

    
        
          A Little Amusement

        

        
        
          L D Raylene

        

        
          Published by L D Raylene, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A LITTLE AMUSEMENT

    

    
      First edition. January 19, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 L D Raylene.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-0645286625

    

    
    
      Written by L D Raylene.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Epilogue

Further Reading: An Amelia : a modern twisted Pride and Prejudice

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PROLOGUE
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WHEN IT BEGAN

It was only darkness with deafening silence, the pulse of her heartbeat, and the warm air flew from the ceiling duct touching her face. The heat of the room light indicated that it was still brightly lit, although her vision was fully blinded by a piece of black clothes wrapped around her eyes. She could sense a space ahead of her and a wall behind her, as her both hands were tied up. A thick swallow ran through her throat, realising how vulnerable her position was. 

Nevertheless, this was her choice. Perhaps anyone who did not know why she was here would find her current state was spine chilling. But this would not give her a setback to save her sister. 

It had been probably thirty minutes she had been waiting. Her arms were getting stiff, and even though her body had been trained in self-defence, she still felt restless. Her critical brain was working, thinking about her next plan. Should she start screaming to get attention, or on the other hand, should she think of a way to escape? 

The second option might not be a good plan. She had been blindfolded from the moment she left her house. Throughout the journey to this place, she was mentally counting, registering everything in her brain: from the departure point until the car that took her turned to the next turn, how many turns the car made,  how many stops for the traffic light, until the car fully stopped. She was dragged out carefully from the car and guided to take the stairs to the upper level before finally ending up in this room. Despite that, she was unsure whether she had everything hundred percent right and had no idea where she was now. Besides, if she tried to escape, her sister's freedom could be in jeopardy. 

A faint squeaky sound of a door opening severed her thought. Her head spun to the source of the sound, and she could hear light footsteps coming toward her. 

Here he is, she thought. The very person that she had been waiting for. She had no idea who he was apart from what she had owed him. That was why she was here now, to repay him by letting herself as his object. She absolutely had no idea what he would do to her. The only thing she had been told was not to say any single word to him, not to fight back, and to comply what she was asked to do. She had been told that it was only for one night, and that was all.

However, she tended to be sceptical about almost everything. Deep inside, her heart was trembling with fear. Her heart pounded very hard, nearly exploding, and her hands were in a cold sweat. But, for someone that used to be in self-defence competition, she had been trained not to reveal her fear. She pursed her lips and took a deep breath to calm herself. She had made her own oath that If he started to do something to hurt her, she would fight with all her might, and even that meant she had to kill herself, which would be the last and fatal consequence that she had to accept. 

A soft touch landed on her cheek, and then travelled slowly to her lips. She held her breath as he was exactly in front of her that even she could feel his breath fanning on her forehead. Her mind was racing to figure out what he looked like; he must be taller than her, and perhaps she was only his lips height. His earthy cedarwood masculine scent overtook her senses, and she tried to register it in her mind as much as possible. If she could survive this one very night with him, she vowed she would find out who he was. 

A shiver down to her spine, not because of her fear but because of his feathering touch. His finger travelled to her neckline and slowly down to her revealing cleavage due to her low V neck dress. She had never been touched like that before by any man. Next, his lips started to kiss her bare neck and slowly brushed every inch of her body. The kisses sent an electric shock in her mind that made her blank. Nevertheless, she restrained herself from squirming while his hand slipped inside her dress and slowly undressed her.

She bit her lips and quietly swallowed, but her mind was hazy. At the same time, his touch got deeper to her core while his lips sealed hers. Her head was spinning, and her body became light as he moulded her lips and kissed her deeper. 

Initially, she restrained herself from making a noise, but inevitably a pleasurable moan sneaked away from her lips as he gently caressed her all in the right places of her body. His bare skin touched hers as he enfolded her under his arm, kissed her lips now and then at the right moment when she wanted to feel the nectar of his lips. Her body was humming with the tension between her legs, and he thrust into her at the right time as her body was ready for it. 

Still, she was unprepared. It was her first intercourse, and she had no idea what it felt like. She was not a person who squealed or screamed easily, but a soft grunt escaped from her throat. He seemed to understand her pain as his hand stroked her hair, gently soothing her and sealed her lips with another passionate kiss. 

This was not something she expected. It was her first sex with a stranger, and bizarrely, she enjoyed every glorious bit of it. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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72 HOURS EARLIER 

Lizzy Webster jumped out from her taekwondo training door hall with a full grin on her face. She just had the best time in her life for successfully tackling down her opponent in the sparring today. In her opinion, it was not an easy fight; hence, her heart swelled with pride. 

Her face was radiant with her remaining sweat. She could not wait to tell her older sister – Leonie, about her winning today. Perhaps Leonie was already bored of hearing this similar story from her repeatedly. Yet, her older sister would still be a good listener. Her mother's reaction would be interesting, though; she must be bewildered as she never liked the idea of her being tomboy and proficient in fighting skills. But, somehow, it gave her a particular enjoyment to see her mother's reaction. Besides, she would not be her mother's favourite anyway. 

