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Hilltop Homes
Book 4


	Waiting for the outcome of a pending case, Morgan paced herself. There was a house to build and she had all the time in the world. There was no rush, and she was patient. After pushing herself, Chamberlain suddenly appeared on the scene. Two hands made the load lighter and brought the goal closer, even faster.


	Michael had been procrastinating for far too long. He had seen Morgan every day of the week and it was time to introduce himself properly.


	Like rock and mortar, the foundations were sturdy, rock solid and steady. 


	
[image: ]


	Bridgitte Lesley
Publications


	 




ROCK AND MORTAR
HILLTOP HOMES
BOOK 4
COPYRIGHT © 2020 BY BRIDGITTE LESLEY


	All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review or scholarly journal.


	This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, events or locations is purely coincidental. The characters are a creation of the author’s imagination and are used fictitiously


	 


	First Printing: 2020


	BRIDGITTE LESLEY


	P O Box 258, Annerley, 4230, Kwa-Zulu Natal, Republic of South Africa


	https://bridgittelesley.wordpress.com/


	 


	E-Book Distribution: XinXii


www.xinxii.com


[image: logo_xinxii]




	 




For my readers, I have the coolest job in the world writing for you. Thank you!

For my mom, Thank you for your patience and guidance, your use of the editor’s red pen…


	 




THE LOCATION


	
Hibberdene is a small coastal town on the KwaZulu-Natal South Coast in South Africa. It was named after C. Maxwell-Hibberd, the former postmaster-general of Natal. Hibberdene is located in the Hibiscus Coast region of the KZN South Coast and is a seaside town situated 97 km south of Durban, halfway between Scottburgh and Margate. Hibberdene has become a popular holiday destination with local and foreign tourists. It is known as an affordable destination and for its beaches. Hibberdene has five popular beaches, four of which are netted and thus are safe for swimming. Hibberdene's beaches are popular because of the warm Indian Ocean flowing across its shoreline, making diving, snorkelling and scuba diving very pleasant. Hibberdene serves as a shopping centre for the small settlements and countryside surrounding it. 
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Chapter 1


	Michael stood at the bar counter as he chatted with David, the owner. He turned and looked through the window and saw a black van passing by. It was rather strange to see a vehicle passing through town without stopping. In a flash, it was gone.


	Morgan had no reason to stop and carried on driving. As she drove on to her ranch there was a feeling of calm and tranquillity. The existing one-bedroomed house would be her home until her new house was built. It could take years to build but there was no rush. She had the plans of her dream home even though she didn’t need the approval to build on her ranch. Morgan drove down to the house and parked beneath the undercover awning. She climbed out of the van and walked to the front door and opened the door with her key.


	Having been shut for ten years there were layers of dust. She walked in to the bedroom and took the cover off of the bed and dumped it in the corner. As the cover hit the floor it sent a plume of dust in to the air. Morgan stood coughing. She flipped the mattress which seemed to make matters even worse. There was no time to clean but wait until the dust settled. She switched on the geyser and tested the light switch. Thankfully, the water and electricity had been connected as she had requested. She had her misgivings.


	Walking in and out of the house she cleared her van of three suitcases of clothing, shoes, linen, towels and a few things she would need. Morgan covered the bed with the fitted sheet and used her new down duvet and the room already looked better. The thick blankets followed. One thing she was prepared for was the cold.


	Morgan went out and found an enormous log and scraps of wood lying around the house. She built a rip-roaring fire in the fireplace and shut the door. The world could carry on without her until she was good and ready to get busy. She climbed in to the shower and washed her hair and made herself ready for bed. The fire was still burning and she went straight to bed. 


	




Chapter 2


	The next day Morgan started scrubbing and cleaning. By the time lunchtime came, she had only finished with the bedroom. In comparison, it gleamed. The dirty washing was still piled on the floor in the bathroom. The dirty covers went straight in to the washing machine. One thing the house did have was all the bigger appliances. A washing machine and tumble dryer were vital. Morgan put on her peak cap and walked out of the house and made her way to the pub. 


	There was only one pub in the town but it was rather large. David, the owner, knew everyone in town and all the ranchers. Morgan walked in and sat at the table closest to the door and had a cup of coffee and ordered a plate of liver and onions on a bed of mash. It was the cheapest meal on the menu but she needed the iron in her body. 


