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What girl wouldn’t fall for a
beautiful pair of designer shoes?

 


Inspired by the ‘The Red Shoes’
by Hans Christian Andersen, this story relates how Abigail Lloyd
could not resist purchasing a pair of Jimmy Choos and unwittingly
kick-started a whole series of events that would change her
life.

 


Her cosy relationship with her
partner Colin French fell apart as she was drawn into an unrequited
love affair with her charismatic new boss, Lester Hammond.

 


Loaded with sensuality, ‘For
Want of a Shoe’ will keep you hooked right to the very last
page.
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Author’s Note

Please be aware that the
following story is not about a fully consensual BDSM relationship,
although it is not non-consensual. Characters’ actions are not
intended as a model for a healthy BDSM relationship.
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​ For Want
of a Nail

For want of a nail

the shoe was lost.

For want of a shoe

the horse was lost.

For want of a horse

the rider was lost.

For want of a rider

the message was lost.

For want of a message

the battle was lost.

For want of a battle

the kingdom was lost…

And all

for the want of a horseshoe nail.

(Proverb 1640)
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​ Under the Influence

Feeling drunk,

All my senses soften

To enjoy a warmth.

Willing fingers to gently probe

A tongue to slowly taste.

Sending tingling sensations through

My body.

I want to submit!

To submit to total pleasure and

Wantonness…

To enjoy being enjoyed.

And in return

I will adore the man

Who gives me that pleasure.

 


Deana Carroll
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​ How it all began…
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Friday 6 April 2012

Abigail Lloyd was one of the
most prepossessing young women one could ever wish to meet. Yet she
too had been touched by Avarice, deceived into believing in a
decision she should never have made.

On this particular day, when she
returned home from her shift, in amongst all her junk mail she
found a letter addressed to her and franked Hammond Engineering
Ltd.

Her heart thumping, she eagerly
tore the envelope open. She had been invited to attend an
interview. Abi clutched the letter to her chest and whispered a
prayer of thanks. After so many recent disappointments, this was
surely a sign that her fortune was finally about to change.

She allowed herself to daydream
her potential new role…Mr Lester Hammond’s personal assistant.
PA to Mr Hammond. PA to Lester Hammond.

“Oh that’s Abi, Lester’s
PA…”

“Oh that’s Miss Lloyd, Mr
Hammond’s personal assistant…”

PA…mmm… The connotations
seemed endless.

According to his website, this
prospective employer had a reputation for exacting standards whilst
maintaining traditional values. What did ‘activities not
normally associated with a nine-to-five employment’ mean? Did
he have to entertain potential clients after working hours on a
frequent basis?

She considered that his job was
highly stressful; he would need an assistant who was accommodating,
hardworking and, most of all, flexible. She also presumed that
making well-timed cups of tea would likely be appreciated.

Abi would need to dress to
impress. Hmm… That Mr Hammond had quite traditional values was a
hint. He was probably a man who preferred a woman to look and act
like a lady at all times. She ran upstairs to rummage through her
wardrobe, heaping discarded skirts, blouses and dresses over the
bed, aiming for a stunning outfit that would intrigue and excite
him. She couldn’t afford to lose this opportunity and, of course,
it would be the perfect occasion to wear her brand new Jimmy
Choos – the reason that she had applied for the vacancy.

She smiled at the memory of her
mad, impulsive purchase, with money she didn’t have, during a
shopping fest with her best friend, June. They were only supposed
to be browsing in the Jimmy Choo outlet shop, but as soon as
Abi slipped on the scarlet patent leather shoes with their iconic
four-inch spike heels, she experienced such a heady, intoxicatingly
decadent feeling that she knew, there and then, she would not leave
the store without them.

June had been horrified. “How on
Earth are you going to pay for them?”

“I don’t know,” Abi dreamily
replied. “I just know I want them.”

“Abi, please listen to me,” June
pleaded. “I really think you should put them back. I’ve a bad
feeling about them.”

“No, June, I can’t explain it,
but I feel they were meant for me. They feel absolutely fantastic.
Things will work out for me. I know they will.”

She glanced at the bedroom
clock. “Shit! He’ll be home soon.”