Her mother's favourite would be her little sister - Leah, who was almost ten years younger than her. Leah was only sixteen years old. Being a young teenager and the youngest in the family made her headstrong and selfish. Lizzy was the one who constantly reprimanded and rolled her eyes looking at Leah's behaviour, but their mother defended her little sister instead. The similarity between mother and daughter in terms of attitudes was not questionable anymore. Perhaps her mother was exactly like Leah when she was a teenager. 

Despite her poor attitude, Leah grew up beautifully; a pair of deep blue eyes, a round face, pointed nose, blonde wavey hair, chubby cheek and curvy body. Lizzy was not surprised if Leah became the attention of her opposite-sex friends, and her little sister took the most of it. Leonie - her older sister by 18 months, also grew beautifully. They looked more like sisters with similar blue eyes, round faces, and blonde hair. However, Leonie's beauty was more graceful with her tall slim body combined with her gentle nurturing personality. 

On the other hand, as the middle child, Lizzy felt she was just invisible in her mother's eyes. At least, she was her father's favourite daughter. Unfortunately, her dad left them too soon when she had just completed college. Since then, she became the man in the house, fixing things from the broken pipe to the roof leak. She liked to do those activities as much as she enjoyed her self-defence training, strengthening her physic. Although she was the one who did the hard work in the house, her body was petite; she was just slightly taller than Leah and about Leonie's ear height. She inherited most of her father's features from his emerald eyes, brown hair, button nose and short body. While both of her sisters love to make up and dress up, she felt more comfortable with her track pants and jumper. According to her mother, all her behaviours were the opposite of what a woman should be.  

One thing that still made her look like a woman was her shoulder-length brown hair. She preferred to keep it that way, not because she wanted people not to mistake her as a man, but it was one thing that her father kept saying that he loved her the most. Perhaps he intentionally said those words, so she would not cut her hair short like a boy. 

She jumped into her car and drove quickly to her house. As she had expected, the light inside the house was still on despite the time already showing eight o'clock at night. She found both her mother and Leonie were sitting on the couch with teary red eyes. 

"Liz!" Leonie quickly stood up and flew to her embrace. 

Lizzy knew something was not right. The last time her sister and mother were crying like this was when her father passed away. At that time, she had also just come back from her work. 

"What happened?" she asked while restraining a panic tone from her voice. 

Leonie released her hug and stepped back a few inches away. Her face was puffy with splotchy skin. "Leah...".

Lizzy furrowed her brow. She looked around to realise that only her little sister was not in the room. Her mind was racing, realising that something terrible might had happened. But, deep inside her heart, she hoped that they were probably just overreacting to something trivial that Leah always did. 

"She is in custody," continued Leonie with a breaking voice. 

Lizzy stared eye wide at her sister. "Custody?" 

"She was caught for drug abuse with her friends." 

"What??" 

"It must be her friend's doing, Liz!" Laura Webster's frantic voice interjected. Lizzy could sense from the voice tone that her mother had started to get hysterical. 

Lizzy took a deep sigh and squeezed her brain. "Who are the friends?"

She knew Leah had a couple of different friends, but she could not believe that any of those friends were using drugs. She had to admit that she never bothered with whom Leah had been hanging around with. Every reprimanded word that she ever spoke to her sister was always turned back and used against her by her mother. Since then, she did not want to interfere too much with her little sister's life. 

"How do I know? She's your sister!" screamed Laura. Lizzy shook her head annoyingly. From the corner of her eyes, she could see Leonie winced for her. 

"We have to go to see her," said Leonie. Lizzy understood what her sister meant; only both of them were going. Bringing their mother along was not a good idea. "Mrs Lucas is on the way. She will accompany mum." 

Lizzy nodded and felt relief at her sister's quick thinking to make such an arrangement. Fortunately, Mrs Lucas came a few minutes later before Lizzy lost her nerve seeing her mother's irritating rants. She wished her mother was probably right. Perhaps Leah was trapped in these circumstances because of her friends and not her own choosing. However, she doubted that;  she knew her little sister too well. Moreover, Leah always wanted to be the centre of attention, even at her silliest moment. So she would not be surprised if Leah was aware of the drug involvement among her friends and still decided to get involved. 

They reached the police station within half an hour. Lizzy could sense trepidation from her older sister's manner as they walked inside and requested to see Leah. She was anxious too. It was the first time in her life (and perhaps their life) that they were involved with the police. 

As the police showed them the interview room, they were taken into a long and narrow corridor path. A group of four men wearing sleek business suits came their way. Their appearance made Lizzy thought them as criminal lawyers. Since it was such a narrow corridor, one of their groups inevitably needed to give way to the others. Lizzy moved her body sideways to let the group pass first. She grabbed Leonie's shoulder gently, which put her sister to a halt, followed by the police officer who led their way. 

One of the men looked like the youngest among the rest. He walked ahead of the rest as if he was the group leader. Despite his neat and expensive suit, he looked dishevelled, and his eyes looked upset and frustrated. When he lifted his eyes, inadvertently, their eyes met. 

