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The Daughter’s Manumission

​​Twenty-Nine Years Ago

Dear Davey, Stevie and Dad,

I’m not sure if any of my other letters to you have reached you because I’ve not heard anything back from you. 

I don't really know where to begin except to say that I’m sorry that I left the way I did, and I wish I’d done it some other way. I hope that you’re not still too mad at me. If you have had my other letters and you are still angry with me, please forgive me.

And especially, I wanted to apologise that I stole your money. I have enclosed a money order for the amount I took. I did it with the other letters but it was never cashed. I hope that makes it right.

I'm doing fine now and I’m earning well. I have my own apartment. It’s only a small one that I’m renting, but I’m saving up to buy my own place. If you are in the City at all, you could visit me.  Or if you like, I could visit you. I'd love to come and see you.

How are you all? How is Dad these days? Better, I hope? I miss him. I miss all of you.

I’ll keep this short now, but if you get this letter, please write back to me. I’d love to hear from you. 

All my Love,

Shelley.

David leans forward, snags toast from the back and scrapes butter over it. “More toast, Dad?” he says, offering it across, then looks more closely at his father. “Still tired? If you'd like to go back to bed, I'll bring your breakfast up.”

Al accepts the toast. “No, I'm feeling a bit better today, David. I think I'll go for a walk.”

David smiles. “You're not fooling me, Dad. I saw you walking with that Delia Hemsworth again the other day. And the two of you looked very friendly.”

Stephen, working through the mail, glances up, brows raised. “Really? S’that right?” But he doesn’t look unhappy.

Al concentrates on the marmalade he is spreading on his toast. “Would that bother you boys?”

“Not at all,” says Stephen, a letter poised in his hand. “She’s a good strong woman. Just what you need. She’d be good for you.” He nods towards the mantelpiece where a framed photo of a woman with firm features and a hard smile sits next to another of a red-headed teenage girl. “Nice-looking too.”

David looks up from his paper. “Anything interesting in the post?”

“No, just the usual crap.” Stephen glances at the photo then screws up the letter and tosses it into the fire with the rest of the junk mail.

*****
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​​James

I wrestle with our ongoing problem. Klempner knows things he shouldn’t. How is he finding out?

Who is his spy?

Francis, as ever, has been a treasure, extracting data from personnel files, both from the Haswell Corporation and staff files from Michael’s employees.

And so far, nothing.

Klempner's spy...

Who is it?

*****
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​​Twenty-Nine Years Ago - Klempner
 

“So, what’s he like? This Conners that we’re meeting?”

Bech sniffs. “Pretty much what you expect for the type....”

“The type?”

“The profession then. Well-turned out. Slick. A bit glib.”

“And we’re not meeting him at his office?”

“No. I checked out the business address he lists. It’s just a PO Box. I’ve met him three times so far. Each time was in a hotel. For the second meeting, he’d booked a conference room.”

“So, low budget? Or just careful would you say?”

“Not sure yet. I asked around in the trade; the other property agents in the area. He has a good reputation in the trade.”

*****
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The meeting has been arranged in a hotel bar. A man is waiting in there, standing as we enter. Bech gestures me forward. “That’s him.” Then, “Mr Conners, I'd like to introduce you to my employer. Frank Conners. Lawrence Klempner.”

“Great to meet you, Mr Klempner.” Conners offers his hand, his smile large and apparently sincere.

“You too.”

Smooth manner....

Goes with the job....

Good suit....

.... and shoes....

The smile is large and toothy, with an all-American look about it. And it matches the square chin, the broad shoulders and the solid build. He’s not overly tall, but there’s a lot of him. If he were American, he’d be a football player. If he were Brit, it would be rugby.

“Please, take a seat.” Conners waves to a seat by a low table spread with plans and maps. “I thought you might like an overview of the site before I walk you around.”

Thorough....

“Good idea. Thank you.”

“Coffee? Is it Lawrence or Larry?”

“It's Mr Klempner,” growls Bech.

I shoot him a look. “Calm down, Bech. There's no need to be unfriendly. It's Larry. And yes, I’ll have a coffee. Just black.” Bech turns away with a sour expression as Conners first serves me a cup and then another to Bech, adding milk but no sugar to his....

Already knew his preferences...

Notices the details....

.... then adds milk and spoons three sugars into his own. “May I ask what it is you want to use the site for? Mr Bech here wasn’t very forthcoming.”

I sit back in my chair, hands clasped, legs splayed. “Bech was doing as I asked him. I don’t want it splashed everywhere until and unless we make some forward progress.”

Conners’ brows rise. “Sounds intriguing.”

“I want to open a shelter home. There are so many in need of safety now, children from abusive backgrounds, women in need of refuge, both sexes and all ages from war zones. My aim is to set up an organisation where these people can find a safe harbour until they can take control of their own lives again.”

Conner absorbs that....

Will he go for it? Take it at face value...

No reason he shouldn’t....

He tugs at his chin. “That’s a helluva target you’ve given yourself there,” he says. “Do the City authorities know about this?”

“Not yet. I’ve been looking for an appropriate site for some time. I didn’t want to say anything until we had the pieces of the jigsaw in place.... Why do you ask?”

Conners muses, “Well it occurs to me that’s just the kind of project that ticks a lot of boxes for the pencil pushers. If they know what you’re doing, you might well get some help with the funding.”

Bech turns away to look at some distraction, trying to hide a smile....

A smile on Bech’s face seems somehow unnatural.

“Funding?”

Conners continues. “Sure. There are all kinds of grants out there for this kind of thing: charity for the kiddies, the ethnics and so on. You could probably get financial help with the capital purchases at least.” He waits for his words to take effect. “Perhaps we’re running before we walk. Let’s take a stroll around the site. I’ll show you the general layout then you take a look yourself without me hanging around your neck.”

The site is everything Bech promised and more; the old factory plant, warehousing and outbuildings, the services are dilapidated but fundamentally there....

“The owners bricked up more of the ground and first-floor windows against squatters,” says Conners. “Most of the doors too, so it looks pretty grim right now....” He manhandles a huge bunch of keys, sorting through until he locates one to fit the padlock on the steel-reinforced front entrance. The key is wrestled into the lock, which sticks, groans, then gives. “.... But it wouldn’t be a huge job for you to open up the windows again and let some light in.” 

“I'm new to this area,” I say. “Can you recommend the contractors we would need for the works?”

“Oh, sure. No problem at all. Whatever you need. Plumbers, electricians, builders, joiners. I know them all around here, including the ones to avoid.”

“Sounds good.”

We stand in a hall. Conners punctuates his words with gestures in various directions. “Along there, office space, the doors to the cellars along the end there and if you go upstairs, you’ll find the old factory floor spaces. I’ll turn on the electric for you, then you have a wander. I’m going to leave you to it for a while. I’ll wait in the car if you have any questions.”

*****
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“So, what do you think?” Conners puts three beers down, slopping froth over a corner of the rolled-out site plan, then sits and takes a long draft from his glass.

“I’m interested,” I say. “Very much so.” He nods as I speak, downing more of his beer. Bech watches in that pressed-mouth silent way of his, his drink untouched. “However, there are a number of considerations and I need time to think.”

