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Special Note: In this book the person in a school uniform is
wearing a costume and there are no scenes where the character or
other characters act in any other way than their plus 30 year old
selves.


A MAN OF
MANCHESTER

 


Today he was bothered. Tom knew why and knew that he
shouldn’t be
given the normality of the situation, but here he was bothered, his
foot tapping lightly under the cafe table, and somewhat - more than
he was willing to admit to himself - scared. The reason for that
fear was pleasantly chatting away as she swung a chip lazily around
and told him about how Harry, their boss, was planning another
round of talks with the Chinese manufacturers that made the
products that Tom had Jenny sold.

“Yeah, yeah,” Tom was saying in
agreement as the woman spoke. However, at the same time his eyes
were scrunched up around the edges and that was from the effort of
not looking down. Jenny wasn’t Mary and her not being Mary was a
lot of the problem. Where Jen here was lean and attractive in that
way that women were who modeled at some point in their young lives,
Mary was curvy and a fire pit of dark haired intensity with lips
that spoke of never having want of needing to be kissed. Where Jen
was articulate and poised, Mary was brash and brave. The thing was
that Mary was his wife and the woman in front of him wanted to
sleep with him even knowing this. He knew this because she’d told
him jokingly one night when they were drinking alone. That time
he’d had no answer. Now he still didn’t.

“I want to flatten you against this
fucking table and push my cock deep into that sweet tight pussy of
yours.”

That was what a stronger man would have said in his
opinion. Tom wasn’t that kind of guy though. He was a man of
Manchester and although the breed could be a bit reckless and
cheeky, Tom was representative of the well-mannered type. Sure, he
could guzzle booze down like it was moggy brown water from the
local stream, but there had been standards of decorum in his
family’s home and flattening a woman to the table so he could have
his way with her - or at least telling her that - was a bit beyond
what his mother might have considered right behavior for a married
man.

Jenny leaned forward and finely popped
the chip between her lips to swallow and smile. Her eyes lit up
when she proclaimed that they were all going to get big bonuses
this year.

The man managed a smile and nodded with enough certainty
that it seemed like he was agreeing. Tom wasn’t really thinking
about money right now. He should be because Mary didn’t seem like
she was going to shut up about having a baby and he knew that
babies cost money and, even being middle class, they were going to
need more. Yet, he wasn’t. Not right here and right now with this
woman in front of him.

Jenny ate another chip and he decided that watching things
going into that woman’s mouth was going to push him beyond what he
could handle. He glanced out the window and admired for a second
the oddness of today’s weather. It was January and (according to
all known sources on the matter) today was the hottest day for this
time of year in recorded history at a balmy 10 degrees. Outside
people had their jackets over their arms, their faces tilted up to
the blue sky and the hot sun above and a little sweat lightly
rolling down their brows in some cases. The street was bustling and
everyone was out during the typical office worker lunch break
hours. Tom suspected that even those who had their lunch made at
home or made it themselves in the grimy flats that the single and
unattached tended to live in had decided that today was the day to
come out and at least absorb a little of that precious vitamin D
that the sun was providing on this warm afternoon.

His eyes ran back to Jenny. She told him he wasn’t paying
attention and he apologized and said he would try harder. Her lips
told him that she didn’t mind that he hadn’t heard her words and
the ‘attention’ she was looking for was on other important parts of
her.

Time passed as Jenny finished her fish and chips and Tom
sipped his coffee. He spoke about the need for a new office
supervisor because old man Wilks was getting near retirement and
his expertise in administration wasn’t going to be easy to come by
among those that would be willing to work the long hours for the
average salary that the company could offer to someone seeking the
role. Jenny replied back that he should consider it. That got a
laugh out of Tom. He was bad enough with his own paperwork let
alone someone else’s.

Eventually it was time to go. Jenny got up and Tom’s eyes
ran up her lean rear as she too threw her coat over her arm and
went to pay for their lunch on the company’s dime. He stood and
stretched his tall frame and got out his phone to check his dark
brown hair. Mary was always telling him that he should comb it more
often because the back had a bad habit of springing up when he
wasn’t paying attention to it. Tom didn’t think that it looked that
bad. He was a nerdy guy and he looked like a nerdy guy and his work
kind of required him to be and look quite nerdy as he dealt in the
data orientated side of sales. Being slick and refined was Jenny’s
job in their occasional partnerships of two. Tom’s job was to look
like he knew what he was talking about and that was something he
firmly did when it came to his work.

Walking to the door, he stepped
through and bumped into a shorter, bigger, dark skinned bloke. They
smiled at each other in a rare show of mid-winter cheer and the
bigger man stepped aside. He was wearing the blue uniform of a
local electrical engineering firm and had short cropped hair and a
welcoming way about him.

“Sorry, mate.”