Lizzy had to admit that she was perhaps captivated by his umber eyes for a couple of seconds. Their eyes locked for a moment before he broke it away by looking ahead and continued his walk. The older man who walked behind him had white hair and a moustache, passed her by as well. He gave her a smirk, which Lizzy returned with an arched eyebrow. 

They continued following the police officer that took them to Leah. The moment Leah saw their presence, her little sister looked shaken and immediately ran into them while sobbing. 

"Get me out of here, Liz," Leah pleaded. Her eyes were red and swollen because of non-stop crying since the police found her. Leah did not look like a young, energetic, pretty teenager anymore in her oversized prison uniform. Instead, she looked like an old rat. 

"What happened?" asked LIzzy with a hoarse voice while Leah continued to sob in Leonie's arm. 

"I admit I messed up with the wrong guy. He was cute and looked nice. He took me to his apartment, where he had a party with his friends. Then suddenly the police came. They caught me with all of them and their drugs," uttered Leah in the middle of her sobs. "I promised you I did not touch the drug at all!"

"Who is he? Is he your classmate?" 

Leah shook her head. "No. I met him in a bar." 

Lizzy almost rolled her eyes. "What were you doing in a bar? You're still underage even to drink!" 

"It doesn't matter anymore. Just get me out of here!" 

Lizzy released a frustrated grunt. She knew something would never change about her little sister. Despite all her stupidity for being easily led by someone into trouble, she did not admit her mistake. 

"So, if I get you out of here, then you will do a similar stupid thing like this again? Meeting someone you don't know because you feel he's cute and being nice to you ?" she scolded.  

Leonie lifted her hand, giving her a signal to calm down. 

"I promise you I won't do that again," said Leah weakly. 

Lizzy took a sigh. From the moment she entered the room, she stood and paced around the room. That was her way of cracking her brain. Since her father passed away, she was almost like the head of the family instead. Her mother was still in grievance and tried to depress her sadness by enjoying her time with her friends through daily coffee meetings and Kmart shopping. She could not blame her mother for doing that. Her mother perhaps deserved it.

On the other hand, many household finances and bills became her and Leonie's responsibility. However, many of the household decisions became her call. Since then, she knew all of her family members relied on her when something happened. 

And now something serious did happen. Being in police custody with the drug abuse accusation would be the last thing she would expect in her family. They did not live in the elite Melbourne suburbs. Still, they live decently with her job as a project coordinator and Leonie as the project manager in the same non-profit organisation that they worked for. Their income was not fantastic, but they had enough to live comfortably. She never complained about that, and she knew Leonie did not too. Only Leah, who always complained about lack of shopping money and overseas holidays, and her mother, who indulged her youngest daughter for such wishful thinking.  

Lizzy knew she had to do something to get Leah out of this mess. But she was not sure what. From her sister's story, which she was unsure whether to believe or not, it seemed Leah was just in the wrong place at the wrong time. If appropriate evidences could be collected, Leah could prove that she was not closely related to the culprit. Lizzy knew she needed the best defence attorney to help her sister. However, how much did she need to spend on this? Would they have enough money? 

Their visitation time was over. Leah was hysterically crying while clinging to Leonie's clothes as the police officer tried to take her back to the prison. Leonie wanted to calm her down and convince her that they would find something to get her out. She calmed down when Lizzy gave her a tight hug and whispered to her ear, convincing her the same thing. Lizzy was surprised that her sister put so much faith in her. This was just another example of how her family relied on her heavily. 

They walked out of the room with their shoulders down and arms on each other. 

"What are we going to do, Liz?" asked Leonie. Her voice was almost above the whispers, mixed with her sob. 

"We have to get the best defence attorney," replied Lizzy somberly. "But I'm not sure whether we can afford it." 

"Oh, what should we tell Mum?" cried Leonie. 

Lizzy held her sister and took her to the car park. After Leonie was seated in the car, she looked back at the police station and fell into deep thought. She checked at her sister, who was still in her tears but getting much calmer. 

"I want to try to speak with someone," said Lizzy. "Perhaps the police could recommend us someone who could help." 

Leonie nodded her head understandably. 

"Could you please stay in the car? Just give me a couple of minutes." 

"Sure, Liz." 

Lizzy took a little run back inside. Her eyes were surveying around to find that most of the police officers seemed occupied. She decided to walk further inside, wishing to find anyone to approach to speak. However, her effort seemed to no avail. When she turned her heel to the exit door direction, she heard someone call her name, which put her to a halt. Her head was spinning three hundred and sixty degrees to find the source of the voice, but she sighted no one around.  

"Miss Webster, please stay where you are." 

The voice was heard again. Now her eyes caught a shadow of a man standing near a corridor intersection not far from where she stood. She slowly walked towards it, but his voice stopped her.  

"You'd better stay where you are, Miss Webster. Or you will not be able to help your sister." 