	Michael walked in and stood at the bar counter and ordered his cup of coffee. He noticed her out of the corner of his eye. He wondered about the two flasks of coffee that stood on the floor beside the table. She finished her meal and took a handful of tablets and downed them with her glass of water. David walked over with the bill and she lifted the two flasks and asked whether it was possible that he might fill them with coffee. She wasn’t too sure about the number of cups. He took them and walked in to the kitchen and filled them with coffee as he counted the number of cups. He took them to her and she paid for her meal and the two flasks of coffee before making her way out of the pub. 


	Michael watched as she walked. Even though she was thin, and didn’t have an ounce of fat on her body, she wasn’t skinny. 


	He rather fancied what he saw. Scraping in at just over six feet tall he was more than a head taller than her. Her jeans fitted properly showing a shapely body. Her unruly mop of mahogany curls was shoulder length, but her hair was kept tidy. “Did she mention her name?”


	“She didn’t Michael. I wonder who she is or where she lives. Must be a newcomer in the town.”


	“I saw that vehicle passing through town yesterday. Has anyone moved in to town?”


	“Not that I know of Michael. Who would want to move out here? You have to be born here to appreciate this town or have loads of money.”


	Michael paid for his cup of coffee and walked towards his van. Wondering who the woman was. What he had seen of her was eye-catching. But he wasn’t able to see her face. He went straight home and sat in his study and carried on with the schedules for the month. Things on the ranch were always busy but he had managers he could rely upon without hovering over them. He did the admin and kept on top of the accounts and paperwork. His housekeeper, Agnes, put his cup of coffee and biscuits on his desk and he looked up realising it was already afternoon tea and time for a break. “Thank you, Agnes.” The woman was still on his mind.


	




Chapter 3


	Morgan had her bricks and cement delivered with everything she would need to start building. She made arrangements to have four huge holes dug. It would take at least a week. They had asked about rubble removal but she had plans for the rubble. She knew what they would find. Rocks by the dozen and she had plans for those. 


	During the week, she marked out where she needed every hole. Three of them would be for water tanks, and the fourth would be the first part of her house. Her cellar. Every step had been written out for her. Once the architect had designed the house, the builder had given clear instructions to her. Being so far away he wouldn’t be able to do the job himself. But he was on hand if she needed him for any advice. Morgan knew she would have to pick his brain but the amount of money she had spent, it would be worth every penny.


	The following day she was back at the pub. It was the same again as she ordered her liver and onions on a bed of mash for lunch, filling up her two flasks of coffee, drinking her tablets, and leaving. And always the same people in the pub.


	Her building material had already arrived but she had to wait for the holes before she could do anything. The excavators arrived and she showed them where she needed the holes. She gave strict instructions about the rubble. It had to be piled in a heap two metres away from the fence that ran along the front of the ranch. They thought it rather funny but if that is what she wanted that is what she would get. A row of rubble. They made sure to re-measure the holes. It was a huge order but orders were scarce and hard to come by.


	It took much longer than she expected. Two weeks later Morgan had her four deep holes. She arranged to have the water tanks installed. The pile of rubble along the fence was exactly what she wanted. It seemed to block off the view of the house from the road. Not that it mattered and it wasn’t intentional but it would give the house more privacy from passersby. Many of the rocks would be used for the interior of the house. She had big plans and her home would be beautiful.


	Morgan went to the pub every day without fail. Michael was always there for a cup of coffee. It was good to be surrounded by people that she recognized. It made the day seem even brighter. But she never spoke with anyone and kept to herself. Not that she was being rude, but her mind whizzed over what had to be done. Her choice was always the same. Liver and onions on a bed of rice, mash or macaroni. Making sure to take her tablets, and filling the flasks with coffee. It was the same thing, day in and day out and always at the same time of the day.


	After a month the water tanks had been installed and the pipes lay ready to be connected. Not much else could be done.


	The cellar was next. It had to be sealed properly. She paid the earth but that also seemed to take forever. With a guarantee in place, they had to make sure it was properly sealed. Once the job was done, they covered it over with sturdy planks. Having a deep hole in the middle of nowhere was far too dangerous.


