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Prologue

​


The waves came rolling
in one after the other, as the city lights shone upon the water
from afar. The sun was setting and quiet noise dominated the beach
in the form of the murmuring crush of the surf. My feet became
enveloped by the foam, formed by the tumbling waves, and then it
was gone again. I felt a million light-years away, lost in the
beauty of the ocean and the stars that had begun covering the
skies. My soft white cotton waist-dress stopped just above my knee,
so the wave's splashes didn't bother me much. The sea breeze on my
skin invigorated me; filling my body with new life.

I turned around
and saw him standing there, where the water didn't reach. The small
dune that the ocean's waves created stood up half a metre. He was
tall, well built, and his hair barely stirred in the wind. By his
tone, as he spoke on the cell phone, I assumed it was business. He
shot me a soft smile and I returned it, before I stared back at the
ocean. I realised what was tugging at my soul. I had fallen in love
with the man who was the forbidden fruit in my fairytale.

That was the
last thing I needed to motivate me, for why I had to do this. The
monster, standing over me was going to take my last breath. Love
has brought this on and I was going to be the collateral
damage.

What had I
gotten myself into?


​ Chapter 1

 


It was almost spring
break. With less than a week to go, the university was going to
close for the short recess. I worked as a postgraduate researcher
at the North-West University in Potchefstroom. Since my
honours year, I had been studying the resistance to Bt genes of my
favourite moth, Busseola fusca. These cute little moths had
somehow adapted and were unstoppable when they honed on to a field
of crops. They were sweet little devils in their larvae form and
were a real problem for independent farmers.

I was going to
receive an award for my work this evening, along with a few other
post-grads. It wasn't going to be a big fuss, but it still made me
agitated. I hated attention, but my project manager, Professor
Bryan Reese, insisted I do this. Basically, it was all just to show
the benefactors their money wasn't wasted. I understood that my
project was important, because it indirectly showed the effects on
crop production, and thus, economic stagnation.

My benefactor
was anonymous; he or she had been supplying machines, given money,
and various other resources for almost three years and even though
I hadn’t met them, I was very grateful for their contribution. When
the project money came through at first, I sent an email to thank
them, but tonight I was finally going to be able to do it in
person. This had me even more nervous.

My office was
at the far end of the hallway, so a few minutes before five, I
started closing up. I turned around and found myself staring at my
under-grad poster. It was the baby that had set my wings free to
fly. I was never an over-achiever, but the support of Professor
Reese and the benefactor's trust in me gave me an unimaginable
opportunity.

My friend was
closing up her office two doors down and awkwardly waved my way, as
she fiddled with the keyhole. Her car keys were hanging between
gripped teeth and papers she had to mark were precariously balanced
over the other arm. She was the teacher's assistant and secret
lover of her project manager. I stopped next to her, waiting until
the fight with the door was over and we could proceed. She was
shorter than me and 'stout', as she always said. Asha Imani had
been my best friend since our first year of university, six years
ago.

Her dark brown
hair was straightened and came down to her hips, thanks to hair
extensions. She had a pretty button face that screamed devious
devil when her dark brown eyes turned wicked. She did a small happy
dance, the way only she could, when the door was closed and we
headed for her car.

"Mother fucker!
That door's lock needs to be changed! I swear whoever's office that
was screwed that door out of its hinges." I could only giggle
before her excitement erupted over. "Have you found a dress for
tonight?" She continued before I got the chance to reply, "Of
course you did! You love dresses. Oddly enough," with that said she
frowned a titbit. "I'm going in a black leotard at this point."

I giggled,
imagining her covered in a crotch-climbing outfit, "Spare us?"

"Only because I
like you," she threw an arm over my shoulder and huddled in closer.
The walk to her car was short and I got into the passenger seat,
while she threw the test papers in the back. Something hard pressed
into my bum and when I pulled it up, I found an awkward looking
casing about 30 centimetres long.

"What the hell
is this?" I asked pointing it in her direction when she got into
the driver's seat.

"Oh shit! Give
me that!" She jerked it out of my hand and shoved it under her
seat. She started the car and waited until she got a turn to get in
the line of leaving cars. "That my dear, is 25 centimetres of pure
pleasure, otherwise known as my infamous hobbit."