Lizzy decided to oblige while quietly taking a deep breath. Her eyes observed the shadow and figured out that the person must be a tall man with a black business suit. She looked around again as if ensuring that the voice was indeed coming from the shadow. 

"I believe you need help to release your sister." His voice was heard again. It was a deep soft voice with a slightly vibrating sound. Lizzy guessed the person could be an older man who reminded her of his own dad's voice if he was still around. 

"Are you a lawyer?" she asked hesitantly. Perhaps it was a silly question. If he was a lawyer, he had no reason to speak to her secretly like this. 

"No. But I can get you the best lawyer to help your sister out. I can guarantee your sister will be out in no time, without the need to attend the court. And she could start her new life again quickly."

Lizzy kept quiet and waited. Her brain was working, wondering why this stranger would give her such an offer. The man in shadow seemed to understand the meaning of her silence.  

"I know what you're thinking, Miss Webster. You are a smart woman. You are right. There's something that you need to do in return." 

Lizzy squinted her eyes curiously. "And what is that?" 

"You only need to spend a night. With my master." 

Her brow knitted, tried to digest the meaning of those words carefully. Spend a night? Did he mean....sex? 

"Who is your master?" She fidgeted uncomfortably. She had never had sex before. In truth, she never had any romantic relationship with anyone so far. After her father passed away, her mind was only set on keeping their family afloat,  unlike Leah or her mother, who desperately thought that they could not live without a man. Leonie also wished she could find her Mr Right soon. However, her older sister wanted to get the right man and not just simply any man.  

"I cannot tell you," answered the man in the shadow. "Think it carefully. When you're ready, you can give me a call."

A white card flew to the floor and fell close to her feet. Lizzy bent down and took it. When she straightened up her body again, the shadow of that man had disappeared from her sight. 

Lizzy looked at the card in her hand. It was a card with only a mobile phone number written on it: no name, no address and nothing else. For a moment, she wondered whether she just had a dream. 

Realising that Leonie was still in the car alone, she decided to go back to the car park. It seemed no police officer was available to attend to her queries anyway. She kept the card inside her jumper pocket while walking. Leonie was on her mobile phone when she reached the car, still with her wet cheek. Her sister looked up to her expectantly, hoping she would give her some good news. 

"How is it?" 

Lizzy shook her head. "I can't get anyone to speak to. But.." 

"But what?" 

Lizzy looked at her sister with a knitted brow. She wondered whether she just had a dream earlier, speaking with that man in a shadow, who offered her a solution to help Leah. As her hand was still inside her jumper pocket, her finger was fiddling with the card that the man had given her earlier. She wondered whether she heard that correctly. The man said his master wanted a night with her? Could that be a mistake? If anyone would like to make such an offer, wouldn't be her beautiful sister Leonie an excellent target? Why was this man after someone like her, a tomboy and plain woman like her? 

She wondered whether there was a trick behind this. If Leonie was being approached with the same request as well, she was afraid that they could be taken advantage of easily at this vulnerable time. 

"Did someone approach you while I was inside there?" she asked her sister with a stern voice. "Tell me honestly, Leonie." 

"No." Leonie shook her head firmly. "No one. Why do you ask Liz?" 

Lizzy knew that Leonie had told her the truth. Her sister could never hide anything from her, even when she accidentally tore a small page of her favourite book. 

"Nothing." She shook her head weakly and then turned her body to face the steering wheel. "Let's get home and have a rest first. I'll make some phone calls tomorrow." 

Leonie only nodded, agreeing to it as she pulled the car out to the street. Her mind was back to her meeting earlier with that man in shadow. She still could not believe that conversation even existed. Nevertheless, she promised to try the number tomorrow and find out more about this person. 

***
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William Foster could feel that this was not his day. His work meetings did not end well, with a couple of loose ends that needed to be taken care of. Suddenly he received an emergency phone call from his trusted man Alfred who informed him about his sister's whereabouts. 

He had been looking for his twenty years old sister Diana who disappeared from campus today. In the beginning, he was not too worried and thought that perhaps she was playing a little hide and seek with their chauffeur. However, after one hour had passed and no one still did not know her whereabouts, he started to get panic and run a frantic search. 

In the next hour, when Alfred called him, he felt sick to the stomach to hear where his sister had been. She went with someone he never wanted to be related to anymore in his life. But his sister did not know that, and it was his biggest mistake for not warning her. He did not expect that person would do this far to get revenge on him. However, now it was too late. He knew that he had to stop that person, now or never. 

In a small filthy apartment, Alfred and some of his bodyguards finally found his sister - Diana, lying unconsciously on a bed with that bastard. And she was drugged! William's body shook while holding his tears when he attended to his unconscious sister in a hospital bed. He sat on her bedside for a while before Alfred informed him of the whereabouts of the man who was responsible for bringing his sister into this state. In his rage, he jumped into his limousine to the police station, where that bastard had been held for custody. With his strong connection with the local police authority and attorney, he managed to bring his enemy into the interview room and gave him a big punch on the face before Alfred, and his attorney restrained him. He dashed out of the room afterwards, felt so suffocated and longed for fresh air. 

