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License Notes:

No part of this e-book may be reproduced in any form without the prior permission in writing of the author, except for brief quotations used for promotional purposes or in reviews.

This e-book is for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be copied, resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this e-book with others, then please purchase an additional copy for each person.

Thank you for understanding and respecting the hard work of the author.

This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, incidents, and places are fictitious. Any resemblances to persons or businesses are entirely coincidental.

All depicted characters are over 18 years old.
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Ruth Callan was quite a gal, as the old saying goes. She had everything; beauty, charisma, confidence; the whole works. An ex-cheerleader at college, she graduated with flying colours with degrees in business, accounting, and social studies. Big things were expected of Ruth in the corporate world, but that was as far as it went. 

Why look for a career when one could just as easily live off the extremely generous allowance, doled out on a weekly basis, by one’s rich industrialist father? Why work when one doesn't have to? That kind of thing only got in the way of fun and social activities, and Ruth had plenty of those to keep her amused.

If one could look beyond the spoiled girl image, Ruth was actually fun to be around. She enjoyed the clubs and pubs, fine dining, and fancy vacations, same as everyone else in her financial circle. She was usually the life and soul of the party, and had her fair share of tag-alongs and admirers. 

Before meeting Paul Harkin, there had always been a string of young men, queuing up like well-dressed lapdogs to do her bidding or invite her out, but Paul—despite his initial lack of interest in her—was the one who had caught her eye. He matched Ruth in good looks, charisma and confidence, but more importantly, he was filthy rich. 

Unlike Ruth, however, Paul earned every cent he possessed. He had worked like crazy during the early part of the boom, establishing and expanding a reputable construction company, and had never expected any of his employees—from the head foreman right to the site labourer—to do anything he wouldn’t do himself. 

Yes, Paul Harkin was a hands-on guy, and this approach earned him the respect of his peers, as well as the respect of a decent circle of genuine friends. Those friends shared Paul’s belief in working hard for a living, and when they played hard on weekends, they never lost sight of where the money came from that allowed them to do so. Therefore, some of them weren’t overly pleased when a certain pampered lass, and some of her buddies from the easier side of the tracks, began to charm their way into their company.

Despite some friendly warnings, Paul’s early indifference towards Ruth slowly eroded, and eventually they ended up becoming a couple. Ruth, well-practiced in the ancient art of getting one’s own way, pulled out all the stops: a little gift here and there, the right compliment at the right moment, a heavy dose of mindfulness, and she wasn’t exactly behind the door when it came to the provision of top class blowjobs.

After a while they were inseparable; constantly holding hands, showing up at parties and events together, and generally doing what couples who are deeply in love do. The initial concerns among Paul’s buddies eventually faded, and the lads came to take delight in their friend’s happiness. Ruth was fun, she was friendly, she mucked in, and she made Paul laugh, so what the hell?

A year later, everyone’s favourite couple moved into a beautiful mini-mansion, designed and built by Paul and his crew, in the hills just outside the city. Everyone was genuinely happy for them; everyone, that was, except for Ruth’s father. 

The last thing Josh Callan Senior would have wanted for his beautiful daughter was for her to waste her life on a construction worker. The fact that Paul was the owner of one of the most successful firms in the region was irrelevant; he was a manual labourer and that was that. No hands-on mucker was deemed worthy of Josh’s daughter. 

When persuasion failed to work, threats were employed. When threats failed, direct action was required. Josh cut off Ruth’s allowance. 

Again, no big deal as far as Ruth was concerned. Paul was filthy rich, wasn’t he? It wouldn’t be a problem for a man of his income and wealth to keep her in the style she was accustomed to, would it? Of course not. Let’s face it, it was part of what had attracted her to him in the first place, wasn’t it? In fact, much as she didn’t care to admit it out loud or in public, it was one of the main parts.

Not to worry. In Paul’s line of work, there would always be a steady stream of money. Let’s face it, people always needed things built, especially the people Paul dealt with; big businessmen, entrepreneurs, developers ... those kinds of people. Loaded.
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Of course, the good times don’t last forever, and, thanks to the reckless behaviour of banks and certain politicians, Paul Harkin unfortunately experienced a sudden downturn in his line of work. Certain overheads needed to be cut and, with deep sadness and regret, Paul ended up having to make a great many of his crew redundant. Many of these people were his friends. They understood the situation of course, and sympathised with Paul despite their own misfortunes, but this did not make things any less depressing for the considerate person Paul was.

Naturally, recessions are only an inconvenience if you allow them to be so, and Ruth Callan had no intention of doing that.

“I saw this beautiful bracelet in the jewellers earlier, Paul,” she beamed, just as Paul was arriving home from a session of number crunching. “I need you to collect it for me on your way home tomorrow, please.”

“Hi, dearest,” said Paul absently, as he made his way to their home office. “How is your day so far?”

“You weren’t even listening to me, were you, Paul?”

Paul looked up, dragging himself into the moment.

“Sorry, dear. My mind was a million miles away for a moment. It’s been a rather stressful day. Another cancelled contract, damn it. Means I am going to have to pull off another few redundancies, and the only place I can realistically do that is amongst the members of the administration team. I don’t have the work to justify having a full-time accountant on the payroll now, which is something I’ve been meaning to talk to you about, dear.”

“Never mind that,” cut in Ruth. “Did you not hear what I was just saying to you?”

“What? Start again, dear. Sorry.”

“The bracelet? The jewellers this morning? No. I knew you hadn’t been listening, she scowled. “Anyway, they have this magnificent gold bracelet just in. It’s like a chain, only more subtle. Eighteen carats, I think they said. It’s going to look so special on me when we are out and on the town, Paul. I’ll be the star attraction, and that will look good for you ... especially now you need to impress potential new clients, Paul.”

“How much?

“It’s eighteen carat, and it has ...”

“How much, Ruth?”

“It will half-match my choker. You know; the one you love on me? It’s going to ...”

“How much?”

“It’s not even three thousand, Paul, and it’s ...”

Paul, normally the most patient and placid person on the planet, looked at her with a mixture of disbelief and anger.

“No, Ruth,” he said calmly and evenly.

No, thought Ruth? Did he really just say no? That couldn’t be right. She must have misheard.

“Paul?” she whispered.

“No, Ruth. I’m afraid it’s out of the question.”

Oh my God! He had said no. He mustn’t be feeling well. Paul—or anyone else, for that matter—had never said no
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