Of late, her partner, Colin, had
become irritable and grumpy; her latest credit card statement
hadn’t helped matters, so she promised to cook a delicious meal as
soon as he arrived home from work. He hated mess and broken
promises. She quickly tidied up their bedroom and scampered
downstairs to finish the rest of the housework before preparing
dinner.

She was still in her mismatched
bra and panties, and so engrossed in vacuuming the stairs,
whimsically wondering if Lester Hammond’s values extended to a
taste in raunchy underwear, that she didn’t hear the car pull up
their drive, nor the front door open, or even the heavy footsteps
behind her.

Only when the vacuum was
silenced, did she jolt out of her reverie.

“Stay where you are, Abi!”

Mentally steeling herself for a
sarcastic rebuke and not even daring to turn around, she heard the
sound of a zip and the rustle of trousers being removed. Then, one
hand cupped her left breast, whilst the other curved around her
abdomen, gripping her into his body.

“Mmm…that feels really nice.”
Abi arched her back with unexpected desire as he tenderly circled
the nape of her neck with his tongue. She hadn’t realised how
aroused she was from anticipating her interview, and it had been so
long since Colin had been this attentive.

She gasped again as he ran his
tongue down the length of her shapely leg, lingering awhile whilst
he hovered over the hollow of her knee. Every nerve in her body
pulsed with pleasure. She twisted around on the step to meet his
lips with hers. She wanted to be part of his body, to suck him into
her in any way possible. She impishly pulled him by the tie towards
their bedroom, where, giggling, they fell on the bed, wrapping
their bodies around each other and made oh-so long-awaited, sweet,
tender love.

Colin breathed a deep sigh of
contentment and pulled Abi into his arms for a cuddle. Abi snuggled
into his chest. “Why are you home so soon?”

“The meeting was cancelled so I
thought I’d make an early dart. You seemed quite nervous when I
walked in. Anything wrong?”

“Only that you’ve been a pig to
live with lately, and I can’t do anything right to please you…
There’s something else too. I’ve an interview for a new job.”

“Well done you!” He nuzzled her
neck affectionately, “Where is it?”

“Hammond Engineering. It’s a PA
position and I’ll be working with Mr Hammond himself.”

Abigail could feel Colin tense
up before he spoke. “Oh?” There was a pregnant, ominous pause. “I
know Lester Hammond. Get involved with him and we are over.
Understand?”

Abi stared at his face. Not
quite forty, and five years older than Abi, he had still retained
his boyish good looks; his dark-brown hair was neatly groomed, with
a hint of laughter lines around his eyes. He glared back. “I mean
it, Abi, I’m asking you to forget this job.” Crushed by his curt
response, Abi sat up, slipped on her dressing gown and left the
room. The despondency hit her deep within her midriff.

 


Later that night, when they were
in bed, Abi brought up the subject again. “So how do you know
Lester Hammond?”

“We were best mates at school,
even went to the same college together.”

“So what happened?”

“Well, for some reason, Lester
used to copy me. If I liked something, he’d buy the same thing. He
did the same when I bought my first car. He was very shy when it
came to women, though. I was the one who could chat them up. I
think he felt totally out of his depth.

“Anyway, a few years passed and
we were both doing really well in our jobs. I was living with
Karen, my first serious girlfriend, who I was absolutely crazy
about. She landed a job in Lester’s workplace, where she often used
to work really long days. I didn’t pay too much attention at the
time, since that’s not unusual in engineering companies. If you
want to get on, you have to put the hours in. But truth always
comes out, as they say, and a mate of mine told me that Karen and
Lester had been seen together on the other side of town, looking
very cosy, so I confronted her when she came home.

“Give Karen her due, she
admitted everything. It had started off innocently enough, the odd
lunchtime drink until she settled in, then a drink after work, and
gradually she was sucked into a full-blown affair.”

“Didn’t he know that you two
were a serious item?”

“I think that it was
because we were an item that Lester wanted Karen for
himself. Like I said, he had to copy everything I did.”

Abigail decided to distract
Colin at this point. She let her fingers gently stroke down his
chest, feeling his body gradually relax under her feather-light
touch. She whirled her fingertip teasingly around the top of his
inner thigh until Colin guided her hand to his now rather large
erection.

“Mmm…let me enjoy this…” Pushing
the sheets back, Abi straddled Colin, seductively gyrating her hips
to enjoy the full sensation of his body and the ripples of pleasure
coursing through her own.