	Morgan started mapping out her home. It seemed like a daunting task. Being a perfectionist, everything had to be perfect. Once the markers were in place she would do the work. The first week she slogged. Digging the first bit of the foundation. She worked and dug as per the markers. Some of the walls would be brick, a few of them done out with gum poles, and the rest would be stone. The stone boulders would be rolled from the rubble. They were ideal for a rustic feel. But that also meant stone, with a solid brick wall to be used as a supporting wall. She didn’t give any thought as to how she would manage the boulders. They were the ideal size for what she had in mind. Nothing with sharp or jagged edges but neatly rounded. The rustic look appealed to her. The lounge would have a gigantic fireplace built out of stone. The cement she bought had cost the earth. But what was the point of building something, and it wasn’t what you wanted.


	The bricks and cement were piled high in the enormous shed. The only other building on her land. It didn’t matter if it rained. Everything would be kept dry. Four months went by and she laid the slab of the house. She had someone come in and help to lay the slab above the cellar. She wouldn’t know where to start and wasn’t prepared to try. But they followed the instructions as per the builder and everything went according to plan. The cellar would be accessed from the lounge. The way that it was designed, it could even be used as a safe room. The entrance would be so well concealed.


	Morgan was healing rather well after her stint in the hospital when her life had changed. But she religiously took her medication. If she didn’t take the medication the pain and headaches were unbearable. The only reason she forced herself to eat lunch was that she didn’t have an appetite. There was not an item of food in her house. Not even a bottle of milk or a block of cheese. It wasn’t her focus and she hoped it would come right over time. Laying in the hospital the weight seemed to have fallen off of her body. From a size forty-eight, down to a size thirty-two, made a huge difference. With all the exercise her muscles were toned and she was fit. Fitter than she had ever been in her life.


	Everything seemed to take time. The slab had to be left to dry. She didn’t do any building until she knew it was ready. She slowly started rolling boulders from the pile of rubble. Standing on top of the pile she would find a suitable round boulder and give it a good nudge and it would roll down the hill. She kept on doing that for days. Luckily enough, only the bottom level of her home would have the stone walls. Her hands were full of callouses and she needed a manicure. Something she would take care of in time.


	By the time the slab was dry, she had many boulders ready to use. Far too many in fact. She started building the external walls out of brick. She had piles of bricks and mixed her cement. It was labour intensive and took even longer than she thought. Everything was taking shape. She made sure to leave the space for the enormous sliding door in the lounge. 


	In the evenings she read the instructions from the builder and made sure she was following the detailed steps. She built the scaffolding but battled to carry the bricks to the top. Sometimes, she carried one brick at a time and climbed. But it was taking too long. When she felt as though she was losing hope, she reminded herself that it was good therapy. All for a good cause. Good for the soul. Mind over matter. But there were days that she almost lost hope. 


	Going down to the pub was always a highlight. Even though she had never spoken with Michael, she rather fancied his dashing looks. He was tall, with his jet black hair, broad shoulders and not an ounce of fat. He had lovely features and looked much like Robert Redford when he was younger. Rugged looking, but easy on the eye. Even his voice suited him. Not a deep baritone but still rather deep. It was always good to get out of the house and be able to see people and not be on her own.


	




Chapter 4


	Morgan arrived at the pub and it was busier than usual. Her table was taken and there were no tables available. She walked over to the counter and handed David her flasks. She looked at Michael and smiled as he waited for his cup of coffee. Standing waiting she wondered who the young woman was. Much younger than Michael, but she was beautiful. The young woman smiled and Morgan looked over as David called her. She followed him in to the kitchen and he pointed at the small table with a meal ready and waiting. “And today you are having the roast. Not liver and onions.” She looked at the cup of coffee and smiled and sat at the table.


	“Thank you. What a lovely gesture. I would like to speak with you about eating here. Could I run a tab?”


	“I don’t really do tabs.”


	“Not that sort of tab. I would like to pay upfront for the month. And keep it going. I am here every day. Would you mind? If something happens and I skip a day it doesn’t matter. It means you don’t lose out, but one more thing, please.”


	“And what could that be?”


	“I need a box of red wine. Would you order me a box of full-bodied red wine, please? Twelve bottles. I am willing to pay what you charge. Otherwise, I just buy a bottle from you.”


	“I can do that. Let me do the calculations. When would you like this?”


	“Today is the last day of the month. Could you work that out today or are you too busy?”


	“I can work it out for you.”


	“When I leave I will pay you.”