While walking hastily through the corridor, his eyes bumped into a pair of emerald eyes belong to a brunette curly woman whom he met along the way. He was mesmerised by that pair of eyes for a couple of seconds. Those eyes gave him a calamity that he did not expect, and his heart was like being stirred. He broke his eyes away abruptly as he suddenly felt vulnerable. It was not the feeling he wanted to have, not from someone in his position and rank. He had trained himself not to reveal his emotion to bring himself a distance from the people who tried to seek his attention and favour. He had to show that he was the one in control and not the other way round. 

Before reaching the exit door, he could not help himself not turning his head again. The back of the brunette curly woman was still within his sight, walking further inside before disappearing behind the corridor. That woman was not attractive and was not the typical one he usually mingled with. She was only wearing an old, rugged jumper and a ragged pair of jeans with no touch of make-up on her face. Obviously, she was not someone from his social level and class. He shook his head, trying to shake his thought before entering his limousine. Inside the car, he could not wait to grab a bottle of brandy and sip it. 

Afterwards, he went back to the hospital to find his sister was finally conscious. Diana was crying and kept apologising to him for what had happened. Still, he knew it was not her who needed forgiveness. All things happened because he failed to protect his sister from that bastard. Although he wanted to be on his sister's side as much as he wanted, Alfred convinced him to go home to get a rest after reassuring him that Mrs Reynold would stay in the hospital looking after Diana. 

He had to admit that he was exhausted. A long soak in the bathtub made all his muscles relax before wrapping himself in a kimono and going to his study room. Alfred came in at the right time while he was pouring his brandy. 

"Come, have a drink with me, Alfred." He offered a glass to his trusted men. Alfred accepted it with a warm smile. 

Alfred was at least twenty five senior to him and was his father's best friend. He worked with his dad to build the Foster business empire for the last thirty years and became his dad's trusted person. So when a car accident that took his parents life five years ago when he had just completed his first university degree, William had no one to turn to except Alfred. With a huge responsibility to take over his father's business while becoming the primary guardian for his little sister, William could go crazy if not because of Alfred's help. The latter had been guiding and supporting him along the way. He had treated him like his second father, and he knew Alfred also treated him like his own son despite he never had one. Unfortunately, his marriage with Mrs Reynold did not bear them any children. 

"Where have you been?" William asked with narrow eyes while sipping his drink. "You were not in the limo with me when we left the police station." 

"I was not," replied Alfred. "I stayed back to take care of a couple of things." 

William raised his eyebrow and gave him a quizzical look. "What was it? Something to do with Duncan? Will Diana be in trouble? I thought..." 

Alfred shook his head and waved his hand. "No, Diana will be fine. Tom will take care of everything. You know his capability. Diana will not be charged, and Duncan will be behind bars for quite some time. I am taking care of something else." 

William still looked at his old man curiously. It seemed this was the first time Alfred tried to hide something from him, and he did not like it. "Which is..?" He gave another shot to dig him out while sipping his brandy. 

Alfred gave him a warm smile. "I am organising a little amusement. For you." 

William was puzzled. "Amusement? For me?" His lips upturned with a smirk while he sipped his drink again. "What amusement?"

"It was not only Diana who became the victim of Duncan today." 

William nodded. "I will not be surprised." 

" Tom's expertise would also be useful for her."

William furrowed his brow. "Who do you mean?" 

"Her name is Leah Webster. You seem attracted to her sister earlier." Alfred grinned as his eyes were full of mirth. 

"I'm not attracted to anyone," chuckled William in half defensive tone. He was taken aback if Alfred could notice that he was captivated by someone's eyes briefly earlier. He was sure he could forget that encounter easily once he drowned himself with his brandy tonight. But, for a second, he wondered whether it was the same woman that Alfred talked about. 

"You turned your eyes to her twice," teased Alfred. "You have never done that before with any woman. I know it's been a while, Will."

"What do you mean?" 

"Since your parents passed away, you've been working hard. But, unfortunately, you've been too hard on yourself. And even after what happened today with Diana, I can see you beat yourself too much. That's not healthy for you, boy."

William took a sigh while throwing himself onto the couch. "I'm fine." 

"I know you're fine. You have strong resilience. But there's no harm to having a little amusement, right? So you should get relax once in a while." 

William chuckled. 

It was not for the first time Alfred organised this kind of little amusement. For the past five years, he was only swamped with the pressure to take control of his father's business and take care of his little sister. He never bothered to think about his love life or perhaps sex life,  despite many women in his circles eyeing him, and his aunts and uncles had been trying to matchmade him. Occasionally, on his business trips in Europe and USA, some people would approach him to gain the advantage of his network. In return, a little amusement would be organised for him. He did not ask for it, but Alfred always tried to squeeze something for him, and most of the time, he would just dismiss it. Perhaps he only let himself be spoiled once or twice, and obviously, none of them was impressive enough for him to be remembered. 