Conners nods. “Of course.”

I tap the plan. “Can I keep this?”

“Absolutely. That's your copy. In fact...” He turns to pick up the cardboard tube he has leaning against the table, opens it and extracts another document.... “... I made a spare copy for you, so you have a master and one you can work with....”

Efficient...

Delivers what's needed. Not just what's asked for.

Conners finishes his beer. “Suppose I leave you with it for a couple of days to think it through. You can call me if you have any queries and you’ll find my fax number on my card....” He pushes a business card across the table to me.... “and in any case, I’ll give you a call, say, the day after tomorrow?”

“That’s fine. Call Bech to set up a meeting.”

“Great to meet you, Larry.” He stands, offering me his hand. “Mr Bech,” and Bech replies with a curt nod back.

After Conners leaves, Bech, his drink still untouched, says, “Do you need anything else from me, sir? I should be getting back.”

“No, that's fine, Bech. You go. I’ll be in touch.”

I examine the plan Conners left.

Perfect.

“Can I get you anything else, sir?” The waitress hovers, looking bored.

If you don’t like the job get another one....

“Coffee.”

“That’s all?”

“Just coffee.”

I work my way through the plan, making sure that the site delivers what I’m looking for. Not that I’m short on cash, but my pockets aren’t bottomless. I scribble a few notes, marking out nearby areas to check the ownership with Conners.

Across at the next table, a small child in a push-chair starts squalling. His bright red face screams around a set of vibrating tonsils. A vapid female in a floral dress tries to quiet the brat.

Milk...

Toys...

Warmly dressed....

His mother there....

What’s he got to scream about?

A fist....

Da... No....

I shake myself back to the present.

The door swings open, letting in a cold draft as a man enters, smiling at the woman and, for some reason, down at the squawking child. He actually sounds pleased. “Darling.... A good morning?”

She sounds strained.... “It would be if Theo would calm down.”

The man leans in on the baby, still beaming, arms outstretched. “Here, give him to me.”

She plucks the toddler from the stroller, passing him to the man. “Look, Daddy's here.”

He bounces the kid up and down. The red face fades to pink and the kid starts gurgling and smiling back at his father.

The reek of beer....

The fist...

The blow.... sending the boy skidding across the tiles....

Again, the fist raised....

Crying from the floor.... No, Da.... Please....

...

...

Fuck this....

I rummage in my pocket, tossing a handful of small change onto the table, roll up the plans and head out into the evening.

*****
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A couple of days later, Bech calls. “You want me to arrange a second meet-up with Conners?”

“Yes. Anytime over the next few days is fine. There’s a couple of points about the site I want to clear up.”

*****
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Conners sits, pen in hand hovering over a notebook. “So.... Questions?”

I tap on the areas I have outlined in red. “Who owns these? The properties and plots adjacent to the site?”

He sucks air through his teeth. “Well.... That’s a long question. That area....” He stabs his pen at one of the outlines, is owned by City Hospitaliers....” He sees my look. “Hotel company,” he explains. “There was a rumour about them opening something there but so far as I can tell, it’s come to nothing....”

He scans the plan, chewing the top of his pen, then takes a packet from a pocket, offering it to me.

“Cigar?”

“I don’t smoke.”

“You mind if I do?”

“Not at all.”

He lights up then surveys the plan again. “That one there.... I happen to know is a private individual. An old guy who was a friend of my father. He’s ten years older than God and they’re just counting the years....”

He draws a swathe over the north edge of the site. “This area I believe belongs to the City authorities. If you offered them the right price, I daresay they’d sell. As to the rest....” He sucks the top of his biro.... “I’d have to check.” He eyeballs me. “What’s your angle on this? You want to buy the outlying plots too?”

“If they’re at the right price, probably yes. Just now, I’d like to know who my neighbours would be.”

“Understood.” He jots a note then, “Can I take it you are interested in the site?”

“You can. But I’m looking to reduce the price.”

“Of course you are,” He raises a finger. “Look, I can tell you, the vendors are keen to sell. It’s a family that owns it. They got greedy with the price to begin with and I know they’ve no takers. You’ll be able to knock it down by ten percent without blinking, and if you’re happy to play hardball, you’ll get more....”

“You’re on a commission I assume?”

He displays a shark-grin. “Course I am. But any sale is better than no sale, and the owners were being unrealistic about what an abandoned site in the middle of a derelict area are is worth.” He takes a breath, eye-balls me.... “Can you give me proof of funds? It’ll strengthen your case for a quick sale.”

“Anytime you like. It’s cash in the bank. I’ll fax it through to you.”

Conners beams. “I like the sound of that. Leave it with me.”

*****
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“I think this calls for a celebration.” Conners pops the cork and pink foams spews over the table, carpets and ceiling. 

Someone at the bar gets the wrong message. Mind-curdling muzak suddenly blares up with ‘Happy Birthday to You....”

God save us....

.... and Conners shrugs apologetically before splashing the champagne into glasses....

.... then looks sidelong. “You do drink? Yes?”

“Some.”

He pulls a face and passes me the glass. I take a sip for the sake of appearances. 

Frank knocks his back, refills his glass, then offers to top up mine. I cover it with my hand. “I’m fine.”

He shakes his head. “Sheesh, let your hair down, why don't you. You don't smoke. You barely drink. What do you do?” Then his eyes roam the room.  He jerks his head across the bar. “Hey, Larry, you’re single? Right?”

“I’m single, yes.”

“Which one do you fancy?” As he fills his glass again, his eyes roll to two bimbos at the bar, one blonde, one not, both giggling mindlessly as they see Dom Perignon splash over the flutes....

Still, they're not bad looking.

Wonder what they look like when they take the makeup off?

They're obviously already drunk but still working on it, leaning into each other, whispering and tittering mindlessly.

They look as though they've been around the block a few times.

Can I be bothered...?

How long has it been?

Why not?

“Does it matter? Take your pick.”

For a moment his triumphant smile fades. “One piece of ass is much the same as another, eh?” Then the grin blooms again. “I'll take the blonde then.”

“Fine.”

Bottle in hand, he strolls across to the giggling pair then stands between them, flinging an arm around the shoulder of each. “Now then, ladies, what can we get you? Would you like some of this?” He brandishes the bottle, then shouts across to the bar. “Another one over here, please.”

The barman deposits another bottle in the ice-bucket while Frank cracks off-colour jokes. The brunette doesn’t seem to have the basic intelligence to get the punch lines, but she follows her friend’s lead with a laugh like a dentist’s drill.

How much contact do I want with either of them?

“Excuse me. I’ll be back in a minute,” I say.

In the bathroom, I stick a coin in the slot and pocket a pack of rubbers.

Frank winks at me as I return to the bar. “Cassandra and Bev have rooms upstairs. They’ve invited us back for coffee.”

“Is that right?”

*****
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In the elevator, the attendant stands rigid. His eyes flick briefly to the two tittering sluts hanging on Frank’s arm, and then to me....

Mind your own fucking business....

He flushes, then stares determinedly forward.

*****
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I button up my shirt. The little brunette tart lies sprawled in the sheets, still asleep...

