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Flying Falcons
by Margaret Scott


Elizabeth took a deep breath of clean, country air, delicately perfumed with the scent of oil seed from the yellow fields nearby. Sunday, as predicted, had grown into another hot midsummer’s day, perfect weather for the sexy little pale blue dress she was wearing. Very low at the front and very high at the hem, it was made for attracting male attention and at nineteen, she had the hourglass shape to fill it. The outfit was finished off nicely with a pair of white high heels she’d only ever worn once before and a white handbag which contained little more than her car keys and a digital camera.


She rang the doorbell for a second time. The house before her was big and obviously worth a fortune. A long gravel drive swept up from the quiet main road below. Out in the country, the nearest neighbour was at least a 15-minute walk away.


The sole occupant of the house was a man called Max. He’d made his hobby of keeping birds of prey into a business. He bred the birds for sale and performed flying displays at country shows, which was where Elizabeth’s brother, Jeff, had met him. Jeff was immediately fascinated by the birds. For the past year he’d spent the majority of his free time with Max, learning how to handle and care for the birds. They would often go out on weekends to fly some of Max’s many hawks and falcons over farmland or moorland. As Jeff was unable to drive, Max would often bring him home to the house he and Elizabeth still shared with their parents, ending the day with a discussion of the day’s flying at the kitchen table.


Max was direct and to the point, confident. Easily old enough to be her father, he wasn’t the kind of man Elizabeth would normally have found attractive, but for some reason she couldn’t even have explained to herself never mind anyone else she would always find some excuse to be in the kitchen when he was present.


Despite the age difference, or maybe even because of it, she felt an almost childish desire to draw his attention, to impress him. She would supply them with their tea and biscuits while they talked and she’d enjoy but pretend not to notice Max’s eyes following her around the room.


That Saturday Elizabeth and Max had been left alone while Jeff went to answer a phone call. While Max sat slowly rolling his empty coffee cup between his thick fingers he had invited her to visit his home to see his large collection of birds of prey, quite noticeably leaving Jeff out of the equation. He promised to give her a guided tour, while his eyes enjoyed a slow, obvious jaunt of their own over the comfortable swell of her breasts.


Agreeing a little too quickly, Elizabeth had the sudden image of one of those hairy, sunburnt hands of his disappearing down behind the bow on the front of her delicate silk panties and felt herself growing damp at the thought, and embarrassed.


The chemistry between the two hadn’t gone unnoticed. Later that day Jeff had subjected her to the predictable “He’s old enough to be your father,” speech.


‘I’m only going to take some photos,’ Elizabeth had insisted innocently.


After the third ring Elizabeth decided Max was not going to answer the front door. He had promised to leave the rear gate unlocked if he was out of earshot so she headed round the back, the gravel of the drive crunching under her feet.


Max owned a massive stretch of land behind the house. There were several large aviaries containing pairs of birds of prey down one side, faced on the other by a row of single birds, which sat on perches in the centre of gravel beds, each one under a separate weathering to protect them from the elements. Various raucous calls echoed across the garden as if announcing her arrival. She couldn't see Max anywhere so she took her camera out and began taking pictures.
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