"Tom could get her sister out, and in return, you could have her for one night." Alfred's voice was heard again.  

William laughed his heart out. Perhaps the first one since his parents passed away. His laughter lasted for a couple of seconds until his face turned crimson. 

"I'm glad you seem excited with the plan," grinned Alfred mischievously. 

"You're crazy," he muttered. 

"She is clean and perhaps still a virgin, unlike any other women from your social circles or your friends." Alfred smiled to himself, recalling a hint of blush on Lizzy Webster's cheek earlier. He was sure the young woman had never experienced sex before. A woman who had been in a sexual relationship would not blush like that. 

"You're checking on her?" William stared with disbelief. 

"Of course. It's for you. I have to make sure that she is clean, healthy, no drugs and no illness to be passed on to you if you sleep with her." 

William closed his eyes with his hand on his forehead. "Look, I'm not going to do that," he snapped when he opened his eyes. 

"Just think about it. She is still thinking about it too. So you don't need to worry, she doesn't know you, and she won't even know who you are after you sleep with her."

William narrowed his eyes, speculating what it meant. 

Alfred was still holding his playful smile while tapping on the young men's shoulder. "Don't worry, Will. I'll take care of everything. Of course, all this would be kept confidential. You only need to tell me that you want it." 

Alfred put his glass down on the table and walked towards the door. "I guess the night is getting late. Just have a rest and think about it. I'll give you an update tomorrow once I hear something from her. I'm pretty sure that she will take the offer." And he disappeared behind the door, leaving his master frozen on the couch. He was sure that his young master would be sleeping tonight dreaming about Lizzy Webster. 

William took another deep breath after Alfred left. He sipped his brandy while rewinding their conversation. He could not deny that he did not mind releasing his sexual passion with anyone at this stage. But he was fully aware he could not do it with any woman he found on the street. He was also not interested in doing it with any woman in his social circles at this stage when he was not ready for a commitment. That would only create gossip, which he despised, and those women loved gossiping.

On the other hand, he knew he could trust whatever Alfred had organised. He had been his trusted man in the business, and this would be just another trivial matter that Alfred needed to take care of. He wondered what could go wrong. 

He lifted his eyes to see the painting on the wall opposite him. It was a picture of himself with his parents and his little sister. Everyone smiled radiantly in the picture, which made him take a heavy breath. He missed his parents dearly. When he looked at his mother in the picture, he remembered her warmth and tender loving gaze that she always showered upon him when she was still alive. Then he realised that his mother had a pair of beautiful emerald green eyes, like the curly brunette woman that he met today. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
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48 HOURS EARLIER

Lizzy was staring at the computer screen blankly. She had been sitting at the meal table, googling as much information about law surrounding drug charges and how to get a defence lawyer for Leah. She even had made a couple of calls to some local lawyers wishing she could speak to anyone. Unfortunately, most of them were not immediately available, and the earliest appointment available was still in a month. 

She knew it would be the case. From her reading, the court process could take months. It would be even harder to get Leah bailed with the drug offence. That could mean her little sister would stay in custody for quite some time until she figured this out. This would not be a piece of good news for her mother. 

Her mother was still hysterical and kept asking her and Leonie when Leah could come home. She tried to explain that she was trying to find a way, but she could not say when. This only made her mother's emotions even more out of control. Fortunately, she did not need to face her alone as Leonie was on her mother's side most of the time. They also received help from their close friends and neighbour, Mrs Lucas and Sarah, who accompanied her mother and distracted her thoughts as much as possible. She and Leonie herself even had taken a couple of days of leave from work so they could focus on what they could do. But she knew they could not stop working if they wanted to find money to help Leah out. 

She took a sigh and shoved her hair in frustration before finally closing her eyes, sliding down her body so she could rest her head on the chair. She knew she had to find a way to get Leah out as soon as possible, but she felt powerless. Her mind was blank as she could not find any other way. 

A gentle touch on her shoulder startled her. Leonie smiled at her warmly while giving her a cuddle from the back. 

"You need to rest too, Liz. Why don't you take a stroll outside for a couple of minutes? I will be with mum anyway. We have Sarah and Mrs Lucas here." 

She nodded weakly. "Thanks, Leonie. You're probably right. I'll take a stroll first." 

She grabbed her jumper and dashed out to the door. Her mother's voice asking Leonie where she was going and whether she would take Leah home made her winced. She only took a heavy sigh before tightly shut the door and started strolling. 

The weather was getting colder as the autumn approached. The wind blew strongly, making autumn leaves fly around. She put on her hoodie and kept both of her hands on her jumper pocket. Her fingers suddenly touched something inside her pocket. She took it out and looked blankly at the white card in her hand. 

It was the card with the mobile number from the man in the shadow at the police station yesterday. She was still unsure whether it was only a dream or not. It was such a brief conversation before the card was thrown to her feet and the man disappeared. But she still remembered clearly every word that the man spoke to her. If she wanted to help Leah out, she simply could call him. But in return, she had to spend a night with his master. 