Asleep? Or unconscious from alcohol?

Hardly matters....

Christ, but that snoring's loud.

Conners is in the next room with his blonde slut.

Should I disturb him?

No need....

What time is it?

I check the clock. Three am.

I need air.

A walk in the night. Just the thing.

As I step out onto the street, a group of youngsters in hoodies look my way and strike a pose which I assume they think will intimidate. I pause and look back at them. After a second or so, they find something else to interest them.

The City is cool, dark and empty, with that thin mist that somehow makes the streets sound hollow. Buildings, roads, even grass and trees are painted from a monochrome palette; the only colour is the sodium yellow glare of the streetlights and the amber of the back-lights of the occasional passing vehicle.

The sound of my footsteps rises over the dim hum of traffic and the occasional siren, echoing back from stone walls and high tenements as I pace back to my hotel.

Darkness folds around blind windows and locked doors and the night air clears my head. Alone, I leave behind the fake celebration.

*****
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​​Michael
 

Leaning back again the wall of the gym, arms folded, I watch Charlotte’s demonstration.

James, hands in pockets, watches too. “That’s a lot of pink lycra,” he comments.

“They’re not just here to get fit and beautiful. They’re here to be seen.”

“Who by?”

“Each other.”

“Mmmm....” He sucks in his cheeks.

Charlotte’s volunteer is the husband of one of her class members. Plucked from the group of men waiting to collect their wives at the end of the class, facing her, he looks uneasy. The other husbands watch from the side-lines

“This is a basic move you can use,” she’s saying. “It’s easy to remember and it works with your instincts.”

She cues her ‘assailant’ with a ‘come-get-me’ gesture. A bit uncertainly, he steps forward, arms outstretched, to be met by the heel of Charlotte’s hand punching forward to his face. He lurches back, and if he had not been an innocent volunteer, would I’m sure, have been disabled by the follow-up kick towards his groin.

Some of the husbands flinch. Others turn away. A couple cross their legs.

“Looks like the classes are going well,” comments James.

“They are,” I say. “We’re booked up and there are more enquiries coming in. I’m having to bring new staff for it.”

He cocks a brow. “I thought you and Charlotte were handling it?”

“Well, yes, but Charlotte’s involvement was only ever supposed to be temporary, to get it up and running and to see if it worked as an idea.”

“So why can’t you run the classes?”

“I could, but most of the applicants are women and, well.... I’m not quite comfortable with it.” James eyes me, frowning. “It can be pretty physical, and you really can’t demonstrate to a woman how to escape an arm-lock, or how to deal with a man who’s trying to, let’s face it, commit rape, without um.... close contact.” His mouth twitches. “I don’t think it’s fair on Charlotte. I’d rather bring in a proper trainer.”

“I take your point. When are you planning this new trainer?”

“I’m inviting applications now. And I’ll be setting up interviews for a couple of weeks’ time.”

*****
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​​Twenty-Nine Years Ago - Klempner–––––––– 

My phone rings.... Conners.

“Hey, Larry. Good news. I tried a cheeky offer. Since you’re a cash buyer, I went in twenty percent under what they were asking. They stalled at that, but I added back five percent and they’ve accepted.”

“Ah, that is good news. Well done, Frank.... What was...?”

He cuts me short. “And I have that info you wanted.”

“Which information are we talking about?”

“You wanted to know who owned the sites adjacent to Blessingmoors. I’ve got most of it in and the rest is on its way.”

He’s good....

“Fast work. Where do you want to meet?”

“Same place? That hotel? I can be there in twenty minutes.”

*****
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I survey the spread of information on the table. Conners sits in silence, propping his chin on a fist.

He’s really fucking good at his job....

“We’re agreed then,” says Conners. “I’ll follow-up on the offer on the main site....” He pencils a note.... “Who’s handling your legals?”

“Can you recommend someone? Someone who will understand any issues on permits and permissions. I’d prefer someone local who knows the turf.”

“Sure. No problem.” He pencils another note. “There’s a couple of lawyers I’m happy to recommend. I’ll have a chat with them about fees and get them to contact you. And do you want me to actively pursue the purchase of the other sites adjacent? To act for you on that?”

“Yes. If you get it right, you’ll get the lot and the commission that goes with it.”

“Splendid.” Conners sits up, rubbing his hands, then casts an eye over the paperwork. “Anything else for now?”

“Not that I can think of.”

“Great.” He sniffs. “How do you fancy finding a bar and some female company?”

*****
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Two hours later, Frank is tanked on beer. So is the over-made tart hanging on to his arm. And the bottle-blonde friend isn’t much better. Her mouth hangs slack and her mascara’s running, so the cow-eyes she’s making at me don’t appeal.

“Letsh go back to my playshh...” she slurs.

“I’m right with you darlin’” Frank staggers for the exit. “C’mon, Larry.”

I can't be bothered.

I don't want to fuck this little slut....

“I’ll pass. Enjoy your evening.”

“Hey, where are you going?” Frank winks towards Mascara Girl.

“I want an early night. I'll catch you tomorrow.”

He leers at each of them in turn. They giggle and simper back. “More for me. Eh, girls?”

*****
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In my hotel, I order a meal from room service then settle back on the bed to watch tv.

I flick through cheap American sitcoms, repeats from the 80s, 70s even the 60s. But you can only watch ‘I Love Lucy’ for so long before your brain curdles.

Trying pay-tv, I flick through a couple of porn channels....

Amateurs...

Might as well do some work....

So, I draft a letter of authority for Conners ready to fax to him the following morning, then set myself up on the narrow desk to mark up the area plan with notes and my thoughts on how to use the site....

The site is perfect....

This is going to make me a fucking fortune.

....

....

And I can’t concentrate....

What is wrong with me?

Everything’s going my way. I’m going to make a mint out of what’s coming and yet....

And yet....

Air. I need air.

The streets are cool and welcoming. Quiet too, save for the raucous laughter of late-night bars and the bass thumping vibrating out from a club.

An all-night liquor store sells me a half-bottle of whiskey from behind a grid, the attendant eyeing me with the kind of bloodshot expression that suggests he’s tried too much of his own product. 

A couple of gulps sitting on a bench over-looking a park warms me as I watch revellers tumbling out from a party; the men shouting and the women squealing.

Feeling better for the alcohol, I walk, seeing no-one except a couple of hobos on cardboard or newspaper. One of them has a black eye and is swollen around the face....

A fist....

Da, no.... Please....

The tramp holds up a hand, squinting into the gloom with his one good eye. Even that is rheumy and yellow. “Spare some change, Guv?” His clothes are tattered rags. His body much the same.

Way beyond useful work....

On an impulse, I glug another mouthful of the whiskey, then pass him the bottle. His face lights up. “Hey, thanks.”

I just nod an acknowledgement and walk on.

*****
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​​Michael

I push the last barrow of briars onto the bonfire just in time to see Sally appear bearing beer and a plate of rolls. “Perfect timing, Sal. Thanks.” She nods and goes back indoors. I call across the garden. “Time to take a break.”