“No problem.”

It was all that was said, but the
friendly nature of it was welcome.

Jenny strolled out after the black man entered. Her blond
hair was flowing out over her shoulders now. Gone was the tie that
held it in a strict ponytail and out came the glory of summer’s
warmth and the sexiness that it entailed.

Suggesting they go back to the office and engage in more
paperwork wasn’t hard for Tom in that moment. Jenny, as per usual
as she hated paperwork, looked a little down, but he doubted it was
for the reason that he was suggesting they do the least fun part of
their job: That he didn’t want to go to a hotel with her because
her looking like that was where this was going. Paperwork, numbers,
math, boring - it was the safe thing to do.


A WOMAN OF
MANCHESTER

 


Kimberly Jane-Andrews could not
believe it.

The ten A4 bank statements sat in a pile in the lowest
drawer of the cabinet that housed her and Laurence’s 42 inch TV set
and home theatre system. Kimberly had been looking for their son
Brian’s spare set of crayons when she’d found them. Ten clean
pieces of paper, carefully folded, with the details of Laurence’s
deceit spread between lines indicating the purchase of groceries
and other daily goods.

Her eyes trailed down them. Dungeon of Delights, The Shaved
Kitty, The Full Moon... These couldn’t be anything other than what
they seemed - brothels.

Despite herself, she felt a tear grow
around the corner of her left eye. How it was possible to be both
enraged and deeply sad at the same time was something she could no
comprehend, but she was and it hurt.

Kim went over to the couch and sat down. Brian was off at
Laurence’s mother’s house being looked after by his
step-grandfather - a graying old gent of 60 years and 5 years the
junior of the senior Chadwell. Kimberly was all alone in their big
house in Salford staring at the many, many, many pictures of
Laurence and her during their frequent holidays to warmer places.
She closed her eyes and the papers in her hands crunched up. She
already knew there was going to be a confrontation. Laurence had
been acting weird lately. She had first suspected something when
she came upstairs to their bedroom and found him on the computer
watching porn. Laurence had never watched porn during their
relationship (or at least had been incredibly careful about it such
that she’d never noticed). When she’d come in, he’d nearly jumped
out of his seat and switched tabs to some silly puppy video on the
world’s biggest video site. She’d given him an amused look at the
time, but from there the thoughts had started trailing into the
back of her mind.

Was she not good enough anymore for him? They did it at
least twice a week. That was normal from what she could tell after
six years of marriage. Sure, the baby had made her grow out in
places, but that had only made her curves curvier and features more
pronounced and pleasant in her opinion. Laurence certainly hadn’t
had a single bad thing to say about her before or after she had
Brian 2 years back. In fact, he’d been harder down there since her
breasts had gone from a solid sizable C to a firm D of good
proportions. Her hips had widened too and he was an ass man and
appreciated that a lot. She just couldn’t doubt his sincerity in
the bedroom. His large black dick couldn’t lie. He liked her - or
at least she thought he had - and she’d believed that she’d been
enough.

What about the age gap? That wicked thought always slid
into her mind. What about her being 42, even though no one believed
she was a day older than 32, and him being 36. “Baby, you are not
too old for me,” was what he’d insisted over and over, but she’d
never believed it. Men were all about youth, right? Then why would
he want a woman that would be 50 in only 8 years. He’d been 44 when
she was that age. Still in his 40s. Not old at all. With his strong
body, nice brown eyes and charming personality, he could get a
younger woman in his 40s. Where would that leave her? Sure, she
worked as a care worker, but that wasn’t enough for her to feed a
teenager (by then) and however many other kids they’d have by
then.

And yet he spends his money - 50
bloody pounds! - on a night out at The Shaved Kitty. That bastard!
That creep! That asshole! How dare he!

Now she was mad. The sadness had worn
its way away and now there was only anger. Laurence... he had to
pay for this. As soon as he got home the man would be explaining
himself...

No... No. That wasn’t right. If he left her then she’d be
like her sister. The custody battle between her and Brad had turned
nasty of late and being on the fringe of that was more than enough
to convince Kimberly that she didn’t want anything to do with that
kind of situation. If Laurence was really sleeping around then he
might be willing to leave. Anything was possible given that she’d
never thought he would sleep around on her like this. He might even
have another family somewhere. Again, anything was
possible.

Kimberly sat there and stared at her reflection in the TV.
She knew that she was being a little crazy. That was one of her
failings and she worked hard to not be that way too often. It was
hard today though. These things she’d learned were a bit much for
her. A plan formed.

The woman pulled out her cellphone. It was time to send a
message. One that could be interpreted however that bastard liked.
She’d stir the pot, but not show her hand. That would be for later
when she knew for sure what was going on. Then she’d call her
sister’s lawyer. It would be over after that.
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