“Slow down, big boy,” she
murmured. “I want to taste myself now.”

Kneeling down beside him, she
lowered her head to lick the sweet sticky fluid she had left
behind. With light flicking movements, she licked the tip, then the
shaft. Up and down, round and round, until she was satisfied that
she had absorbed every drop. She turned her body to kiss Colin on
his lips, letting him savour the taste of her tongue, whilst still
caressing his hardened orbs.

“Ohhh…I so want your body now,”
she purred.

Colin, compelled by desire,
knelt behind her to penetrate, pulling her hips into him. Faster
and faster he thrust into Abi until she begged him to stop.

“Not yet, Kiddo. Turn around.”
He deftly flipped Abi onto her back, placing her ankles on his
shoulders, and continued, relishing her quickening breaths and the
involuntary tremble of her lips. Finally, breathing a huge sigh, he
collapsed beside Abi’s spent body. He drew her into his chest,
cupping her left breast in his hand, and in that cuddled position
Colin drifted into a deep, contented sleep.

Abi, however, was more intrigued
than ever to meet this man who had bewitched Colin’s previous lover
with his charms. She had no intention of letting this opportunity
to meet him pass her by. She couldn’t help but fantasise about
Lester Hammond, and smiled to herself in secret anticipation.

 


* * * * *

 



Tuesday 10 April 2012

At 2:30 p.m. prompt, Abi was
welcomed into Lester Hammond’s office. So curious to meet Colin’s
nemesis, she decided to dismiss his paranoid reservations regarding
Lester’s alleged predatory behaviour. After all, she adored Colin
and could not conceive that she would be so easily seduced. She had
yet to be offered the job in the first place!

Abi ensured she was well
prepared for this meeting. After fully researching the company’s
background on the internet, she carefully deliberated on her
outfit; a cream silk blouse tucked into a figure-hugging navy
pencil skirt, cinched in with a wide scarlet patent leather belt
and her brand new scarlet stilettos.

Lester Hammond studied her with
an appraising eye. He was impressed to see that considering she was
in her mid-thirties, she still had an exceptional figure. The
moment he recognised a familiar home address on her application
form, he had been more than interested to meet her, and he wasn’t
disappointed.

After a brief discussion, he
took her on a tour of the premises. The Conference Room was a
little way down the corridor. It was a large plain room with chairs
flanking the walls and an imposing oak table in the centre. Lester
invited Abi to sit on the table while he continued his talk,
surveying the shape of her legs as she gracefully perched on the
edge, and the seductive hint of stocking lace peeped out from under
the hem of her skirt.

Abi looked up at him
expectantly, her large eyes blinking under her over-long
fringe.

“I hope you’re used to writing
minutes, as I hold a lot of meetings here. As you know, first
impressions count, so I like to develop a very close working
relationship. It ensures everything goes as smoothly as possible.”
Lester observed Abi very closely. She had an air of naivety and
gullibility about her and seemed totally fascinated by him, so he
continued, “I am a great believer in colour psychology, to give me
an edge. An old friend of mine used to wear a Mr Happy tie
when he expected a heavy meeting. Admittedly, it was a daft tie,
but it helped to lighten the mood. Did you know that the colour
yellow stimulates interaction with others and enhances mental
activity? That guy knew what he was doing!”

*

The interview took surprisingly
longer than anticipated. Afterwards, Abi rushed home, cutting
through the rat runs of side streets to reach her bus stop. She
hugged the afternoon events to herself. Even she had been surprised
at Lester Hammond’s charismatic manner and his ability to exude a
certain presence. His hair, prematurely grey for his forty years,
flattered his debonair personality, and she couldn’t help but be
beguiled by his charming smile and his captivating blue eyes – eyes
that seemed to read her thoughts before she was able to articulate
them. Once again she daydreamed about a new future with Hammond
Engineering, but this time she wouldn’t divulge anything to Colin.
Not just yet.

She had just started to wash the
dishes, after preparing a steamed salmon salad with charlotte
potatoes, when she heard the front door open and Colin walk into
the kitchen. He wrapped his arms around her waist and murmured
approvingly in her ear, “You smell nice.”

His hand wandered to her leg,
inquisitively stroking the back of her thigh, tracing the lace
pattern of her stocking top with his fingertips. “Now this
is a pleasant surprise.”