Ben draws an arm across his forehead. “Sounds good to me.” Then he tilts his head back, sniffing. “And it smells better.” Scruffy, lead contender for ‘World’s Ugliest Dog’, yaps agreement.

Placing the plate of sandwiches up out of Scruffy’s reach, I pass Ben a can then crack open my own, taking a seat on an old tree-stump.

He joins me, sitting on a rusted oil-can that emerged from under the brambles. Scruffy skips around my feet, first trying to communicate his interest in the sandwiches then, when I don’t take the hint, settles by me wearing a disgusted expression.

The rolls come from the ‘Sally School of Giant Eating’; vast edifices that take two hands to hold and careful concentration to eat. Ben chews appreciatively. “Hmmm... what is it about bacon in the fresh air?”

Scruffy whines agreement and absently, I scratch an ear, releasing one hand from my lunch. The roll falls half open and a rasher drops out. Scruffy moves like a shark for the kill, grabbing the fallen rasher before I can do anything about it.

Ben grins then nods towards the woodshed. “It’s getting blowy. We’d better get those tarps pinned down.”

He’s right. The weather’s moving in, clouds lowering and darkening. “Yeah, after this....” I gulp at my beer.... “.... I was hoping we might start on that fencing today, but it doesn’t look as though we’ll get that far.”

Ben nods then eyes me with Scruffy. “You should keep dogs you know....” he says, “... if security is worrying you. No one will guard you like a dog.”

I mull that idea. “You're right. I’d not thought of that.”

“What's the Champ like with animals?”

“Um, good, I think. She lived on a farm when she was younger, so I suppose she rubbed shoulders with all sorts.”

Ben leans back, slapping his head theatrically. “Wow, a snippet of your wife's mysterious past.”

I ignore the comment. I’m not keen to discuss Charlotte’s background with Ben. It would take too much explaining and his own ideas are too set-in-stone for comfort.

“I like your dog idea,” I say. “Do you know anyone with puppies looking for a home?”

He rips off a chunk of his sandwich and tosses it to Scruffy. “Just go to the nearest shelter. There's always loads of the big protective breeds there. And most of them are perfectly good animals. Just owned by some bastard that couldn’t be bothered to keep them.” He smiles fondly down at Scruffy, just in time to catch me feeding him the end of my own roll.

“You think that’s a good idea?” I ask. “I mean, you don’t know what you’re getting with someone else’s dog.”

Ben flattens his lips. “The abandoned ones are always loyal. They know that life can be different. No one will ever love you like a dog that was abandoned.”

I digest this. “So, you think....”

I’m interrupted by the return of Sally. “I’m sorry to disturb you, Mr Summerford, but we're out of a few things for the restaurant. I was wondering if you’re likely to be going to the Cash and Carry? Or if I should make a trip there myself?”

“It's okay, Sal. You have your hands full in the kitchens. I'll go myself. We’re about done here for today. Got a list?”

“I have, yes.” She offers me a used envelope, ripped but with notes jotted on the back.

“Want to come with me for the ride?” I ask Ben.

“No, I’ll get those covers fixed for you before the wind comes up, then I’ll be off. I’ll let Charlotte know when I’m going.”

“That’s great. Thanks, Ben.” I slap him on the shoulder. “See you tomorrow?”

“Yup, at least if you make sure you have plenty of bacon in.”

“It’s on the list,” says Sally.

*****
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​​James

“Would you like some help with that, Master?”

I look up from the sizzle of browning beef. “I don’t need any help, thank you Charlotte, but I’d enjoy your company. Why don’t you pour a glass of wine and pull up a chair.” I wave out of the room with my spatula. "You’ll find a bottle breathing by the fire in the lounge."

Her smile blossoms and she exits to returns a minute later with the bottle. “A glass for you too, Master?”

“I will, thank you.”

She doesn’t fetch a chair, instead perching on the end of the kitchen counter, her legs swinging as she tastes the wine. “What are you making?”

“Beef and mushroom casserole. There’s a chilly breeze out there. Michael will appreciate a hot meal inside him when he’s done.” I toss mushrooms into the pot then snap fingers at Charlotte for the bottle. A good glug of wine....

.... and maybe another....

I slide the pot into the oven and bang the door closed. “There. An hour or so and that’ll be done. Now....”

I straighten up to see Charlotte eyeing me. Her wineglass hovers just below her mouth and her teeth gleam just above the rim.

I know that look....

“Finished, Master?” 

The question is innocence itself. The sparkle in her eye is anything but. Her legs are still swinging from the work-top, but are, oh, ever-so-slightly, parted.

A gentleman always takes a hint....

My palms between her knees, I push her legs apart, easing myself between them and leaning in close to my horny-eyed sub.

“And what can I do for you, Madam?”

More teeth show as the smile grows wider, so I take the glass from her hand, setting it to one side, then push her skirt back and up above her thighs. Her scent billows up....

Ready to be fucked....

“Would you like to wait for Michael?”

“He’s going to be a while yet, Master. He said he was going out for some supplies for the restaurant.” Those teeth gleam wider. "And I thought he might like me to help him later in the shower..."

There’s nothing more certain....

“.... So, for now....” Her hands curve around my neck....

My cock is doing pole-vaults.

No time like the present....

“Lift your hips,” I mutter, reaching in. The grip on my neck grows tighter and her ass rises a little, enough for me to pull her panties down. Backing off a touch, I tug them off, tossing them to one side.

Mmmm.... Table-ender quickie....

Delicious....

My shaft is making ungracious demands for release and I’m happy to oblige, undoing my zipper to liberate my erection. “Hands around my neck again,” I say, pulling her butt to the edge of the counter, and guiding myself into her already sopping and scented pussy.

With each palm cupping a warm cheek, I pull her close. With her fingers clasped behind me, it’s smooth and easy and oh, sooo....

Aaahhhh....

I slide into her, with a tight and delectable stretch as my flesh opens hers. 

Resting my chin on her shoulder, I murmur, “Are you missing your husband while I fuck you?”

“I’m appreciating my Master.” She reaches for my mouth with her own, her kiss passionate as I pump her and her hips piston to take me..... 

Outside, the wind is rising. Windows rattle and there’s the bang of a door....

Should have locked it....

In a while....

.... But here it’s warm and safe, and I have everything a man could wish....

*****
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​​Twenty- Eight Years Ago - Klempner

Bech marks out an area on the top storey of the main building.... “.... And if we build internal walls here and here, we’ll be able to separate the men from the women and keep the minors in their own area.” He grinds to a halt, looking up to see my reaction.

“You’ve thought this through, Bech. You’ll be trying to take the lead yourself next....”

His laugh is desert-dry, devoid of humour. “I'm a tactician, sir. It needs a strategist at the head of an organisation. My talents are best fitted to back-room support. You provide the.... vision.... I’ll move the pieces around the board. Or see that they are moved.”

All true....

“Talking of strategy,” I say, “It seems to me that the unrest around East Africa and Somalia ought to provide some opportunities. Do we have anyone over there?”

“Nooo... Not as such.” Bech rubs his chin, his eyes unfocusing. “But the authorities over there are all corrupt as hell. It shouldn't take me long to find someone helpful.”

“Someone who will remain helpful if governments change?”