"You're
shitting me, right?" I blurted out, shocked. Her easy smile showed
that she was serious and couldn't give a flying fuck. Her car was
always messy, but that was a first and I was blushing, of that, I
was certain.

We talked about
our shared excitement for the small break to come. She was going
somewhere to the south coast with her boyfriend, John Milton. It
was going to be their first holiday together and I couldn't help
but feel sorry for the guy. Knowing Asha was screwing her
professor's brains out; it was bound to hurt someone soon. Their
affair started shortly after our honours year began, and was still
going strong. It was pure sexual desire and nothing more, but Asha
was truly beginning to love John. Problematic situations were sure
to follow.

She pulled into
the driveway of my townhouse, giving me the time to pick her up for
the ceremony, then she drove away, pumping the music and bouncing
along with the beat. Asha was one of those people who struggled to
sit down and dancing was her outlet for the cramped energy that was
stuck in her small body.

Selina, my
beautiful albino German Shepherd that I adopted from the local
animal shelter, came running to the gate. She cried out soft,
almost heart wrenching howls and searched the yard for something to
bring me. It was bound to be a small leaf, if she could manage to
find one.

I opened the
remote controlled gate and she came trotting toward me like a horse
when she finally found a gift. I hunched and rubbed her head,
receiving the token of gratitude. It was a small shredded piece of
newspaper. When I reached the threshold of the gate, I saw no other
sign of destroyed paper and knew Miriam had probably cleaned up the
rest. Miriam was my housekeeper and the dear woman had been with me
since my first year, when she knocked on my door during exams. My
flat had been a damn mess back then and she had cleaned it up in a
jiffy, becoming my favourite superhero.

Selina bobbed
her head against my thigh, begging for a connection to be made, as
she still hated being alone. I rubbed her ears as I walked to the
front door, mindlessly telling her about my crazy day, "I'm telling
you, it is all done. Now, we just need to wait for them to
breed."

She gave me a
small howl-bark, most likely saying, 'My crazy lady is back and
is still trying to get me to speak.' I entered the small foyer
and she dashed back to the gate, barking as a man on his bicycle
rode by.

Piling my
messenger handbag onto the small table, across the door of the
kitchen, I took out my tablet and cell phone. Placing both on the
table, I ducked into the kitchen and grabbed a glass of water. A
quick glance at the watch ticking away above the stove indicated I
had less than an hour left to get ready.

I jumped into
the shower upstairs and let the water wash away the sudden anxiety
that crept from nowhere. I hated crowds, and even though this was
going to be small, I knew the entire Environmental Department was
bound to show up. I quickly washed my hair and then bolted back
out. Wrapped in a towel, I brushed my teeth, tugged a brush through
my hair and found some moisturiser.

As I slapped
the cooling cream onto my face, Selina came walking in with a proud
stride of satisfaction. She panted heavily, as if she had just
taken down seven bad guys.

"Caught them
all?"

She huffed,
meaning, 'Yes, can't you see I'm exhausted.'

"I promise, we
will walk twice this weekend, baby." I walked to the full-length
mirror at the far side of the bed and took in my tired look. I
needed sleep. My gaming marathon the past weekend was only a good
idea until this blue Monday had started. Selina leapt onto the bed
and softly sighed as she lay down. "Hey, I'm the loser who's going
to spend the evening with lecturers and their boring small
talk."

She couldn't
give a damn as she closed her eyes and started to snore. I envied
her so much in that moment, it was depressing. I started my simple
make-up routine, plopping on foundation powder, followed by simply
lining my eyes, then applying a thick layer of mascara on my
lashes. The hairdryer made quick work of blowing my hair dry and
the soft brown feathery strands fell unarranged over my shoulders.
I walked over to my closet and got my outfit on.

I had borrowed
the dress from a friend I went to high school with. She was
becoming an amazing designer, and everything she made was unique.
She kept insisting that the only way I needed to repay her, was to
tell everyone that she was the designer.

The black
chiffon dress had a sweetheart neckline, with a natural waist where
the ruching came together. The A-line silhouette and the
knee-length hem made my legs look longer, paired with my favourite
black velvet peep-toe pumps.

