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The Tony Harris Story

Tony Harris was exiled to Connecticut following a mysterious episode that he had no knowledge of. Many questions as to the reasons why were asked, but Tony was unable to speak to them as he was sworn to secrecy where his past was concerned.

Tony Harris, the next series of stories, deals with where his story began and developed to where he is now. This is the second Book in the Tony Harris series.
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I took a short step backwards and Lillian took my hand.

“Ruth tells me great things about you, Tony. I will help refine your knowledge and techniques further. Are you happy to proceed with me?” she said as I detected a slight northern Irish accent.

I looked at Ruth, she signified agreement with a nod. I looked Lillian in the eye.

“Yes, Lillian. What do we need to do?”

“I have taken a place in Leeson Street for a week,” she said. “As you can probably tell from my accent, I’m not from Dublin.”

“I can tell, Lillian. I like your accent.”

“Thank you, Tony. What’s your schedule like, timewise? I’m available to you at all times, you just let me know when and I’ll facilitate you,” she said, “morning, noon or night.”

“I work just around the corner from Leeson Street in Fitzwilliam Street. I start at nine o’clock and finish at five with an hour for lunch. I have weekends off too.”

“Very good. Does tomorrow at ten o’clock suit?” she asked. “We can get a lot done without interruption.”

“That sounds perfect,” I said. “Where do I go?”

“I’ll text you the address in a few minutes.”

“Grand. I’d best get back to work then, thanks for everything, Ruth, and I’ll see you soon, I hope.”

I went to her and kissed her. She pulled me into a hug, and I whispered in her ear.

“I love you. Can’t wait for our date.”

She touched my face and kissed me. I was sad but a little intrigued as I left the house. I got to the office a little after one o’clock and headed straight to the canteen. Smithser was there talking to someone on his phone. I didn’t know who he was talking to, but I assumed it was a female as he said with his trademark little smirk,

“Well, they say size isn’t everything, love. If you know how to use it.”

A murmured response scrambled from the phone.

“I prefer to use millimetres myself. Mine is seven and three-eighths inches by a Coca-Cola can in size.”

A louder murmur ensued.

“The new fucking can of course,” he spluttered. “We aren’t Barbarians you know.”

A more pleasant noise could be heard after that.

“Maybe so, but you wouldn’t want a wart that size over your eye, would you?”

He started laughing and said, “Very good, pick me up at eight then.”

He sat back in his chair.

“Jesus, save me from eighteen year old blondes,” he said, sitting back against the chair.

“Is she your daughter?” I asked him and he threw his empty sandwich carton at me.

“Just let me know when you’re getting your first ride, kiddo,” he said. “I’ll come over there and kick your arse for you to help your pace along.”

“Can you get your foot up that high at your age without a nurse holding you up?”

Alison came in just at that moment and she screamed with laughter.

“Fuck, Smithser!” she said. “You’re slowing up, and not in a good way.”

“Now that I’m getting double-teamed by the nerds, I’m off,” he said.

“Hey, stud,” she said to me as she lowered her voice.

“Shut up, Ali, for fuck’s sake. Someone will hear you.”

“Grab your tea, stud, and meet me in my office. I have something for you.”

I made two teas and took two sandwiches out of the fridge before following Ali up the stairs.

“Here you go, Ali,” I said and put her food on the desk.

“Thanks, stud.”

“You’re gonna have to stop calling me that around the office.”

“This room is soundproof.”

“Even still,” I said. “What have you got for me?”

“Are we going out tonight?”

“Aren’t we going to a gig tomorrow night?”

“Yes, but tonight is before that,” she said.

“Ok. Where would you like to go?” I asked.

“Bed.”

“Jesus, Ali!”

“Is that a good Jesus, or a baby Jesus?” she asked with a grin.

“No. It’s simply a surprised expression but yes is the answer. The only thing is, I have to leave before ten, I have to pick my sister up at a school disco at ten thirty.”

“Do you want to stay over tomorrow night?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Good. So here’s what I want to show you,” she said. “Turn around and close your eyes.”

I sighed in frustration. 

“For fuck’s sake, Ali!” 

“Just do it, stud!” she commanded.

I turned around and two seconds later I heard,

“You can turn around and open your eyes now.”

I turned around and just had to smile when I saw it.

“My thong,” I said.

“Excuse me?”

“You are giving it to me, aren’t you?”

“I brought it in for you so, duh!”

“Thank you,” I said, as I took it from her.

“I want a kiss for it,” she said.

“Oh, go on, then,” I said, “come here to me.”

She squealed and I pulled her into a long, involved kiss.

“Nice,” she said and licked my lip.

I started laughing. She was a nutcase. I pulled her to me and hugged her.

“Can you kiss me again? That made me wet,” she asked, “please?”

“Will it not make you wetter?”

I kissed her and couldn’t help myself as my hands drifted to her soft derrière.

“Ooh, a new move,” she said. “I love it!”

“We’ll leave here at 4:00 and I’ll give you a forensic examination at home. You can’t wimp out after two orgasms tonight.”

“That’s big talk coming from the man who stole my knickers.”

“For fuck sake, Ali,” I said. “Say it a bit louder in case they couldn’t hear you at reception.”

I picked her up outside the office after work and beeped the horn at Smithser as we passed him on the road. In fairness to him, he waved at us as we drove by.

“Do you want a burger or something, Alison?” I asked.

“Why are you calling me Alison all of a sudden?”

“It’s your fucking name isn’t it?”

“Call me Ali, like you always do.”

“I like Alison better,” I said. “Now do you want a fucking burger or not?”

“Yeah, why not?”

We stopped at a food truck by the canal; she said it was her favourite burger place. By the time we reached her house, she had demolished it completely.

“Are you not hungry, Tone?”

“Tone? What happened to stud?”

“You stole my panties.”

“I have them in my pocket if you want them back.”

“You probably tried them on already,” she said. “They probably won’t fit me now.”

We parked outside her house and went inside. She went upstairs to change, and I started on my burger. The thing was huge. I heard the shower running and about thirty minutes later, as I was watching a football show on tv, I heard her calling me. I ignored her. She called me again. I heard her run to the landing and then down the stairs. She was muttering under her breath as she descended the stairs. 

“For fuck’s sake! Deaf fucker,” 

“Hey, you look nice,” I said as I took her in.

She wore a pale blue, kind of loose, gypsy dress that stopped at the knee. Her hair hung free, and her glasses were gone. I watched her coming through the door as I sprawled on her couch.

“Are you deaf?” she asked.

“What?”

“Are you ... fuck off.”

I reached out for her. My hand stroked the back of her calf. I slid it slightly up the back of her leg, watching her all the time. I then moved it to her other leg. Gently I tried to float my hand up from her calf, past her knee and onto her inner left thigh. Then back down to behind her knee, just stroking her lightly with my fingers. Her lips pursed and her throat swallowed something. Our eyes were locked together. The TV was on but I couldn’t hear anything except her breathing. My hand ascended to her inner thigh again. Her eyes closed and her head leaned back. 

I pulled her gently towards me, my hand higher on her inner thigh, her soft, smooth skin causing me to strike an erection. Higher still my hand floated until the edge of my finger met her vagina and sensed her arousal through the wetness of her underwear. Her head lolled around, and her breathing was intermittent and heavy. I sat up and pulled her to me on the couch. She opened her eyes, and I swam in them as I bent my head to kiss her. Her hand stroked my face as we kissed. She looked at me and smiled,

“Let’s go upstairs, Tony, please.”

“It’s
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