Bech waves a dismissive hand. “If we set it up, it’ll stick. They all want to see western currency flowing their way. If there was a coup or a revolution, all that’d happen is the money would end up in a different Swiss bank account. Leave it with me. I’ll see what I can do. Who were you thinking of sending over there to set it up?”

“I’ll go myself, at least to begin with.”

Bech pulls a long face. “That’s a dangerous part of the world....”

“I’ll be careful. But meanwhile, see who you might recruit that would be willing to handle the work long-term.”

“There’s always someone who’s finding staying here too dangerous. I’ll find someone.”

*****
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​​Twenty-Six Years Ago
 

Angelo lowers his voice. “I’ll have to move you along tomorrow night, Mitch.”

She looks up from her seat at the bar, frowning, and lays her copy of National Geographic on her lap. “Have I upset someone?”

“No, not at all, but there’s a wedding party in here tomorrow. They’re having the reception downstairs then coming up here for the evening. You know....” He nods towards the curtained-off stage area at the end of the room, shrugging apologetically. “.... DJ, dancing and all that. Sorry, but it’s only for the one night.”

“Fair enough. I’ll probably settle down in the lobby instead then.”

He winks. “Keep a low profile then.”

*****
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David, carrying a stack of cake-boxes, halts in mid-stride, staring across the lobby to the seating area near the window.

The woman who sits there, so elegant, so beautifully turned out....

Is that her?

She looks.... different....

The red hair, the pale skin.... But wearing makeup, the hair elaborately up and set....

Is it her?

Shelley?

Stephen comes in behind him laden with garment bags. “Shift up, David. Don’t block the way.”

“Sorry, I just thought I saw....” But as David looks across the room, the woman he saw has her back to him and is talking to a man at the bar. She’s stroking his hand.

Whoever she is, even seen from behind, she is stunningly beautiful.

The man smiles at her, saying something. Something about the smile isn’t entirely pleasant.

He doesn’t deserve a woman like that....

The receptionist bustles up. “David Kimberley? Is that right?”

David turns to speak to her. “That’s right....” 

But Stephen pushes in front. “Where are we putting these?”

“You can store them in the cloakrooms for now.” She leads them across the lobby. “If you have labelled everything as we discussed, the garments will be placed in your guests’ accommodation as soon as the rooms are free....”

The receptionist turns to a woman just entering the lobby, a little girl with a head of brilliant orange hair toddling along beside her.

“Can I help you, madam?”

“I'm with the Kimberley party.” The woman looks harassed. “Do you have any creche facilities? Somewhere I can leave my little girl for an hour or so?”

“Of course. I'll page our children's entertainer. Just give me a moment.” The receptionist taps a couple of buttons on a control panel. After only a couple of minutes, a young woman wearing bright casual clothing and a beaming smile arrives.

Glancing at the mother for a moment for permission, she crouches down, offering an open jar to the toddler.

“And what's your name?”

The little girl lisps. “I'm Libby-Beth.”

“Would you like one of these?”

Libby-Beth crooks a finger to her mouth, sucking the tip, but nods, then reaches in for a candy.

“I’m Cindy. You can come and play with me and the other little girls and boys for a bit. Mummy will come for you in a while. Alright?” Libby-Beth nods and then, holding Cindy’s hand, toddles away.

“She's very well-behaved,” comments the receptionist to her mother.

“Oh, yes. She's such a good child. She'll be no trouble to anyone I promise.” 

And when David returns a few minutes later to help bring in the bridesmaid’s dresses, the woman he saw and the man she was with have gone.

*****
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“Something wrong, Dad?” David adjusts his father’s buttonhole then stands back to view the effect. His father, older now, stooping at the shoulder, straightens up. 

David clucks. “Hey, that looks great. Here, let me....” He snags a clothes brush and flicks away some near invisible dust. “Delia’s going to be really pleased when she sees how her new husband turns out.” He looks into Al’s face. “Dad? There is something wrong. What is it?”

Stephen swings round from the mirror, where he has been knotting his tie. “You’re not having second thoughts, are you? You do want to marry Delia?”

Al’s voice grates. “No, I’m very happy to marry her. She’s a wonderful woman. I just wish....” He swallows and looks away.... “Shelley....”

Stephen’s voice is harsh. “She’s gone, Dad. Move on.”

David turns, trying to protest, “Stephen....”

But his brother brushes him off. “Give it a rest, David. This is Dad’s day. We don’t want it spoiled.” He turns to his father. “A new start, Dad. We’ll leave the past behind, eh?”

Al smiles and nods, but the smile is uncertain.

*****
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“Shelley? Is it you?”

The woman freezes then turns to face him, eyes wide and her mouth opening. “Davey? Oh, God, Davey!” She runs to him, flinging her arms around his neck. “Davey. It’s you. It’s really you. I’m so glad to see you.”

Her eyes are glossy. So are his. “Shelley, I can’t believe it. It’s you... and....” He stands back, gazing at his little sister. “Look at you. You’re beautiful.”

Abruptly, she calms. “Davey, what are you doing here?”

“What am I doing here? What are you doing here?” He takes her by the shoulders, looking down at her. “Four years without a word? Not even to let us know you were alive? When you ran off, I thought it would kill Dad.”

Her voice trembles, "But I wrote to you lots. Not at first, ‘cos I was still confused and trying to.... well, get my life together. But later I wrote loads of letters to you, but you never replied...." She frowns. "You haven’t moved to a new house or anything?"

“No....” David speaks slowly, his mind churning. “You say you wrote....”

“David, come on. Delia’s waiting for us.” Stephen’s voice is brusque. “What are you....?”

David revolves, taking his sister with him. “Look who’s here, Stephen.” His words are slow.... measured....

“So I see.”

Shelley looks up at her elder brother. Nothing about him speaks of welcome or pleasure. “Hello, Stevie.” She falters.... Looks between the two men. “What are you doing here? Both of you?”

“You have to leave,” says Stephen. David swings to protest, but Stephen jabs a finger at him. “No arguments. It broke Dad’s heart the first time. She’s not butting in on his wedding day.”

“Wedding day?” Shelley’s words burst out. “Dad’s getting married?”

“Yes!” snaps Stephen, “And you are staying out of it. After four years....”

David’s voice is calmer. “Shelley tells me she wrote to us. What happened to her letters, Stephen?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Chest thrust out, he looms over her, eyes slit. “And I’m not having you spoiling Dad’s big day. For the first time in years, he’s getting his life back. You are not interrupting that.”

Shelley’s eyes flood and she turns and runs. David reaches for her.... “No....” But she’s gone, fleeing....

David turns on his brother but is given no opportunity to speak. “We have a wedding to get through,” says Stephen. His eyes white-rimmed, he glares. “Not a word of this to Dad. Right?” 

“She’s our sister.”

“She should have thought of that four years ago.”

*****
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From a cafe across the road Mitch, wearing jeans and tee-shirt, her eyes red and swollen in a face stripped of make-up, watches.

The wedding party arrives, the car long and low and black, decked in ribbons, pulling up at the front steps. The bride steps out. Mitch doesn’t know her. Dressed in a pale lilac two-piece suit, the woman stands very upright, directing Al to the door, her air crisp and efficient.