Selina seemed
to wag her tail in approval, and I gave her a belly rub and a
smooch for being such a co-operative pup. Her front paw came over
her face, rubbing away the slight lipstick stain.

"Bitchy much?"
I headed downstairs and made sure she had enough food and water
left for the rest of the evening, before heading out. "See you
later, cutie patootie," I yelled and locked the door as I knew her
doggie door would allow her to move in and out, as she pleased.

 


Asha and I agreed that
I would do the back and forth driving. Since it was my turn to be
the designated driver, and she needed to be drunk to tolerate her
secret lover's wife, I'd have to stay clean. My small
vanilla-yellow KIA reminded me of a scooter more than a car,
as I drove over to her house.

To let her know
I was outside, I gave a quick honk after realising I had forgotten
my cell phone at home. A minute later, she came out the door,
shoving her foster cat, Pete, back into the house. Doing a little
ass wiggle on the steps, she finally laughed and walked over. She
plumped into the car and we headed for the Madiba Banquet
Hall. She was talking the entire drive, allowing me to relax
slightly, before we got there.

I found a
parking space and we stood at the car as Asha lit a cigarette. The
small yellow flame of the lighter made a circle of light around her
face. While Asha puffed on the cigarette, before we headed in, her
conversation turned far and wide as she distracted me.

"Fuck! You look
good," she said, taking in my outfit, before we showed our
invitations to the honour student at the door. Asha had gone with a
simple black pantsuit and a pastel blue satin blouse, which stood
out against her dark skin tone.

"You look
fuckable," she did a lame eye wiggle and began laughing as we
headed into the foyer. Small fairy lights that were strategically
placed amongst organza lit the foyer. Ugly flower arrangements were
placed in some of the lighted areas, while the utility closet was
left exposed. Was that a moan coming from inside? The room
was almost too dark to really see anything, but the light from the
main hall came spilling through the second set of doors as they
were flung open.

When we stepped
in, I saw the spotlight on the stage was pointed at the entrance.
The crowded room cheered and Asha gave a guilty smile, which
quickly turned apologetic. We headed straight for the punch table
and I felt relieved to be out of the exposing beam. The hall was
left in its glory, showing the wooden ceiling, as the different
colours of light changed with the atmosphere of the music. The
tables were all piled to one side of the room, leaving a space for
a dance floor.

"Wow!" I heard
the voice behind me say, while I sipped the overpowering
vodka-infused punch. I turned to find Harry pretending to check me
out.

"Please, that's
nothing! Look at me!" Asha said, heading in for a hug. We all
chuckled while I took in Harry's unknown look. He wore a blue dress
shirt with a green tie and actual suit trousers. Even his hair was
combed and that was kinda creepy as it all lay to one side. Colene,
his sweet girlfriend, came in behind him and greeted us as well. I
gave both a quick hug and then started sipping on the killer punch
for a second time.

"I played
online last night and some guy was pissing about Moth555
cheating or something. I told him you are a girl and then the
entire server went searching for you." Harry said, impressively
pissed. Yeah, I beat the boys at their own games.

"It was kinda
rough," Colene's green eyes shouted concern as she spoke, "I saw
foreign words usually associated with anatomy, popping up in a
manner of too specific descriptions."

"Yeah,
well...comes with the territory, I guess?" I said, knowing that I
would either have to avoid online Battlefield for a while or
change my username.

"Gag...please!
Change the subject," Asha moaned and Colene only shook her
head.

Asha and I had
met Harry in our second year, by then he and Colene had been a
couple for four years. It had clearly become time for them to get
married, but both still wanted to finish their post-grads. After a
few minutes, the conversation turned to plant remediation and
chemistry, so I took the queue to excuse myself.

Professor Bryan
Reese had his wife at his side and I always got googly eyed when I
saw her. She was his height on her short heels, but her olive skin
tone contrasted perfectly with his pale complexion. His ancestry
was clearly visible next to her. His light grey hair and blue eyes
were dull against her black hair and emerald eyes. They were
perfect opposites.

"Ah, there you
are," Bryan excitedly said, when I reached them.