Abi smiled to herself, as she
heard the zip of his trousers and felt her skirt hitch up, so that
he could push his now very stimulated body into hers. She gasped
with unexpected pleasure. This was a pleasant surprise for her
too!

 


* * * * *

 



Tuesday 17 April 2012

A week had now passed since
Abi’s interview, and she felt increasingly dejected by the absence
of the promised communication. She had hoped that she’d impressed
Lester Hammond enough to hire her. He’d seemed to be very
interested. It was heady, intoxicating, exciting even, the way
she’d felt scrutinised by him, the manner that he had confided his
interest in the power of colour. Of course, he was absolutely
right. Didn’t her red shoes make her feel bold and confident?
Surely she had to be the right person for him. He’d promised that
he would let her know his decision, but she knew only too well that
letters of confirmation were usually sent to the successful
applicants.

Colin’s Mazda MX-5 was already
parked outside their house when Abi arrived home, its sleek,
scarlet bodywork gleaming in the late afternoon sunshine. She
twisted the key in the lock and pushed the front door open. She
could see him from the hallway, sat still in his chair, a can of
lager in one hand, an envelope in the other. A sense of foreboding,
yet…an even deeper excitement overwhelmed her. A maelstrom of
conflicting dreams, feelings and loyalties – a powerful cocktail
too new to disguise. She imperceptibly became cautious in her walk
and her deportment, yet her false confidence betrayed itself in her
voice.

“Is anything wrong?”

“Can you explain this?” he icily
enquired as she approached him.

Abi stared at the brown
envelope, the Hammond logo and postmark clearly visible.

“You went for the interview,
didn’t you?”

Abi gulped. “I’m sorry, Colin,
but I needed to know I could get the job in the first place.”

Colin handed the envelope to Abi
and watched as she nervously tore it open to extract the enclosed
letter. Without opening it, she passed it back for him to read.

“Well, you’ve got the job. Well
done you,” he spat. “Now tell me you are not going to
accept?”

Abi went numb. She couldn’t
formulate a response. How could he be so controlling? Her mind
raced with myriad thoughts. Was she right to think of him thus?

Colin gathered her into his
arms, wiping away the tears forming on her cheeks. “Look, I
understand why you went for the job, and you know I wouldn’t want
to stop you from doing anything you wanted to do.” He paused,
looking intently into Abi’s disappointed face, before continuing in
a measured voice, “But trust me on one thing, Abi. I seriously do
not like what Hammond is about, and I don’t want you to have
anything to do with him or his company.”

Abi pulled away, devoid of
words.

“Abi, I’m trying to protect
you…you must know that… C’mon. Let’s go to bed.”

Colin led Abi to their bedroom
and gently undressed her. He pulled her down to the bed and by
degrees kissed each part of her body. First her eyes, then her
mouth, followed by her nipples, her navel and finally…Abi melted as
he tantalised her very soft region with his tongue.

Afterwards, as he cuddled Abi in
his arms, Colin asked her again. “You will think about what
I said, won’t you?”

Abi was already mentally
composing the response she would issue.

Dear Mr Hammond,

Thank you for your kind offer
of a position within your company. However, due to circumstances
beyond my control, I regret to inform you that I will be unable to
accept this post…

 


* * * * *

 




Friday
20 April 2012


For the third time that morning,
Abi heard her mobile’s ringtone trilling from her handbag. The
moment her line manager was called away from her desk, she
surreptitiously checked the caller. It wasn’t a number she
recognised. A voicemail message had been left.

“Hello, Miss Lloyd, it’s Lester
Hammond. I was surprised by your letter rejecting my offer and
wondered if we could work something out. Can you call me back as
soon as possible?”

Abi waited impatiently to take
her mid-morning break. After feeling so miserable at having to pass
up this chance of a dream career, she was elated. Lester Hammond
was still keen to employ her. She sought a quiet corner in the
building, where she could gather her thoughts, before pressing
‘call’ on her mobile. Lester Hammond responded immediately. Abi
tried to quell the tremor in her voice, as she briefly explained
that her partner, Colin French, had specifically told her that
their relationship would be at stake if she accepted the
position.