More cars pull up behind. Her brothers step out of one. In dark suits and tall hats, they look so smart. Stephen follows the bridal couple inside. David lingers, looking right and left, then also makes his way inside.

Another couple steps out, a little girl toddling with them. Her thatch of brilliant orange hair clashes violently with her lilac bridesmaid’s dress.

*****
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“You alright, Mitch?” Angelo pauses from his eternal polishing of glasses, examining her. Unusually, her makeup is heavy, almost plastered into place. “You look as though you have a cold coming on or something.”

“I’m fine.”

“You don’t look it. Maybe you should take a couple of paracetamol and get an early night?”

“No, I’d.... I’d rather have company.”

“It’s your call.” The barman purses his lips. “But I think you need a night off.”

“Has the wedding party finished?”

He frowns.

What does that have to do with anything?

“Yeah. The cleaners cleared up last night. I suppose the last of the guests checked out a few hours ago.”

She nods, looking miserable.

“Hey, Mitch, c’mon. What’s wrong? You want a drink? You look like you could use one.” Without waiting for her reply, he glugs a good measure of cognac into a glass, then another, pushing the glass towards her. “Get that down your neck. It’ll do you good.”

She heaves a long sigh, her breath shuddering, then gulps at the cognac.

*****

[image: ]


A figure watches from the shadows, the stage curtain pulled back just enough to see the man approaching her.

Beautifully dressed and made up, she smiles a welcome. The man is short and badly overweight. There is no possibility this man is a boyfriend or a husband, but his clothes are expensive. And when he snaps fingers at the barman, ordering champagne to be sent to the room, it is of the best, a fine vintage.

As the pair walk off in the direction of the elevator, Stephen leans back against the wall. He stares up, then slides down onto his haunches, dropping his face into his hands.

*****
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David’s grim-faced brother glances up from where, with a pair of tweezers, he eases a metallic blue butterfly into position on a card. Still and dead though the insect is, its colours are brilliant. “Seen them safely off?”

“Yes. I made sure they had the tickets, the cash, their passports, and I saw them to passport control. The honeymoon’s all in their hands now.”

“Good.”

David casts an eye at his brother. “We need to talk.”

Stephen doesn’t look up. “About what?” 

“You know what. Shelley.”

“What about her?”

“For God’s sake, Stephen. She’s our sister. She was still a kid when....”

“Yes, still a kid. And do you know what she’s been doing since? How she’s been earning a living?”

David stalls, looking uncertain. “No, I don’t. What....?”

His face red and angry, Stephen blares out the words. “Well, I do.” 

David slow-blinks, then glances around the room. He sees the empty spot on the mantle. “Where’s her photograph?”

“Whose photograph?”

“You know perfectly well who. Where’s Shelley’s photograph? It should be over there. Our sister’s photograph should be where Dad put it.”

“She’s not my sister anymore. She’s not coming back and upsetting Dad and that’s the end of it. And I got rid of the photographs. There’s no point leaving reminders hanging around.”

“Photographs? Photographs? Plural?” David looks around, and this time really takes in the room. In the hearth, smoking ashes breathe their last, save for one image: a family group, taken years ago. 

Snatching it from the hearth, he slaps the charring ruin against his thigh, beating away the remaining spark which glowers, eating at a curled brown edge. Their long-gone mother is half-gone, her face consumed. David and Stephen are teenagers. And Shelley is being held in their father’s arms. In the background is a table laid out with cake and candles.

“Give me that!” Stephen stands, roaring.

“No! You have no right to make decisions like this for other people.”

“Give it to me,” his brother demands, hand outstretched.

“Fuck off, Stephen. It’s not yours.”

“It is mine. It’s a family photo.”

“Yes! That’s the word. Family.”

David pushes the half-consumed photo in his pocket, banging the door as he exits. Snatching keys from the hall table, he heads for the car and screeches away.

After a few minutes, he pulls up in a quiet spot, then rubbing his forehead, takes the photo from his pocket, staring at it.

After a minute he turns it over.

.... ephen, David, Shelley

Al and Eve.

Shelley’s 5th birthday.

*****
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​​Twenty-Six Years Ago - Klempner

“I think you’ll be pleased, sir. Would you like to inspect the first shipment?” Bech wears that expression of wax-faced smugness he’s so good at. “Or would you prefer to let me assign them?”

“I’ll take a look, Bech. Let’s see that we agree on the appropriate market for them.”

“This way.”

A group of a dozen or so men and women stands at the end of the room, guarded by a couple of Bech’s heavies.  As I step through the door, one of them, a woman, breaks from the line, rushing up to me.  She’s not bad looking, but she’s spoiled her face. Her eyes are swollen and red. Scrabbling at my chest, she whimpers....

Christ, you stink....

.... speaking with a heavy accent. “Please, sir, there is mistake.” She waves a piece of paper at me, much creased. “I come here to be governess and housekeeper. I am to be teacher of language and drawing to rich man's children.” 

Bech pushes her away from me. “Shut up.”

She doesn’t take the hint, instead grovelling, weeping and screeching uselessly. “Please, sir.  My father.... My father will pay you. But if you dishonour me, I will be outcast.” 

Bech snatches the paper from her then brings the back of his hand across her face. Staggering, she crashes down onto the tiles. “You were told to be quiet,” he snarls. “Now shut the fuck up.”

Trembling, she stares up. One of the men in the group darts forward, his eyes flashing up towards us, and hauls her up onto her feet again. Cradling an arm, looking back over her shoulder, she limps back to the group.

Bech mutters, “She could be trouble that one. I’d not realised she spoke English.”

Learning curve....

“So, place her somewhere it doesn’t matter. Send her to Finchby. He’ll have an outlet for her. Somewhere no-one cares what comes out of her mouth....”

Bech snorts. “Just what goes in.”

“Find out if any of the others speak English. We’ll target the men for rural work where there’ll be a gang-master to keep an eye on them. The women.... Well, different clients have different tastes. There’s plenty will enjoy knocking them into obedience.”

Bech nods and Hmmms....

Seldom takes notes....

.... Evidence....

What next?

“So, who do we have for the day-to-day running?”

Bech holds up a forefinger. “Ah, I was coming to that. Let me introduce you.” He turns to where, in the background, a sallow-faced man lurks. His thin, blond hair scrapes over the top of a bald pate. “This is Charlie Jenkins. He’s interested in the post of supervisor here.”

Without even thinking about it, I dislike the man. He steps forward, somehow obsequious as he moves. “Pleased to meet you, Mr Klempner.” He looks up at me with a flat grey gaze but never quite meets my eyes.

He gives me the creeps.

“Mr Jenkins.” I keep my voice polite, but I don’t want to talk to him. “Bech here has interviewed you? Approved you for the post?”

“I hope so, Mr Klempner.” His voice is silky, almost oily.

Bech would never have introduced me to the little shite if he wasn’t happy he could do the job. “Fine. Jenkins, you take charge of that lot.” I thumb towards the cringing group then turn to leave, but Jenkins interrupts, “You want me to send one of them to your lodgings, sir?”