"You look
stunning!" Mrs. Reese gushed. I greeted them with a hug and a kiss,
as they had became family over the years. "Congratulations Lenka, I
was so glad to hear your project got the top spot." Miranda said,
truly thrilled with my achievement.

"Thank you so
much, but without your husband I would still be the girl who tries
finding an article in the library, rather than on the
internet."

Bryan smiled at
the memory, and then asked a dreaded question, "Are you going to
make a speech or just bow? The organiser asked me have you inform
them of your plan."

"I'm sticking
with the basics. Staying close to my seat feels safer. Survival
instincts, those type of things." I had zero self-confidence and
big crowds truly made me go limp.

"One day you
will look back on this and think it was silly, but I would rather
not want see you faint." We all laughed as I awkwardly left to find
the person who needed to know my survival strategy.

After a while,
I found a tech guy next to the make-believe stage. He directed me
to the other side and I had the strange feeling that someone was
watching me, as I went in search of the right person. I supposed
the room was filled with people and the stage was the main point of
interest. Finding the stage head, I told her that I wouldn't do a
speech and she arranged for a spotlight to shine on me when the
time came. I only had to endure a few painful seconds, then it
would be over.

Walking back to
the punch table, where I had left Asha, I checked my watch and saw
we were about to begin. I walked solidly into someone and lost my
footing. Luckily, I was awkwardly held up by the arms, and found a
stable stance as I apologetically looked up.

The man's
sweltering eyes were azure blue on the outside and green on the
inside. They looked extremely secluded from the world, building up
the mystery which drew me in deeper. He had neatly chopped dark
hair, which made his five o'clock shadow look sophisticated. From
the bump, I could feel he was well built under his suit. His skin,
which was uncovered by the open-button dress shirt was tanned and I
could discern the outline of a tattoo. I swallowed. His suit had to
be custom-made, because it fit him like a candy wrapper that I
wanted to rip off. Gaia! Where did that come from?

"Found your
feet?" He asked with a husky voice, glaring into my unresponsive
eyes. He was scrutinizing me like an unsolvable puzzle, while a
flicker of mirth glinted in his stark eyes.

I did a damn
Indian head bobble as I stared at his handsome facade. Finally,
drawing my eyes away from his and to his shoulders, I saw his hands
were clutching my upper arms, keeping me up. "Shit, sorry," I said
tugging away, but his eyes kept piercing mine after his hands fell
to his sides. I tried looking away, but I was hooked on him. His
masculine smell was overpowering my senses, while my body wanted
more. Something inside me was tugging for release. He was like a
summer breeze in the depth of winter; invigorating and easily the
most arousing thing I had ever experienced.

"Hey, are you
okay?" he asked with a sexy sly smile that crinkled his eyes as he
saw my need for his cock.

"Uhm... Yeah."
I cleared my throat, "I'm fine." I shot him one last glance as I
stumbled away and nearly ran to the punch table. I was drawn to him
like a moth high on celestial navigation, so I stole one last look
at him.

He was smiling
with an emotion I couldn't place. Something between aroused,
admiration and complete awe. He almost looked amazed, but why would
he look at me in awe; I was just a nerd and he a panty-dropping
man. Fuck, he has mine wet with a damn bump. Don't think about
bumps!

"What was
that?" Asha asked as I approached the punch. I dug the silver soup
ladle into the punch and sloshed liquid into a cup. I took a few
sips, allowing the strong, cheap vodka to simmer into my boiling
blood.

"I nearly
fell," I said with a breathlessly raspy voice. Harry and Colene
kept quiet, but softly giggled as Asha and I spoke.

"That's all
good, moth-head, but I'm talking about the thing that saved you?
Either Gods are being sent to earth or I got wet for nothing! That
is Malcom Clifton. The hottest guy I've ever known to be South
African born. What the fuck is he doing here?" Malcom
Clifton? The horny look on her face was evidence that she saw
the same man. I realised that I had been so confused, I barely
spoke a word and made an ass of myself. The embarrassment came
crawling in and I took the last sip of punch, trying to subside it.
"Calm down! I'm partying tonight, not you," Asha said as I placed
the cup with the used ones.

