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 Preface






Language:
British English including British spelling has been used
throughout.






Disclaimer:
This tale has been inspired by and is based upon actual events.
Therefore, to protect those still living, whether they deserve it
or not, as well as the descendants and friends of those referred
to, names of people and places have either been changed or
omitted.
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 1 Reflections


Momentarily
suspending the application of mascara, she watched, in the dressing
table looking-glass, as he preened and peacocked. His antics, as he
twisted and turned to observe himself from all angles in the
full-length wardrobe mirror, brought a smile to her face. She’d
always accepted, though not vain to the extreme, his was fully
aware of his looks and physique and the impact he had on women. No
denying, despite the passing years, he still retained the classical
good looks he’d been born with: strong chiselled chin, intense blue
eyes, Romanesque nose, masculine yet sensual lips, six-foot frame
and dark raven hair. Beautiful. Handsome. Gorgeous. Desirable. What
was the right word? All of them? Did it matter? Her longing for his
touch threatening to overcome she averted her eyes. No one had ever
affected her in the same way, not even those good looking boys who
used to chase her when a teenager. But, this wasn’t the time to
indulge such desires.


Shutting his image
out for the moment, she gazed intently at her own reflection. Still
not bad looking though crow’s feet were starting to show. How long
would her looks hold out? How long before he’d start looking
elsewhere? Had he already started? Had he tired of her? Why was she
thinking like this? Silly girl. Shaking her head clear she resumed
her makeup.


“What’re you
thinking?” Crossing the room with two long strides and placing his
large, strong, wonderful, hands on her bare shoulders. It was as if
an electric shock passed through intensifying her already pulsating
desire.

“Nothing really.”
Not wanting to admit or really acknowledge her desires or fears.
That would never do, especially the fears. “Where we going
tonight?”

“Thought we’d
start at the Nag’s” She’d always thought ‘Nag’s Head’ an odd name
for a pub or for anything come to that.

“Oh, okay if you
want.”

“It’s a good place
to start. I find it relaxing before we venture on to the
hyperactive clubs. Bit like an appetizer in its own way. Never too
busy first thing.” Was that really it? Or was it because of that
Tara? She’d no right to be so beautiful, or so charming. He’d
always flirted, which if she was to be honest with herself, she’d
found quite endearing, but there was something different with Tara.
He seemed to take more than his usual interest in her. Was there
more to it than flirtation?

“Um, yes.”
Completing the application of mascara, hoping the end result would
draw his attention. Was she being silly? She hoped so.
Nevertheless, she’d limit it to one drink and then get him to
leave; just in case. “I’ll drive tonight.”

“Okay.” They’d
agreed one of them would always remain sober whenever they took the
car. “Come on then we’re going to be late.”

“Late for what?
We’re not meeting anyone are we?” Glancing up into the reflection
of his deep blue eyes, unable to prevent the warm buoyant sensation
they always produced in her.

“No but we’re
wasting time.” Clearly impatient to get going. The moment broken,
she allowed her surreptitiously suspended breath out. What’s it all
about? Why’s he in such a hurry? Could it be? Was she right?

“All right, no
need to get agitated. I’ve just got my lipstick to finish.”

“Okay, I’ll wait
downstairs.” Oh! Her semi-naked condition usually resulted in some
foreplay; always a pleasant prelude to the evening and their
eventual return home. But not this evening. Not even a kiss. Was
she right? Was he losing interest? She quickly finished her
lipstick and dressed fearful unless he became further agitated by
having to wait.

“Here I am.”
Spinning round for him to observe as she often did when made up,
anticipating his usual light hearted banter.

“Good, let’s go.”
He’d hardly noticed.


“You sit here
while I get the drinks. G and T?”

“Yes, that’d be
nice. Just a small one mind.” She watched his strong, agile,
confident form as he crossed to the bar. Damn! That blasted Tara’s
on tonight. But then she always seemed to be there whenever they
were. Had he prearranged it? Was that why he’d been in such a
hurry? Why did she have to be so good looking? Why did she always
have to be so charming? She continued to watch as he leaned across
the bar. No need to get so close. What’s he saying? What’s she
laughing about? Damn it, why was she allowing herself to feel like
this? Why was she allowing that bloody woman to get under her skin?
She was sure he still cared about her. ‘Cared’ not ‘loved’? She
brushed at the gathering tears. No! Mustn’t! Dragging her eyes away
from the two forms she discreetly wiped the drops away. What’re
they laughing about? Doesn’t take that long to pour a drink. She
sensed irritation, anger and jealousy rising in force within her.
Damn it! Tara glanced in her direction, smiled and gave her a
little wave, then turning back to Rob said something. In apparent
response he turned and raised a glass in her direction. Then,
quickly speaking to Tara first, picked up both their drinks and
made his way back across the room.