That pitiful lot....

The women turn my stomach.

“No. And mind your mouth, Jenkins. Bech, you’re with me.”

Jenkins turns to the group. As we leave, from behind me, his voice rattles. “Clean-up time. You’re to be showered and deloused. Now strip....”

*****
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In a greasy-spoon a couple of miles away, the waitress serves good coffee in cheap mugs. “Where did you find him?” I ask. “He makes my skin crawl.”

Bech purses his lips, nodding. “I agree. He’s an appalling little schmuck, but he wants the work. He understands the need to keep a low profile and.... he’ll enjoy it....”

“Is that so? So, where did you find him?”

“He was running a boys’ sports training club. There have been a number of parental complaints about him.” He gives me a meaningful look. “I was handling the complaint.”

“He’s... what? A paedophile? A psycho?”

Bech tips his head. “He’s been labelled a sociopath.”

“And the deal is what? He gets to enjoy playtime in exchange for keeping them under control?”

“Essentially, yes. Of course, he gets paid too....”

“Of course. Does he understand that I want saleable goods? If I find his fingerprints all over the kids....”

“He understands that if he steps out of line, there will be consequences that will start with the complaints about him re-emerging and.... I wasn’t specific about where they could end....”

“He doesn’t touch the kids. I want them clean when they’re moved on. They’ll bring three times the price that way.”

“I understand, sir. And I’ll make sure that Jenkins does too.”

*****
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Bech goes, vanishing off to.... to wherever it is that Bech goes.

I’m not ready to sleep. Instead, I walk.

My shoes click on the cold flags, the sound echoing against black-faced windows. The year’s turning and sleet sends needles stinging across my eyes. I pull up my collar.

Lousy fucking climate...

Wear an undershirt next time....

A pair of hookers hang out on a street corner. “Hey, you looking for a good time?” The voice reflects across the street and one of the pair strolls over.

Everything about her is cheap, from her scuffed boots to her ripped hose and her fuck-me lipstick, several shades too bright for her colouring. She licks her lips, parting them in what I suppose she thinks is an enticing manner. It isn't. She's crude and obvious.

Wonder how many cocks she's sucked already today?

“Want to play?” She’s trying I think to sound coquettish.

“I don't fuck whores.”

Her face twists. “Well, fuck you, motherfucker,” she yells, giving me the finger. I should slap her into some good manners, but I can’t be bothered. I walk on.

Wonder if she's one of Finchby's?

Perhaps I should mention it to him?

Probably not one of his. He doesn't let them on to the street ‘til he knows they'll behave. 

The area stinks. The idle and the lost, the drunk and the addicted, huddle, grovel or simply lie in alleys and nooks. 

I step over a pair of legs emerging from a doorway, not really looking at the face at the other end. But a voice, sweet and sultry speaks. “Spare some change mate?”

It's a beautiful voice. Or would be if it was less pathetic. I look more closely to see if the face matches.

Christ, but you reek....

She's dirty; stinking dirty and her eyes are popped. The stench of vomit and weeks-unwashed is an assault....

But if she was cleaned up....

“What are you doing here?”

She sits up, weaving as she moves. Her face screws up. “Couldn’t make the rent. Landlord threw me out.”

Her pupils are huge....

What are you on?

No need to ask what happened to the rent money....

I pass her a five, then tear a page from my diary to scribble an address.

“If you go there, they'll give you a meal and a bed.”

“Hey, Mister....” She reaches up an arm. She’s got the shakes. And it’s not the shiver of cold.

Needing a fix....

Finchby’ll provide that for you....

And you can work for a living after that.

*****
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​​James

It’s Charlotte’s birthday, her first spent with me and Michael and of course, he and I have planned to make it a memorable one. For the evening, we agreed our plans for her a few days ago and we have planned a small private party. He’s bringing a cake. I’ve brought in the wine and the food and....

And....

It goes without saying that Charlotte is going to get a good birthday fucking. It’s a distracting thought. In the shower, my mind wanders in that direction until I turn the water temperature down to keep my erection under control for a more appropriate moment.

Dressing, I choose my clothes carefully. I know what presses her buttons. I pick out the tie she likes, my best shirt, cuff-links....

And now to find my mermaid.

She’s where she’s been all day. Michael and I both insisted that for her birthday, she should take a day off from working and just enjoy herself. Since the weather is filthy, this has translated to stretching out on the settee by the fire and reading. And right now, she’s reading Michael’s birthday present to her: Greek Myth and Legend.

Feet up, stretched out on the settee in front of the fire, she couldn’t look happier....

Well, maybe there’s one way....

I nudge up her feet to sit beside her. “Which story are you reading?”

“The one about how Heracles wrestled with Achelous and broke off his horn and created the cornucopia.... The horn of plenty.” She dimples happily and there’s a merry little twinkle in her eye. 

Is that some kind of hint?

And now I look at her....

The way she’s dressed....

Hmm....

She has birthday plans too....

I smile inwardly.

Suits me....

“Glass of wine?” I ask.

“Mmm... lovely.”

In the privacy of the kitchen, I tap into my phone and Michael answers immediately. “You on your way?”

“I am, yes....”

The tone of a happy man lol!

“.... I should be with you within half an hour....” His tone changes, sounding pained.... “.... Assuming that is that I don’t end up in jail for running down some kid in a witch’s outfit or a skeleton costume.”

“Sorry?”

“It’s all squibs and fireworks and trick-or-treaters. I swear, if another kid runs in front of the car, they’ll be hauling my ass into court for justifiable homicide...”

“Great. We’ll be up in the bedroom. I put the heating on hours ago and the wine’s on ice already. Do you want me to wait for you to arrive?”

I can hear the smile in his voice. “No need. I had a shower back at the centre and I’m ready to go. I’ll enjoy arriving to hear her in full song.”

There’s a tempting idea....

“Sounds good to me. I’ll see if I can get the chorus going for you then....”

“You do that. I’ll be with you as soon as I can.”

I tap off the phone, turn to pick up the wine bottle and glasses and all but fall over her....

She clearly heard the conversation. There’s a sparkle to her eye and a hint of eastern promise to her smile.

“Eavesdropping?” I try to sound stern, but I don’t try hard, and she isn’t fooled.

“Wasn’t I supposed to hear that, Master?” Her voice drips innocence.

It’s an argument I can’t win. I settle for pointing upstairs. “Bedroom, Madam. Now.”

She dimples. “To await my cornucopia of lovers?”

“If we’re discussing Michael's never-ending horn of plenty, then yes. Up!” I aim a forefinger to the ceiling.

She chuckles. “Yes, Master.”

“I’ll be with you in a minute.”

*****
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In the bedroom Charlotte stands by the bed waiting, her head lowered in apparent submission but following me from under her lashes.

Clearly, she was expecting this and has dressed to be undressed. 

Skirt and blouse....

... but no belt....

Instead, a bodice over the blouse....

.... Laced tight....

Dangling laces....

Drawn tight at the waist, the bodice it is almost a corset, emphasising her already good figure and turning curves into an hourglass. The skirt is flared and flirty, and as she moves, the flesh ripples under her shirt...