"You saw that
right? The God you said? I was in his arms and couldn't even
look at him without thinking about fucking him on one of those
tables. Give me a break, I am completely stressed out and now fully
irritated with pent-up need for release." My tone was crazily
bitchy.

"Yeah, you and
everyone else want to get in his pants," Asha shot back with acid
in her tone. I audibly took a deep breath, as we headed for our
tables and I concentrated on not falling again. Harry and Colene
were placed on the opposite side, so we said our momentary
good-byes.

I found my name
card and plopped onto the chair, grabbing the water pitcher. My
intolerance to alcohol was prominent, as I already felt it in the
back of my neck. Asha was my plus one and she sat to my right, as
Professor Reese and Miranda came to sit at my left. I stared at the
program and saw my name at the bottom. They had gotten the date
wrong; it was actually 16 September 2013, but at least they were
trying to do something fancy.

Asha's project
manager took a seat next to her, with his wife. Professor Arnold
Dicks and his wife, Anna, looked like replicas of each other. Both
had grey eyes and blond hair, even though Dicks' hair had begun
showing his age. A moment later Asha's benefactor and his wife took
their seats next to the Dicks' duo, and introduced themselves as
the Jasems.

The crowd
spilled to the tables as most found their seats. Our table still
had two open seats and I was curious to meet my benefactor. Small
delicate flower arrangements were surrounded by too many cutleries
per seating on the table, causing a claustrophobic effect. I sipped
on my water and felt the anxiety building even more. My heart was
racing, as the MC waited for everyone to take their seats and
settle in. My benefactor was still not there and the tension became
too much.

"Breathe,
child; it's going to be fine." Miranda said as she took my hand and
gave it a soft squeeze.

"I feel like I
might pass out, I'm quickly going to run to the ladies to catch my
breath," I said and got out of my seat. Asha hadn't even notice me
move as she chatted away with Anna. She could cope like no one I've
ever known.

I stood in the
foyer and stared around for a moment, searching for the bathroom.
Seeing a woman coming out behind an illumine organza, patting her
hands, I decided it had to be the restrooms. I felt someone's eyes
on my back as I bolted into the empty restroom. I washed my hands
and heard the announcements start in the main hall. I took a deep
breath, twirling the paper towel in my hands, staring into the
mirror.

You got
this.

I threw the pieces of
paper into the small bin at the door, took one last breath and
headed back for the table. Everyone seemed to be seated and the
waiters were serving the starters. Reaching our table, I sat down,
threw my serviette over my lap, flattening it and then I felt those
eyes on me again.

Flustered, I
moved to the side to allow the waiter to put my food in front of
me, after seeing him stepping in behind. It looked like a dull
Caesar salad, minus the chicken, that dominated the other people's
plates. Finally looking up, I looked into my benefactor's eyes.

Fuck! Of all
the people in this world, it was him? Why him? Why me?

My mouth went dry as he
caused an uncontrollably strong physical reaction with one look.
Hopefully, it was a mistake, but Bryan was talking to him, like he
was a known acquaintance. The god was my benefactor and I
had already showed him how useless I was.

Miranda softly
tapped my shoulder with her manicured finger, trying to get my
attention. "Dear, did you hear us?" She asked in the sweetest tone
and her smile was the same as most women's in the room. Flustered,
needy, hot and completely bothered over Mr. Hot, three seats to the
left. Dazed, I realised I had gone blank from shock and then I
tried refocusing my mind. Asha gave me a soft shove with her foot
under the table. She understood from before, that my mind was in a
whirlpool of images, not suited for the moment.

"Mr. Malcom
Clifton, right..." I recalled Asha said was his name. How did
she know him? "Nice to see you again," I quickly added before
my brain whirl pooled too much. Bryan looked at me, confused, "I
bumped into him earlier." That term had so many elicit
images popping up in my mind, I felt my heart thumping in my
throat. "I hadn't realise he was my benefactor, though." I took a
hastened sip of water and Mr. Clifton's eyes watched me like a
hawk. I only nibbled on the salad, searching out the croutons and
cheese. Bryan got back into a discussion with Mr. Clifton, while
Miranda told me about her and Bryan's only daughter, Kara, who was
bound to start studying the following year.