“Tara says hi.”
Placing the G and T in front of her.

“You’ve been a
while. What were you talking about?” Hoping her voice didn’t betray
the irritation, anger and jealousy or the underlying fear she was
experiencing.

“Nothing much.
Just general chit-chat.”

“Took a long time
for ‘chit-chat’” Damn! Watch what you’re saying.

“She was just
telling me about the football team that came in last night.
Apparently they’d messed about a bit, grabbing that hanky she wears
in the top of her dress.”

“Oh.” Would be
something like that! Always boasting! Damn woman.

“Yea, seems like
it’d been a bit of light-hearted fun. She thinks they’d a bet on
who’d be able to get the hanky.” Yea, can just imagine! Why must
they all make such a fuss of her? She isn’t that special! Well not
really. No one had the right to be so beautiful. Even in her
resentment she had to admit the fact.


“Another?”

“Why don’t we move
on?” Annoyed she couldn’t get better control over her mounting
jealousy. And irritated with his lively unsettled state. That
blasted woman! She noticed him glance toward the bar before
responding. You dare!

“Yea okay.
Barnard’s?” Clearly reluctant but sensing it wise not to
refuse.

“That’d be nice;
we haven’t been there for a while.” Glad he’d not dared argue and
that, for now at least, she’d managed to take control.

“Pete and Helen
may be there. It’s sometime since we saw them.”

“Be nice to catch
up. I should’ve phoned Helen before now.”

“Okay. Drink up
and we’ll go.” As they left, sensing the need to be polite, if for
no other reason than to cover her true emotions, she smiled at
Tara, while Rob gave her his boyish wave.


~~~~~~~~


“Hi Pete, how’re
you?”

“Hi Rob. Fine.
It’s been a while. You both okay?”

“Yea thanks.”

“Come and join us,
we’re over by the window. See, where Helen’s sitting.”

“Yea, okay. We’ll
be over in a moment. Just got to pop to the loo.”


“Well what you two
been up to?”

“We’ve just been
to the Nag.”

“Haven’t been
there for a while. How are they? How’s that lovely Tara?” The glint
in Pete’s eye unmistakable. Not that bloody woman again! Ah!

“Fine. She was
telling me about her encounter with the local football team.”

“How does she know
them?”

“They’d gone to
the pub yesterday. She was telling me how they’d teased her. You
know they keep the brown ale bottles on the shelf under the
bar?”

“Yes.”

“Well one of them
asked her for five bottles but requested she bring them up one at a
time. She can be a bit naïve at times and did as he asked. She’d
noted how every time she came up he’d be leaning right over the bar
but hadn’t really thought much of it.”

“Can guess what he
was doing.” That glint again.

“Ha! Ha! Yes. No
mistaking what he’d been up to.” That blasted woman! Why did he
have to bring her up?!

“Ha! Ha!”

“Well, just as she
was bringing the last bottle up he grabbed that hanky she keeps in
the top of her dress.”

“Ha!”

“She told me how
mortified she’d felt; feeling rather exposed. For someone so
beautiful she really is very shy. Anyhow, he waved it in the air
and his fellow players all cheered. It turned out they’d a bet as
to who’d be able to get it.”

“Many’s the man
who’s wanted to do that.”

“Yea, it’s often
been a topic of conversation.”

“What did Tara do?
I can’t imagine she’d been very happy.”

“Well, not at
first but she told me she’d then realised it’d simply been a
light-hearted stunt on their part and there’d been nothing
malicious about it. She jokingly told him off while getting another
hanky from her bag and pushing it firmly into the top of her dress.
Apparently the whole bar joined in the fun. The team bought her
drinks for the rest of the evening appreciating that she’d been a
good sport about it.” Ah! Just like her to win the men over as she
always did. Bloody trollop.

“She has to put up
with a lot, mind being such a beauty it’s to be expected.
Nevertheless, she always seems to retain control and keep everyone
happy.” Damn, damn, damn! Why do they always have to bring that
bloody Tara up. She seems to have every man wound round her
finger.

“Where you going
for your holiday this summer Helen.” A change of conversation was
more than overdue. She’ll not have the whole evening dominated by
that woman!

“Not sure yet.
Maybe St Tropez or perhaps Barcelona. You?”

“We’ve not decided
yet either.” The two women then steered
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