No bra....

But the bodice supports her full figure, lifting her breasts....

.... Presents her breasts....

And those laces.... They dangle from the two top eyelets, a temptation to any red-blooded male. They make my fingers itch to tug and pull.

She stands motionless save for her eyes, which follow me as I move around her, surveying her from all angles.

“Michael said he'd be here soon,” I say. “Let’s see if I can have you ready for him.”

I run my hands over her, slipping fingers under the hem of her skirt. My face in the nook of neck to shoulder, I teethe at her skin. 

That fragrance....

Heady. Intoxicating. I want to drink her in.

I tug at her shirt. “I think we can dispense with this, wouldn’t you say?”

“I think so, yes, Master.” She blinks a little against the sunlight streaming through the window, so I twitch the curtains closed then stand back to watch her. “Show yourself to me.”

She unfastens the top few buttons of the shirt, giving me a view of her cleavage then, her glorious green eyes fixed on my face, twists at little from the waist, first one way and the other, displaying herself. The dimmed sunlight gleams over her skin, the sheen of her breasts contrasting to the valley of her cleavage.

More....

Striding forward, I tug the shirt up and free of the corset, flicking open the remaining buttons. Her breath hitches as I lift, pulling it free, then yank it away from her shoulders and off.

She’s semi-naked now, the bustier pinching in at her waist, slightly overlapping her skirt. As she rotates slowly, right, then left, her breasts swing with her, slightly overshooting each time, to ripple back again on the return.

Christ....

I’m trying hard to maintain ‘Dom severity’. We both know it’s only a game we play, but she loves it and so do I. And it’s not easy. My mouth is dry, and my cock is straining.

I want to bury myself in her.

Her nipples, pale rose against the porcelain of her skin are crinkled and taut, begging for my mouth.

And I’m happy to oblige....

“Get rid of the skirt,” I say.

She reaches back, tugging at the zipper before sliding down the filmy garment. Wearing only the bodice and tiny green lace panties, she stands, chin raised, waiting....

Snatching her by the shoulders, I spin her, then propel her backwards to the bed. As her calves contact the mattress, I keep pushing until she collapses at the knee to fall back onto the comforter. Before she can recover, I plant my palm between her breasts, pressing her flat.

Her eyes are like saucers; great green moons flecked with gold and bronze, the irises rimmed by a fine line in cobalt and the pupils huge, expanding to swallow the colour.

She lies there, panting, looking up at me. The demands coming from my groin are urgent, but I take the moment....

.... I revel in the moment....

.... watching my Jade-Eyes lying there, waiting for me.

A dark stain creeps over the green silk at the vee of her thighs and a bloom of scarlet flushes over her chest.

Without speaking, I hook thumbs into the panties, drawing them down over smooth muscle. Her perfume, already strong, floods my nostrils and my erection pulses another demand.

Not yet....

.... Gotta keep this going ‘til Michael gets here....

He wanted to hear her singing....

I push her knees apart, deliberately rough with her. My hands flat inside her thighs, her arousal trembles through my fingers and palms. She’s already in full flow, her pussy swollen and streaming, brilliantly red and pungent.

I drop to my knees and aaahhh.... warm breath over her. She shudders and moans.

Just a little....

Her clit is hooded, so I thumb back the fold of skin to expose the small firm bud.

Don’t overdo it yet....

I’d like to suck it, to make her scream....

Michael....

Where are you?

As gently as I am able, I lay the tip of my tongue over her nub; not moving, not caressing, simply enfolding it with my heat and moisture. She bucks and yells....

Enough....

And I back off, standing away from her to leave her lying on her back, trembling and gasping....

God, but this is fun....

I move slowly, intentionally so, unknotting my tie with deliberate movements....

Should I restrain her with it?

.... Wait for Michael....

So, instead, I lay the tie over the back of a chair.

Her gaze travels my body as, again taking my time, I remove my cuff-links, placing them in a trinket dish on the dresser. Unfastening my shirt buttons, I strip to the waist. The bulge below my belt is surely obvious now.

Keep her simmering....

Still standing, I lean over her, supporting myself on my arms. She quivers, and I stoop, as though to kiss, but instead, very softly, I blow. Tracing the tender line that runs from the hollow of her collarbone, over first one breast and then the other, I blow cool air over hot skin. Her nipples crinkle and pebble hard. Her skin gooses and something with no words escapes her throat.

But I don’t stop there. Trailing over the blushing skin of her stomach and through the delicate joining between belly and thigh, I lave my mewling mermaid in cool air....

Then I leave her, standing back to watch her tremble and quake.

How long has it been?

It must be half an hour now since I spoke with Michael.

Any time now....

At a leisurely pace, I nudge off my shoes, then unbelt, unzip....

Thank God for that....

.... and step out of my pants. Again, I fold them over the chair then, my shaft throbbing upright, I stand over her.

Time to up the ante....

Once more I drop to my knees, but this time, grabbing her ankles, scooping her up, I bend her back on herself. Her knees pressed back against her own chest, splaying her open with my hands on the back of her thighs, I plant my mouth over her hot and succulent pussy....

And she wails her appreciation....

Her thighs taut under my palms, she arches, straining against me. Swollen and deeply pink, her sex streams delectable juices which I lap and suck away....

From outside there is the crunching of gravel and the soft sound of a car engine....

Wonderful....

Right on time....

Scrambling up, crowning her, I take another glorious moment to anchor inside her, then I thrust in hard and she screams....

You want to hear her sing....

.... I’ll make her sing....

And I slam in again. Her answering yell is sheer music and my cock hardens further.

Not yet....

Not yet....

Very soon, I’ll be able to do this while I watch Michael feeding his cock to her face. It’ll muffle her singing, but the view....

From outside, the sound of footsteps rushing up the stairs, almost stamping up the stairs....

He sounds in a hurry....

I grin and meeting my eyes, Charlotte answers with a matching grin before flinging her head back as I bang home again.

The bedroom door slams open, bouncing back off its hinges and not Michael, but Ben, charges in. “You fucking bastard! You bitch!”

Charlotte’s expression switches from laughter to alarm as Ben, scarlet-faced and furious stands by the doorway, screaming abuse....

Christ. He’s going to attack us....

As fast as I am able, I withdraw from Charlotte, standing between her and Ben, ready to defend my emerald-eyed Love. 

*****
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​​Charlotte

I can’t help myself. As Ben bursts into the room, I shriek. It’s not exactly fear. Not exactly protest or surprise. I’m not sure what it is, but I shriek.

My Master reacts instantly, almost launching himself upright to face Ben. There is a clatter as, in his haste, he knocks over a side-table, taking a lamp with it which lands on the floor with a crash.

And in a move that, even in the emergency of the moment strikes me as sweet, he snatches at the sheet, tossing it over me and covering my nakedness.

“Get the fuck out of here, Ben! Who d’you think you....”

Ben is not listening, screaming abuse, fists curled tight. “You whore! You’ve barely been married any time and you’re already fucking my brother’s so-called best friend....”

Pulling the sheet around myself I tumble out of the bed, backing into a corner away from Ben. I’m screaming something back at him but he’s not hearing the words.
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