"She is smart,
but that boy she is with has me concerned," Miranda took a sip of
her Merlot, making a face at the cheap wine's taste and then set it
back down.

"We were all
there...I suppose." It seemed as if Mr. Clifton was looking at me
as I spoke. "I dated a guy that sure wasn't any good for me and my
parents are still not pleased."

Miranda gave a
throaty laugh and nodded, a little red, as I imagined she thought
of her own bad boy. She leaned closer and I did the same, "Oh dear,
I'll have you know that Bryan wasn't exactly my parents' first
choice."

I crinkled my
nose and frowned so hard, I was squinting, "Yeah, I think I'll be
good without that story."

Miranda
chuckled heartily, and still Mr. Clifton was looking. This time, I
didn't look away. Bad idea. His smile turned a little wicked and as
he spoke to Bryan, his lips moved too perfectly. Bryan looked at me
and then I realised they were talking about me.

"Oh!" Miranda
suddenly crooned next to me, after sipping water to take away the
taste of the wine. "Who designed your dress? It is beautiful!" Both
the men turned their gazes away and I looked at Miranda, carefully
processing her question like a computer running on MS
DOS.

"It is a design
by my friend," I stuttered, "W-Wendy. She has amazing talent, but
only does designing on the side." I finished, just being able to
pull my eyes away from those seductive ones staring at me from
across the table once more.

"It's perfect.
The girl's good! I'll remember for Kara's first year ball. She'll
love something like this." Miranda looked almost too excited. Mr.
Clifton kept shooting me sly looks, during his conversation with
Bryan. I didn't know how to respond, feeling him drawing me in. I
had only fucked one guy in my life, but somehow this masterpiece
from the sex gods was the treat I craved.

The MC
announced the buffet open and people went to get their mains. I
stayed, feeling too stressed and horny to care about food for the
moment. Mr. Clifton walked with Bryan, running a long index finger
along his lower lip, taking in the bombardment of info Bryan was
giving him. I imagined running my tongue over his lip before giving
it a soft nip.

Calm the fuck
down, Lenka!

I had that strange,
chills running down my spine type thing at the thought. Once they
had left the table, I felt myself relaxing and the waiters cleared
the starter plates. A moment later, Harry came by the table with a
full plate in his hand, while Colene tagged along behind him.

"You're
screwed, little bird. Ha-ha," he was mocking me. I gave him a faux
I-will-find-you-and-I-will-kill-you look as he moved away, acting
like a funny guy. Like a child in a man's body, Harry was my
favourite gaming buddy. We got together twice a month and played
online games, and I was the one who kicked his ass.

Asha and her
party returned, and she was too into her conversation to help with
my situation. My party returned and Miranda spoke even before she
took her seat, "Dear, you need to eat. You'll definitely pass out
if you don't." Miranda was my mother away from home. Her sweet
smile as she set her serviette across her lap, convinced me that it
might not be a bad idea. I quickly glanced at the serving table,
and then pushed out of my seat, smiling at her.

"Try the
potatoes, you'll looove them," Asha said with a piece on her
fork and I thought that spending as little time as possible being
close to my benefactor was a safer bet. I stood in the
shortening line, then a hand touched the small of my back and it
felt electric.

"It is nice to
finally get to talk to you personally, Lenka Roberts." Mr.
Clifton's voice sounded like an addictive song, so close to my ear,
and the way he said my name, made me wish I were screaming out his.
He stood half an arm's length away, but still his hand on my back
was too much. I wanted him.

I swallowed the
fear away, "Yes, you too. I'm sorry about earlier and at the table.
I'm completely on edge and freaking out." I said, taking a small
plate into my hand. Uncertain how to handle the tongue-tied
situation, I reminded myself to keep breathing. He is just a
man. No big deal; he has nice eyes, a great body and a- Who am I
kidding? He's...well, him. A damned sex god.

"Reese said to
excuse you. I have to say you are not quite what I expected." A
devious smile formed on his perfect lips and a tinge of something I
couldn't place showed in his eyes.

"What did you
expect?" I asked, frowning at him as my nose crinkled in
confusion.

He almost
looked guilty as he answered. "Look around you? Most of these
people don't have great looks as well." What the fuck?