“Oh, that explains it. Colin and
I go back a long way. He does have a tendency to make mountains out
of molehills. Look, can we arrange another meeting? I was impressed
by you and I’m prepared to reconsider the salary.”

Abi agreed, and later that
evening they met again, in a quiet bar where Lester, after careful
enquiry, gave his version of events concerning Colin.

“The Karen episode. That was
blown way out of proportion. When Karen joined our place, things
were difficult for her at home. Since Colin was a really good
friend of mine, I used to look out for her and try and cheer her
up.

“Colin used to work long hours
and was stressed out, like all of us, but when he was like that he
needed his own space. Karen found it difficult to handle. Then
Colin became paranoid that Karen and I were having an affair, which
was ridiculous. Why would I want to get involved with my best
mate’s girl? Anyway, long story short, Colin and Karen split up.
Karen went back to her folks in Cambridge, and Colin’s not spoken
to me since.”

“Have you anyone in your life
now?” Abi probed.

“Me? No… Too much trouble. I use
and abuse them instead.”

Again Abi found herself beguiled
by his easy-going manner and magnetic blue eyes. Confused by her
feelings of loyalty to Colin conflicting with her desire to work
with Lester, she threw caution to the wind and accepted the post,
gambling Colin would eventually accept the situation.

“Okay, Lester, you’ve twisted my
arm. I’d love to join you.”

“I was rather hoping you would
say that,” Lester winked, pulling a manila envelope from inside his
jacket. “This is your contract of employment if you’d like to sign
it now.”

Abi opened out the enclosed
document, quickly scanning the contents.

It appeared reasonable enough,
so she confidently signed it with a flourish.

“Welcome to Hammond Engineering,
Abi,” Lester grinned. “I do hope you haven’t forgotten about my
interest in colour therapy. I’ll be relying on your full
cooperation.”

“Of course,” Abi enthused. “I’m
very excited by it all.”

“Since my last PA left, I’ve had
to cope with temps, and it’s been much harder to sign up new
engineering contracts. Now you’re working for me, I feel more than
confident that we can get the show back on the road again.”

“Do you have a particular dress
code?”

“Generally it’s smart but
casual, but we do have a corporate image to maintain. So when I
arrange the more formal meetings, can I ask you to wear a
dark-coloured jacket and skirt suit. Remember, it’s me who wears
the trousers here,” he added mischievously.

 


* * * * *

 



Saturday 12 May 2012

Abi glugged a glass of red wine
while she stirred the white sauce for the lasagne she was
preparing. Her new job would start the day after tomorrow, and she
still hadn’t said a word to Colin. She pondered how she would break
the news to him so he wouldn’t be angry with her.

She sprinkled a generous handful
of grated cheese into the thickened sauce, adding roughly ground
peppercorns, before reaching for her glass again.

“Steady on, Abi! Leave some of
the bottle for me.”

Startled, Abi turned around to
see Colin smirking at her.

“You came home pretty sloshed
last night. I hope you’re not developing a problem?”

“It was a really good night out
with the girls. You know I don’t go out with them that often,” Abi
retorted.

“Hey, don’t be so touchy. I was
only joking.” Colin poured himself a glass of wine and leant
against the kitchen unit. “You seem a bit preoccupied. What are you
thinking about?”

“Nothing much,” Abi lied. “I
just wanted us to have a nice evening tonight, that’s all.”

How could she really admit that
she couldn’t stop thinking about Lester and her impending role at
his engineering company? Yes, she would miss the crowd she
was working with, but she also hated the call centre work
and the shift hours she had to commit to. There, she felt like a
cog in a machine; every phone call timed and monitored to maximise
company profits and customer satisfaction.

Her new job promised fresh
challenges where she could use her initiative in a totally
different environment. She hugged the feeling of excited
anticipation to herself. It wasn’t in her nature to keep secrets
from Colin, but she was so relieved to finally move on to new
pastures that she didn’t want Colin to spoil her feelings of
newfound confidence and self-worth. She had even thrown her good
luck cards into the kitchen bin on her return home last night to
delay the time she would need to let him know.

“Why don’t you put some music on
while I finish up in here?” Abi suggested, anxious to be left alone
again.

“Okay then, I’ll leave you to it
if that’s what you want,” he said, planting an affectionate peck on
her cheek before disappearing into the lounge.

