to greet Finn. His hair was partly braided, gold and gems glinting in the sunlight. The golden-brown of his skin not entirely due to being in the sun. He regarded Finn for a moment.

“I’m Henri Wipu. Cal’s Head of Security. That’s Henri with an i.”

“Henri? Unusual.” Finn stuck out his hand.

“When a hunky Maori guy meets a gorgeous French lady, you get me.” Henri stepped back, holding out his arms, and then laughed loudly. “I was also chief cook and bottle washer until you arrived. I’ll be more than glad to hand over the cooking to a real chef. If you take your bags and wait for me inside, I’ll garage your car, show you the kitchen, then take you to the sleepout where you’ll be staying.”

“Sleepout?” Finn was shocked. He’d imagined staying in the main house.

“Oh, don’t worry. You won’t have seen, much less stayed in a sleepout like this one.”

“Somehow, I don’t think you’re exaggerating.”

Finn did as he was asked and waited in the enormous foyer. Not only was the floor marble, but there were lines of classical busts and statues along the hallways. He stared at them. Part of him couldn’t believe they were all real, and yet, knowing Cal as he already did, he couldn’t believe they were fakes, either.

He moved closer to one of the statues, peering at it intently. Now he was nearer, Finn saw that what he’d thought was a young woman caught in mid-dance was something much different. Her face reflected terror, and she looked more like she was throwing up her hands as if to ward someone away. Someone, or something.

Where the fuck did that idea come from? A full body shiver followed in the wake of the notion, and Finn was glad to hear Henri call out, and moved swiftly toward the other man.

“Creepy up close, aren’t they?” Henri nodded in the direction of the statues. “Know what it reminds me of? That Ray Harryhausen movie, Clash of the Titans, when they go into the Gorgon’s lair. All those people turned to stone. Brrr.” He shivered theatrically, and Finn managed a half-hearted laugh.

“Yes,” he nodded, glancing back at the passage lined with them. “Very creepy.”

“Let me show you something more modern.” Henri slapped Finn’s back. “The kitchen.”

To Finn’s relief, the way to the kitchen wasn’t along the creepy corridor, as he now thought of it. Instead, Henri went to the right of the huge staircase.

“It’s a great space,” Henri glanced over his shoulder, pointing ahead. “Designed so that a single chef can work easily, everything to hand, but spacious enough that if you needed another two, even three, more pairs of hands to help, you wouldn’t trip over one another.”

“Sounds amazing.” Finn’s spirits began to rise. This was more like it. The kitchen sounded like a chef’s dream, and Finn was eager to see it.

With a grin and a bow, Henri opened the door and stepped back to allow Finn to enter the room beyond.

“Oh, my fucking...it is amazing.” Finn turned a slow circle trying to take it all in. “An Aga.” His tone reverent, Finn went straight over to it. He reached out, then stopped as he felt its heat radiating out. He looked back at Henri. “It’s lit.”

“It’s always lit.” Henri chuckled. “Cal would have a fit if it went out. Between you, me, and one of the night servants, it’s always kept alight. Now this,” Henri swept up an iPad with a flourish, is your Bible.”

“My what?” Finn stared at him.

“Log on, generic password is, yeah you guessed it, password, then put in your own. It allows you to keep tabs of the walk-in freezer.” Henri moved to the right of the room, opening a door, showing the inside to Finn. “Believe me, Cal loves giving whole animals as a centerpiece to a meal.” Closing the freezer door, he opened the one next to it, flicking on a light.

“A walk-in pantry, too.” Finn shook his head. “I think I’m in heaven.”

“All the goods are stored on here.” Henri tapped the iPad. “If you’re running low, add it to the cart app, and when there’s enough to send the order through, the program does it for you, so don’t let anything run too low.”

“Saves a fuckton of work.” Finn accepted the iPad.

“Out there is a small herb garden, veggie garden, greenhouse, and a few fruit trees.” Henri waved a hand toward French windows. “Cal likes fresh. And another tip, at breakfast, always serve some plain sponge cake, fresh fruit, plain yogurt, and honey. At lunch and dinner, include green pickled peppers and olives as if they were everyday condiments.”

“Cal again?” Finn cocked an eyebrow, and Henri nodded.

“At the end of a meal, leave the olives and pickles, and top up if running low. Then serve coffee and petit fours, along with, cheeses, grapes, and flat bread.” Henri shrugged as Finn stared at him. “Cal can eat a seven-course degustation, the most glorious dessert you’ve ever made in your life, and when everyone else is sinking into a food coma, he’ll be there picking at the cheese, grapes, and pickles.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
J

MIR

OR TO
THE PAST

P ELAAM





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
MIRROR TO
THE PAST

P ELAAM





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