I threw a few
chilli-basted potato quarters onto my plate and denied the offer of
meat, before turning to face him. "I have, Mr. Clifton." I said,
determined, as my mind cleared of the overpowering sexual tension.
"All I see...are people with brighter futures ahead of them than
me. People who are fighting just as hard, if not more, than me to
get the best jobs possible with a degree that isn't regarded as
highly as it should be. Looks don't mean anything when you have to
prove yourself worthy." I started the walk back to the table,
becoming too anxious. His hand fell away from my back and I was
left with an empty feeling.

His steps
quickly caught up with mine, "You still think yourself less worthy
than others?" Who was he to judge me, over something he didn't
have much say in? I stopped to face him, not knowing which
point to attack first. I somehow felt courageous enough to
challenge him.

"First
off...they are all amazing people and I've seen them do great stuff
no one cares for. I got lucky to do something that people find
important. And second, I got this far by working my ass off, but
they did as well. It doesn't mean I'll be chosen more easily just
because of one award."

He stayed
impassive. "Why not? Do you have atychiphobia?" He retaliated,
folding his arms, solemnly, as if it was an old habit.

"What?" I was
boiling over. He was stepping over a mighty fine line and I sure as
hell wasn't going to take his pretty face's psychology
judgment.

"I chose you
when no one else believed in you. Your application letter showed
determination, but the doubt in the letter was clear. Now nearly
three years later, you're about to receive an award that professors
who had gone gray usually received. They're not receiving it," he
pointed to the roomful of people, "You are. You will be able to go,
with just that award, to any country and gain citizenship. You've
discovered ground breaking data that will help people everywhere in
the world to stop losing crops and hopefully bring the starvation
numbers down. You did that. You have done something most people
thought impossible. Why are you still so afraid to see that?" He
had given it to me straight and I never thought of it the way he
said it.

He was silent,
his eyes were now serious, and I realised the truth about myself,
which will always keep me back. I was afraid of everything. I made
up unrealistic scenarios about everything that could go wrong. To
avoid failure, I wouldn't even take chances. It affected things in
my future and things that were in my past, imprisoned me in my
present; leaving me bombarded with what if's and I had even wanted
to pretend a fever just to avoid the ceremony. My sexual
experiences were limited, because I was too self-conscious of every
little thing and too afraid of how it could affect me.

I turned around
and headed for the table, too afraid to own up to the truth that he
had revealed so easily. He pushed in my chair as I sat down, and
then went to take his seat. Asha bumped my shoulder and gave an
evil knowing little smile of excitement. I nibbled on the potatoes
and found that Asha had been right about their great taste. Bryan
went right back to talking to Mr. Clifton, who's facade was back to
neutral, as he ate his meal. Miranda had joined her husband's
conversation about a place in Cape Town. I was staring at
nothingness, wishing I had more guts to own up to the things Mr.
Clifton had said. Wishing that I could admit to myself that I
actually did do something pretty amazing. Wishing I hadn't stopped
living my life and had taken more chances.

A while later,
the plates were replaced with desserts, it was my favourite;
blueberry cheesecake. I dug into it and Mr. Clifton's gaze touched
me once or twice. It felt eerie how he knew me better than I would
have ever admitted.

How was he
able to point the facts out so easily? Was I that awkward, that it
was written on my face?

Miranda and Asha were
conversing over me, so I scooted back slightly and listened. Anna
and Mrs. Jasem spoke, while all the men were discussing projects of
sorts. Mr. Clifton had a calm angelic voice, but his eyes were
isolated, like before the meal started. Suddenly, I felt the need
to break through that wall, but it seemed an impossible task. The
waiters removed the leftover plates and then retreated to the
back.

The ceremony
started when the MC announced the first set of awards for first
year master students who were shining out, followed by our groups'.
Asha received a persistence award and Harry one for creativity.
Asha did a small dance on her way back to the table and Arnold's
eyes seemed hungry for her. I gave her a high five, before she did
a small bow for the table and then took her seat again.

Mr. Clifton
looked at me reluctantly, when he saw my face. Knowing my
overexposure was to start soon, I felt embarrassed that he knew I
was dreading something that, in reality, I deserved.

