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Dedicated to The Silent Majority.  May your voices always be heard

The Beginning of the End

 

It was a moist night in the City of London. The rain hammered against the windows of Rent-a-Ghost. Cain Crocker wiped the condensation from the glass and stared out into the darkness. By now, most offices had closed for the festive holiday, but Cain remained working late into the night. He leaned his furrowed forehead against the icy-cold pane and sighed. 

Cain’s world had been perfect, a self-made billionaire with the world at his size thirteen feet. He had built his turkey stuffing empire from scratch and his latest enterprise, Stuffing by Numbers— not the turkey kind— had begun to take off. He had recently moved into a Mayfair townhouse and met the trophy fiancé of his dreams. Cain Crocker had big plans for their future. He was ready to own the world and then… his world came crashing down. 

Three weeks previously, the first blow came. Tiffany Gates, the love of his life, dumped him. He returned home to find all her belongings gone, apart from her three-carat diamond engagement ring and the following note:  We R finished. It’s not me, it’s U. Don’t ring me. I’ve blocked your numbers. 

The windowpane vibrated as Cain’s fist rammed against the glass. “Screw you”, he spat, the spit running down his chin. “I’m Cain Crocker, nobody and no frickin stock market is gonna keep me down for long.” Wiping the saliva off his face with his manly fingers, he glanced at them for a moment. “These fingers were made for stuffing,” he muttered. 

The recent crash of Stuffo PLC shares was bad news for him. The marketing company his personal assistant hired blamed it on too many people turning vegetarian or vegan. Sure, vegans and vegetarians could eat his stuffing, but they had the marketing all wrong by only targeting turkey gobblers. When the share prices started to fall, Cain went from billionaire to not quite a millionaire. 

If that wasn’t bad enough, his trademark application for the word virgin had recently been rejected. He vowed from now on never to use their trains. His reflection stared back at him in the glass. Running his hand through his short cropped ginger hair, he grinned. He prided himself on his full head of hair. Many of his peers had started to bald or showed signs of greying. After examining his perfect chiselled features and the way past five ‘o’clock shadow on his chin, he blew himself a kiss. He turned his back on the bright lights of the city, picked up his jacket from the back of his chair and flicked off the light switch. The fluorescent lights spluttered and then turned the room to darkness. Cain usually hated the dark and even slept with a night light on. He blamed his fear on his older sister, Candy. When they were kids, she had locked him in a wardrobe, to ‘cure’ him of his obsession with finding Narnia. However, this fear of darkness never stopped him from wearing shades, even in winter. 

As he fumbled his way to the door, he realised that he’d left his keys on his ex PA’s desk. He’d just fired her, even though it was Christmas Eve. Slamming his hand against the light switch, the fluorescent ceiling lights flickered. As he made his way back, he tripped over his untied left shoelace, fell forwards, and crushed his nuts on the edge of his mahogany-style, Ekea desk. Thrusting a hand into his jeans pocket, he pulled out a paper bag. He peered inside the bag of chestnuts and shouted aloud, “Shit, they’re no good for roasting now.” After tossing them in the waste paper basket, Cain snatched his keys from the desk, banged shut the Rent-a-Ghost door, locked it, and ran down the stairs. Once outside, he braved the downpour and headed towards a nearby Costalot Coffee. A taxi drove by at speed, spraying the pooled water in the roadside up and outward, soaking Cain’s jeans from the knees down. As he spun around, he caught a glimpse of the passenger in the backseat of the taxi. He couldn’t be certain, but she looked very much like Alexa Siri, his ex PA. Cursing, he yanked open the door of the deserted coffee shop.  

Cain ordered a large cappuccino. The barista ran her eyes over his sodden clothing and hair. “Is it raining outside?” she asked, with a grin. 

However, he wasn’t in the mood for flirting. “No,” he snapped. Taking his coffee from the counter, he seated himself in the farthest corner, facing the wall. The girl scowled, lifted her middle finger aloft, and muttered under her breath, “I bet his carpet matches his curtains.”

Cain scanned the free newspapers left out for customers to read. He pushed aside his usual, The Grimes and picked up The Daily Stir. As he flicked through the pages of the tabloid scandal sheet, the sixteen-point, double-spaced paragraphs played havoc on his weary eyes. His gaze eventually came to rest on the gossip column. The reporter droned on about #Cackygate and the recent scandal of publishing millionaire and Z list celebrity, Lance Parker, a former Rent-a-Ghost client who recently had his imprints banned from every retailer for book stuffing misdemeanours. 

Cain took a deep intake of breath and speed-read the column. Nobody at Rent-a-Ghost knew what Lance Parker looked like, as he conducted all his business by email or phone. His photograph surprised Cain, as he imagined him to be so much younger. The guy in the picture would never see sixty again, despite attempting to look younger by dressing like a gangster rapper. On reaching the end of the gossip article, Cain sighed with relief, no mention of his name or him helping Parker with his stuffing. Tossing the paper aside, he took a sip of his cooled coffee. 

The barista approached his table and spoke. “Excuse me, Sir. We close in five minutes.”

Cain met her gaze, his green eyes flashing with annoyance. “Stay open another half hour and I will make it worth your while.” 

 The girl’s jaw slackened when he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a condom wrapper. “Pardon?” 

He smirked. “Sorry, wrong pocket.” After rifling in another of his jacket pockets, he placed a fifty-pound note on the table and pushed it towards her. The girl hesitated. Winking at her, he purred, “No strings, sweetheart. Keep the change.

“Thanks”, was all she said, as she peeled the note off the table. After scrunching it up, she pushed it into her trouser pocket and scuttled away. 

I am losing my touch he said to himself. He rubbed his hand around the back of his aching neck and then drained his coffee cup with an undignified slurp. Staring at his Rolex, he sat and watched every minute pass by until the half-hour ended. Cain then got up from his seat and pushed the chair back under the table, scraping the chair legs on the floor. 

The barista glanced at him. “Goodnight and Merry Christmas,” she said. He paused for a moment, nodded, and left the coffee shop, or he would have if he had remembered to open the glazed exit before he attempted to walk through it.  Thrusting open the door, he passed through and allowed it to slam behind him. He could still hear the girl’s less-than-successful attempts to stifle her laughter. 

“Fuck it!” He continued to swear while rubbing his forehead in order to soothe the bruise that had begun to appear and wished he could do the same for his ego.

A Rude Awakening 

 

Cain parked his Mercedes in his private garage and slowly made his way to the townhouse. Sparkling, multi-coloured festive lights lit up the windows of the properties on either side of his home. Christmas wreaths, with tartan and bright red ribbons, ferns, baubles, and poinsettias adorned their black gloss-painted front doors. In contrast, a brass knocker in the shape of a turkey was the only form of decoration on his front door. The unusual knocker design was met with raised eyebrows from his refined and rather haughty next-door neighbours.Cain laughed at their showy Christmas decor. Four years ago, he stopped celebrating Christmas, after the premature death of his mother, and he certainly wasn’t in any mood to celebrate this year. 

After opening the door and disarming the alarm, Cain flung his jacket on the coat stand, switched on all the downstairs lights and flopped down onto the living room sofa. He rolled up his shirtsleeves, rested his feet on the mahogany coffee table in front of him, and kicked off his shoes. His right sock had a hole where his big toe poked out. Damn, not another sock! He lean forwards yanked it off his foot and tossed it onto the floor. His housekeeper, Mrs Sheen, refused to allow him to throw away his holey socks and insisted on darning the holes and making them into sock puppets. He removed his other sock and walked barefoot to a small bar he had set up in
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