Abi relaxed, focusing on her
cooking. She lightly greased a Pyrex dish with butter and layered
in the Bolognese, cheese sauce and pasta strips. With a final
sprinkling of grated cheese and black pepper, she popped the dish
into the oven, picked up her glass and went to join Colin. “Should
be ready in about half an hour. Are you hungry?”

Colin grinned. “I could
think of one or two things we could do to work up an appetite.”

“Such as, Mr French?” Abi arched
an eyebrow.

“Sexual gratification. You know
the smell of Italian food brings out the Latin lover in me.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really. Come here, you.”
He pulled Abi into his arms easing up her T-shirt. “I missed you
last night, and I missed you this morning, so I want you now!”

“Well,” Abi giggled, extricating
his fingers from her bra strap, “you will have to wait till
later!”

Colin sighed good-naturedly.
“Can’t blame a guy for trying, can you? Seems ages since we last
made love. Are you sure there’s nothing wrong?”

Abi looked at his boyish face,
his mouth pulled into a playful pout. Wrong? How could she begin to
tell him? Colin had spoken so briefly about his past that surely
she couldn’t be blamed for innocently applying to work for Lester
Hammond. In doing so, she had opened the lid to a Pandora’s box
that she couldn’t re-secure.

Hadn’t she supported Colin
without question when the contracts dried up and his job security
was threatened? For months he had retreated into himself, becoming
sulky and snappy at the slightest provocation. She had done her
best to appease him, waiting for the time he would return to the
cheeky-chappy personality she fell in love with. And now he had
selfishly behaved like a silverback gorilla because she wanted to
follow her first opportunity to improve her own career.

No. Abi couldn’t tell him, not
just yet. Instead she responded, “No, Colin. There’s absolutely
nothing wrong.”

She picked up her wine glass and
gulped back the remaining dregs before smiling brightly. “We’ll
have a lovely time tonight. I promise.”

 


Some thirty minutes later, Abi
quickly served up two plates loaded with a generous slab of piping
hot lasagne, mixed salad and tomatoes.

“Mmm,” Colin complimented, “this
looks really great.” He sat down at the dining room table. “I do
love your cooking.”

He reached for the bottle of
wine, topping up both their glasses again.

“Cheers, Abi. Here’s to a great
evening.” He reached for her hand. “You know, after splitting up
with Karen, I never thought I would ever meet anyone else as
special as she was, but I’m so glad I met you. I’m really sorry
I’ve been hard to live with lately.”

“Hey, all that’s in the past.
You know I love you and want to make you happy.” Abi smiled,
squeezing his hand reassuringly. Inwardly she fretted over how she
was ever going to finally admit to Colin that she had ignored his
wishes and on Monday morning would be working alongside his
despised adversary.

Whilst Colin tucked into his
food with gusto, Abi could only pick at her plate, her conscience
pricking her with every mouthful.

Colin shot a concerned look.
“What’s the matter? Why aren’t you eating?”

“My stomach’s still delicate
from last night, that’s all. I shouldn‘t have served up so much for
me.” Abi shuddered to herself at how glibly she was able to deceive
him.

He shook his head and tutted, “I
don’t know. You just can’t handle the booze. Never mind, it’s your
turn to relax, so I’ll wash the dishes and make coffee.”

Abi watched as he stacked up the
plates and left for the kitchen. Then she heard him scrape the
leftovers into the bin.

“Shit!” She panicked. On cue,
Colin stormed back into the room thrusting a handful of
tomato-smeared cards in front of her.

“What the hell’s going on, Abi?
You didn’t tell me that you were the girl leaving work.”

“I was going to, Colin. I just
didn’t want you to be angry with me,” Abi faltered.

Colin’s eyes bulged alarmingly.
“Well, shit’s just happened. I take it this is with Hammond?”

“Yes,” she uttered under her
breath.

“Can’t you see he just wants to
get into your knickers?”

“Don’t be so bloody
patronising,” Abi retorted. “What if he does? I want to be with
you, not him. Don’t you trust me?”

Colin was stunned into silence.
Had he heard right? What if he does? He fumbled.
Patronising? He slapped the cards onto the table. A wine
glass tipped over, bleeding its contents over the surface.