Lizzy shook her head while chuckling bitterly. Spend a night with a stranger. If she heard this correctly, that was all she needed to do, and Leah would be out of prison. What an outrageous request! But what if this could be the best solution that she could get now? And who was this person? 

The man in the shadow must be an old man, perhaps around her father's age. Maybe he was the man she would spend the night with if she took the offer. A thought of it was enough to make her shuddered. Everyone loved sex regardless the age. She could not even imagine having sex with anyone at the moment, not even with someone she knew but had no feeling with, let alone having sex with a stranger!

She fidgeted her body uncomfortably while she continued her walk. The card was still in her grip. She looked at it again a couple of times and tried to think clearly. If that man in shadow could be the solution, would she regret it if she ignored him? Her mother could fall into depression if Leah needed to be in jail for quite a while. Things would get even worse. Should she give it a try? However, she promised herself, if she knew this would get her into trouble, she had to flee from it right away. 

With a trembling hand, she took out her mobile phone and dialled the number on the card. She took a deep breath to calm her pounding heart. A couple of dialling tones was heard before it was answered. She held her breath, recognising the voice from the opposite side. It was the same deep vibration voice from yesterday. 

"Miss Webster?" 

He even knew her number! Who was this man? He was definitely resourceful to know a lot about her. 

"I don't know how to address you, sir," she replied. Her voice was trembling. Quickly she reminded herself to stay calm.

There was a light laugh. "I believe you want to talk." 

"Otherwise, I won't call."

Another laugh from him. 

"Do you know Brunetti café in Exhibition street?" 

Lizzy swallowed nervously. "Yes?" 

"Can you be there in half an hour?" 

"Yes. How do I find you?" 

"I'll find you." 

And the phone was hung up. 

Still with a trembling hand, Lizzy closed her eyes in disbelief at what she had done. At least she knew now that the man in shadow was a real person. She took another couple of breaths to calm her down before she tried to sort out her mind on what she needed to do next. Her journey to the city from her home could take about half an hour, and she pondered whether the man in shadow even knew where she lived. She had the next half an hour to think about this again while travelling, and if she had a second thought, she could just simply turn back. 

She decided to take a train to the city. She texted Leonie while she was on the way to inform her that she was meeting someone who could probably help Leah. Leonie did ask whether she was meeting with a lawyer, to which she answered yes. However, she was unsure whether she would tell her sister about this whole experience one day. 

She reached Brunetti café slightly earlier. Her eyes were scanning the café around but did not see anyone that fit the description of the men in shadow. She slowly took a chair near the window, sat down and checked her mobile phone to see whether there were any messages or missed calls from the man in shadow's number. There was nothing. However, a few seconds later, a familiar voice was heard behind her.  

"Thank you for coming, Miss Webster."

She was about to turn her head around, but his voice stopped her. 

"Don't turn around!" he barked. "Or you will lose your chance to save your sister." 

She huffed, feeling annoyed why she would listen to this person. However, she tried to remind herself not to be reckless. Inwardly she cursed herself for not taking a seat close to the wall, which gave no alternative for this man not to reveal himself to talk to her. 

"I believe you're here because you decide to take my offer." His deep vibrato voice heard again, sounded calm and confident. 

"Seems I have no choice. So, what I need to do is only a night with your master?" 

"Correct."

"How do I know that you will keep your promise?" 

"You have no choice, Miss Webster. After the night that you will spend with my master, your sister will be able to return home the next morning. Furthermore, there will be no court trial she needs to attend. She will be free and will be able to return to her normal daily life as if nothing has happened." 

Lizzy gazed at the table where she was sitting. Unfortunately, the table was made from wood and had no glass on it. Her eyes shifted to the glass window, hoping she could catch a glimpse of the man behind her. However, it was not easy to catch his reflection since it was still daylight. The only thing she could see was his white hair. Like she had guessed, he was probably about her father's age if he was still alive. 

"I know what you're trying to do, Miss Webster. And I will suggest, DON'T!" 

She heard the noise of the pulling out chair. 

"I will contact you again and give you instructions on what you need to do."

Realising that he was leaving, she whirled her body around. However, he moved quicker than she thought. She only could catch a glimpse of his back in a black business suit before he disappeared into the crowd. 

Lizzy groaned loudly, realising that she had lost him. 
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CHAPTER THREE
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THE D DAY 

Lizzy almost went crazy. Since the last meeting with the man in shadow, she hadn't heard anything yet again from him. Perhaps she had ruined everything by trying to see his face in their last meeting, but the man himself said he would still contact her. However, it was already over 24 hours now since their last contact. She tried to call his number, but no answer. It made her wonder whether everything was only a dream. It seemed she had almost lost her sanity. 

Perhaps she had not. The only thing that kicked her back to reality was her hysterical mother, who kept bugging her when she could get Leah back home. She had tried to call more defence lawyers in town, hoping someone could attend to her. However, no one had returned her call. Leonie even had been asking some of her friends and colleagues, who perhaps knew anyone who could help, however it was fruitless. She wondered whether this could be the act of the man in shadow, making sure that no one else could help her, so she had no choice but to beg him. And that what she was doing now as she had tried his number again a couple of times with no avail. 

