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  OVER THE WATER




  Gary Philpott




  Heather’s heart thumped against her ribcage as she wheeled her travel bag down the path toward her car. This was the defining moment. Once that bag was in the boot and she

  was pulling away from the curb, there would be no going back. Not that she was planning on changing her mind at the eleventh-hour. She lived for moments like this.




  She popped the tailgate open and lifted the small case into the boot space. A curtain flapped across the road. Heather knew it was Mrs Davenport’s son who had just started college. She

  also knew his young eyes would be soaking up her short navy skirt and black fishnets. It was just the tonic she needed to blow away the doubts.




  “Thank you Simon,” she whispered, as she eased the tailgate shut. “I need a little reassurance at a time like this.”




  Ten minutes later, Heather was on the motorway and heading for the bridge she regarded as the gateway to her other life. Crossing that vast expanse of water took her toward a different place, a

  place where she could be a different person, unlikely to bump into work colleagues. And even if she did, each would need to keep the encounter a closely guarded secret.




  The adrenaline flowing through her veins fueled a temptation to speed, but not only would she risk an unnecessary fine and points on her license, she would arrive too early. She wanted the men

  to be there waiting for her, not the other way round. She kept to the limit and mentally ran through the script Michael had emailed her the previous Wednesday.




  She heard his voice speaking the closing sentence: “Remember, it is only a guide, we will improvise as we see fit.”




  After twenty minutes of imagining her every move, Heather was driving down the far side of the suspension bridge toward the payment booths. It was time to crank up her mood. First she took a

  mouthful of water from the bottle down by the gear stick. Then she popped two buttons on her blouse. Although she had the correct money to throw in the automatic bucket, she chose to pull alongside

  an elevated tollbooth. The side of Heather that loved to turn men on took complete control.




  She thrust a twenty-pound note up toward the grey-haired man’s outstretched arm. He stared past the note; his eyes lingered a few moments.




  She smiled and said, “Sorry, it’s all I’ve got.”




  “It looks good enough to me, madam.” He took the note. “No problem at all.”




  Heather waited for her change, and a second thinly disguised inspection of her flesh.




  “Have a nice evening, madam.”




  “I intend to, you too.”




  The man stared unashamedly until she pulled away.




  Having had a little thrill at the tollbooth, Heather started to contemplate the much bigger one coming her way. Her juices started to flow in anticipation. She took another slug of water.




  The car park behind the club was half full. It did not open on a Wednesday night; this was an invites only evening.




  Heather counted nineteen cars. The silver Lexus was Michael’s and the blue Fiesta belonged to Monica, which suggested seventeen paying customers were waiting inside. Nervous goosebumps

  broke out on her bare arms and her feet suddenly felt cold. This was a big night for her. Heather had entertained men inside the club many times before, but never before had she been paid for it,

  and never before had her actions been scripted.




  A fifty-fifty split is what they had agreed. Paid-up and trustworthy members only. Michael was funding the overheads from his cut.




  She wondered if she would have done this without payment. The answer was probably yes. The money only served to make it seem more sinful and to increase the sexual tension gripping every muscle

  in her body.




  Heather sucked in a lungful of air, got out of the car, and went round the back to lift her bag out of the boot. After towing her bag across the car park, she pressed the button on the

  intercom.
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