He pulled his face in disgust.
“No, Abi. I don’t. You know money’s tight. That’s why I asked you
to watch your spending. And what did you do? You show utter
contempt for me and run up an even bigger credit card bill. I asked
you to stay away from Hammond, but no, you just couldn’t say no to
him, could you? What else have you done behind my back, Abi?”

“Nothing, Colin. I swear! Can’t
you see I’m trying to pay our credit card back and I really want
this job? You know how much I hate the call centre.”

“It’s not our credit card
debt, it’s your debt. Whatever possessed you to buy those
shoes, for God’s sake?”

“The same reason you wanted your
Mazda. It’s still on finance, I seem to recall.”

“I was on really good money then
and could afford it. Look, I’m not arguing with you. We’re over.
Get it? I’m going out and when I get back I want you gone.”

A picture clattered to the
floor, jolted from its hook as Colin slammed the front door behind
him.

*

Abi was stunned.

How could he throw their
relationship away just because she wanted to improve her career and
earn a little extra money?

Her hands trembling, she picked
up the telephone and punched in her best friend’s telephone number.
“June. It’s Abi.”

“What’s the matter?” June asked,
sensing the distress in Abi’s voice.

“Colin’s gone ballistic. I
didn’t tell him I took the job in the end, and he found out
tonight. He wants me out of the house.”

“Look, don’t worry. I’m sure
he’ll calm down. He just needs space. You’re more than welcome to
stay with me for a few days.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course I am. You treat that
man like a king. He’d be a fool to let you go. Why don’t you pack
as much as you can so he can see you’ve taken him at his word?
It’ll really hit him how much you mean to him. He’ll be back in
touch to ask you to come back, and this time it’ll be on
your terms.”

“You really think so?”

“I know so, Abi. And if he
doesn’t…well…maybe you’re better off without him. Now, get packing,
and I’ll see you later on.”

“Oh, June, you’re a life-saver.”
Abi sighed with relief as she ended the call.

She ran upstairs and pulled out
two suitcases from under the bed, stuffing as many of her clothes
and possessions into them as possible.

She heaved them, one by one,
downstairs and phoned for a taxi. Finally she scribbled out a
note.

 


Colin

 


Gone to June’s. I’m so sorry for hurting you but I
really do want this job, so please don’t hold it against me.

 


Will you call or text me when you are ready to
talk?

 


I love you with all my heart and I want things to
work out between us

 


Abi xxx

 


She folded the note in half and
propped it on the mantelpiece, next to the quirky Daliesque clock
they had chosen together on their last holiday. With a sense of
emptiness, she wheeled each suitcase in turn to the driveway gate
to wait for her taxi.

Things will work out for me.
I know they will, she consoled herself.

 


* * * * *

 



Thursday 17 May 2012

Abi immersed herself in her
brand new role. Lester proved to be a very relaxed and supportive
boss, and she soon familiarised herself with her new routine.

Today she was to prepare for her
first formal meeting, where she knew her appearance would be very
important. She spent a little longer than usual carefully applying
her make-up before deciding to wear her French-navy pencil skirt
again, with a pretty shell-pink blouse and black kitten heels.

She checked herself in the
mirror, hoping that Lester would be pleased with the effort she had
made. Some very important contacts were visiting the company and
she was aware of Lester’s desire to make an excellent
impression.

When she greeted him at the
office, she noticed he was wearing a light purple tie flecked with
blue diamonds.

“Hey, you look nice,” Lester
complimented. “I’m a little nervous about today’s meeting myself.
There’s a lot riding on it, so I’m wearing my lucky purple
tie.”

Abi was captivated as Lester
continued. “Purple is good for creating inner calm, and I expected
you to be quite nervous too, especially as this is your very first
meeting. Hope you don’t mind, but I bought you a blouse to wear…to
help you feel more at ease.”

He handed Abi a carrier bag and
watched her carefully unwrap the tissued parcel inside.

“Oh, it’s beautiful!” she
breathed, as she held up a stunning purple blouse with a flattering
low-line V-neck tie detail. She looked at the price tag:
£79.99.

“I can’t accept this,” she
protested.

“Put it on,” Lester insisted.
“It really will make a difference. I know you’ll make a fantastic
impression and, as far as I’m concerned, that’ll be money very well
spent.”

Abi remained unsure. It was an
unusual gesture from a brand new boss.
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