	“Thanks.”


	David walked out of the kitchen and stood behind the bar counter. He looked at the calendar and did the calculations. He added the box of wine and tallied it up and double-checked. “That was kind, David.”


	“Michael, I have two customers who I see daily. You and that young lady.” He walked back to the kitchen and handed Morgan the slip of paper. She nodded and carried on eating. 


	She walked out afterwards and took the cash and handed it to David and picked up her flasks. David put the box of wine on the counter. “I can carry,” Michael said.


	“Gosh, no, you are here with your wife.” He picked up the box and followed her. Morgan closed the door behind him. “You have a beautiful wife. I thought you were a married man. And such a lovely personality. I heard her chatting. Always healthy when you can chat like that. Some people get so bogged down with their partners that they seem to forget about the pleasantries. And you sound rather happy today.”


	“I am happy today. We have seen each other every day for months but I don’t even know your name. My name is Michael. Michael Cartwright.” He looked at her and for the first time was able to see her face which was normally hidden by her peak cap. She had lovely green eyes and looked a lot like his favourite actress Winona Ryder. 


	“Morgan Southern. Don’t leave your wife on her own.”


	“She isn’t —.” He didn’t even have a second to say anymore and she was in her van and on her way. Michael stood smiling. For the first time, he was able to have a chance to look at her. Now he knew who she was. Or, rather, her name. He walked straight back in to the pub.


	“Dad?”


	“Rachel. Are you ready?”


	“I am. Gavin should be home by now.” Michael waved and they walked out of the pub and towards the van. “What a lovely lady. You stood chatting with her for a while. Did you eventually find out her name?”


	“I need you to do a little fishing for me. Find out what you can about Morgan Southern. Maybe Gavin can find out more about the family.”


	“We might be detectives but shouldn’t you go the normal route?” She gurgled with laughter as they climbed in to the van.


	David stuck the money Morgan had given him in to an envelope. He would make sure they always had liver and onions on the menu. And if they didn’t, he would get someone to cook a meal for her. He made a note to buy another box of red wine. David pushed the envelope behind the till. It had come at just the right time. The business was far too slow and it would come in handy. He was surprised at the wine. The only thing she ever drank was coffee and a glass of water.


	




Chapter 5


	Hard at work, one brick at a time, Morgan slogged. She was up early in the morning and was already sweating. Dressed in her denim shorts and tank top, her work boots and peak cap. She stood on the scaffolding but there weren’t enough bricks. She made her way down and missed her footing and fell. Morgan lay flat on her face for what seemed like ages until she could get up on her feet. One thing she couldn’t do was have an accident or do herself an injury. That was the only disadvantage of living a solitary life on a ranch. There was no one to call in an emergency, and not a soul to help. She heard the ring of a bell and looked up and saw someone riding towards her on a bicycle.


	Chamberlain rode up to her and climbed off and helped her up so that she could stand. “Madam. I will go up there and you throw the bricks to me.” She was flabbergasted that he was willing to help. Morgan watched in amazement as he climbed up the scaffolding within seconds. She tried to throw the brick and shrieked with laughter as it landed with a loud thud a foot away from her. She had never had to throw a brick. And throwing a brick the way she would a netball was hardly going to work. Chamberlain didn’t want to laugh but stood smiling like a Cheshire cat. “Not like that Madam. Rock it back and forth between your legs and swing it up then you won’t get hurt.” She was sure it didn’t look at all dainty or ladylike. She almost flung the bricks up to him. “Okay. Enough bricks, Madam.” 


	She slowly climbed and by the time she reached the top, he had already cemented a row of bricks. Morgan couldn’t complain. He knew what he was doing and was much quicker than her. She ended up passing him the bricks. She kept mixing the cement and he would climb down and fetch more and climb up the scaffolding. They chatted as they worked. “I must go out for a while. Can you come back?”


	“I will finish and come back tomorrow. My name is Chamberlain.”


	“My name is Morgan, Morgan Southern.” She climbed down and went to the house and changed in to her jeans and took her purse. She counted out a wad of money and walked back to him and handed him the cash. “For today. I don’t know how much people earn.”


	“This money is too much.”

OEBPS/Images/510727-rock-and-mortar-lores.jpg
BRIDGEETE LESLEY





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/image2.png





OEBPS/Images/image1.png