Leonie managed to get her mother out for some window shopping today while she took the opportunity to visit Leah at the police station. 

Leah was devastated when she came without bringing any hopeful news to her. 

"You have to be patient," she consoled. "I'm trying my best." 

Leah only bit her lips with a burst of bitter soft laughter. "It has been three days I have lived in this hell. I could go crazy before even my trial time is set." 

She squeezed her sister's hand softly. "I promise you, Leah, you'll get out from here. But promise me, please don't give up. Even when you're free, you have to promise me not letting yourself get into this trouble again." 

"I promise you, Liz." Leah sobbed. "But please get me out of here soon!" 

Lizzy only could take another sigh. She left the place with shoulders down and a lack of vitality. While she was walking to the car park, her mobile phone rang, and she only could see ‘Private Number' on her screen. She hoped it would be one of the lawyers she had been trying to contact. 

"Hello?" she answered anxiously.

"Miss Webster?" 

Her heart skipped a beat. She recognised the voice. The man in shadow! She froze and went silent instead. 

"I believe you can hear me. Are you still interested in my offer?" 

Lizzy took a heavy breath while closing her eyes briefly and shoved her hair. Did she have any other choice now? He was the only one who kept saying he could help her. 

"Y..yes," she stuttered.  

"Good! Let's get prepared for tonight." 

"Tonight?" 

"Yes, tonight is the night, Miss Webster. I have to remind you, though, please don't ever try to find out who I am. " 

Lizzy swallowed. She felt like being reprimanded. 

"I know you're highly curious who I am. However, think carefully, Miss Webster. What is the benefit if you know who I am? Nothing. If you know who I am, I'm not going to help you anymore. It will only bring more disaster to your family. However, if you keep your curiosity to yourself, you could save your sister, hence your family. I know your mother has been difficult." 

Lizzy pursed her lips. She had to admit what he said was correct. Her choice was to only focus on her objective; helping Leah out of jail. And to achieve her goal, she only needed to follow what this man wanted. 

"I understand," she replied flatly. "So, what's next?" 

She could sense a triumphant smile in his voice. 

"A package will be sent to your house. It's a dress for you. Please make sure you get yourself presentable. You can put on some make-up, perhaps. And if you could get a good wax, even would be better." 

Her cheek was warm hearing those words. She knew she was not beautiful and perhaps ignorant to take care of her appearance. 

"I will pick you up at 6 o'clock. Get yourself ready." 

The phone was hung up before Lizzy could respond. What did it mean if he was going to pick her up? Did it mean she would be able to see who he was? She was sure he must be planning something else. 

She looked at the time, and it seemed she still had a couple of hours before the pick-up time, so she decided to get home and get herself ready. Remembering what the man in shadow said about having a wax, she knew Leah and Leonie had some of those things at home, so she could borrow from them. 

A big white box lying on the front door when she reached home. She opened it to find herself astonished to see what was inside. It was indeed a dress for her, a beautiful one and looked expensive in her opinion. How would she answer Leonie or her mother if they saw her in this dress? 

It was a long champagne gold dress with a deep V neck on the front and back. The dress was elegant though sexy and revealing, but it did not look like a dress for a whore. Regardless, she already felt like a prostitute now since she would spend a night with a total stranger. 

She dashed to her room and got ready. While she was doing her waxing,  her mother and Leonie had come back from shopping. Her brain was racing on what story she should make up to them about her plan tonight. If she told the truth, Leonie would not let her go. 

She looked at the time. It was another one hour before she would be picked up. She quickly opened the package box and took out the dress. Then she noticed black latex clothes in the package as well. There was a note inside the package saying that she should bring this piece of black cloth too. 

While wearing the dress, her room door flew open. Leonie entered and was stunned.  

"Liz..?" Leonie closed the door quickly and looked at her with a furrowed brow. "Are you going out?" 

Lizzy swallowed, trying to gather her courage to speak. 

"That dress is stunning," commented Leonie. "How did you get it? This must be a very expensive dress."

"I rent it," she answered, and inwardly, she was proud of her wit. 

"Oh? Are you meeting with someone?" 

"Y..yes!" she stammered. She took a deep breath to compose herself. She could not lose herself, or all her plan would drain. Leonie could not stop, perhaps the only chance that could potentially bring Leah out of prison. "A defence lawyer. Finally, someone responded to my call. He tries to squeeze an appointment with me tonight to discuss how we could help Leah. He asked me to meet him in a posh high-class restaurant. I'm thinking to, at least, look presentable, you know." 

"Oh?" Leonie could not hide her surprise, but Lizzy could see that her sister bought in her story. 

She smiled nervously. "Could you help me with the make-up?" 

"Of course!" Leonie moved to pass her and get her make-up case out from the drawer. "Sit down here so I can help you with your eyeshadow and blush on." 

Lizzy
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