The waiters
brought champagne to the tables and everyone at our table looked at
me with encouraging smiles. When each person in the hall had a
glass, the MC started reading my resume without calling my name. I
blocked it out, until I repeated the most important part in my
mind.

 


"She is the youngest
person in South Africa to ever receive this award and people will
always remember her for this accomplishment.

I give you SA's most
sought after plant protector, Lenka Roberts."

 


I got to my feet and
gave the crowd a small wave, before sitting back down. I knew hell
was about to ascend, when everyone would want to congratulate me.
The clapping stopped and then the MC announced the dance floor
open. People were clustering around their tables and heading for
the bathrooms. Many came and went, in order to congratulate me. The
hundredth time I told the congratulators, that it was all thanks to
Prof Reese and Mr. Clifton, the devil-man grabbed my upper arm.

"Come," he said
as he pulled me away with those closed-off eyes. I had other ideas
once more, as his command set in, but I followed him and ended up
on the dance floor.

"I can't
dance." I spat out, panicky.

"Then sway
around." I was confused. What was this devil doing? He
pulled me against him, causing me to nearly combust when his body
smoothed against mine. He made me feel like he had drifted me into
another sphere faraway from reality. His after-shave smelled like
sex and candy, making me involuntarily take extra gulps of air. I
looked up at him and it was too close for comfort. Jem was
singing a tuned down version of Down to Earth. The words
kept my mind occupied while Mr. Clifton stayed quiet.
~I don't think you see your destiny and it
makes me sad.~

"I didn't mean
to upset you before," he sounded uncertain and I was flummoxed over
why. "I only want to help you. Show you a better way." I stared
into his eyes, now as open as a book. He continued, as I still felt
too anxious to speak. "You are a bright woman, Lenka. Don't let
your fears keep you from doing the things you desire." Was he
making sly innuendos or was I just too aroused to think
straight? Either way, I word-vomited out my reply.

"If the
situation presented itself to you, would you fuck me?" He was
momentarily pushed off balance by my words. I didn't know who was
more astonished by my question. Did I really think a man as
attractive as Mr. Clifton would even want to fuck me?

"Lenka, I-"

"Would you?" I
pushed.

"In a
heartbeat, but that's not the point. I have an offer for you." He
said in a shrewd business-like tone. I stared at him, confused and
uncertain. "I want to teach you how to be a socialite in my
world."

"What!" Did
Mr. Clifton honestly think I needed him to teach me
anything?

"It's the
lesser evil word. What I'm offering you is something more," he
checked to see my reaction, calming down, but I still shook my head
in adamant denial, not sure what to think of Mr. Clifton's odd
statement. "You are shy and that keeps you from doing most things
you would want to do."

"How would you
know that to be the truth? You don't know me." He was starting to
infuriate me. I pushed away from him, but he pulled me even closer.
His cock was as hard as a rock as the shape nestled against my
stomach and I melted against him.

"You want to
fuck me, that's clear, and I want to fuck you, but if I took you to
the utility closet, you would run. I know this because I know you.
I have helped a few others like you before. They had less courage
than you, but you could do with my assistance." My mind was
spinning. Was he being serious or was this Harry's
handiwork? Gaia, his cock feels good against me. "Lenka,
what I am offering you is an opportunity to learn more about
yourself, your body and what it can gain for you. It won't be like
a relationship. I will be your mentor, I will guide you."

"Will we fuck?
Will I get the guts to fuck someone like you?" My voice came out
raspy, but he gave a soft smile.

"From all that,
you want to know if we will fuck?" He looked at me, astounded.

"Well... Your
cock is pressing into me, and it makes me terribly horny, so yes.
That's what I took from it." His smile turned sly, then the
song changed and Harry intervened.

"Excuse me, but
it's my turn," Harry said and Mr. Clifton gave me up without
hesitation. I was relieved, because I felt like I was going to make
a slipping hazard if it had continued.

"Thanks dude,
that was way too much for me."

"Yeah, goddamn
it. You look like you were either in the intro of a porno or about
to create a stand for a ‘slippery when wet’ warning sign." I stared
at Harry, but knew that it was true. He congratulated me and we
stood shuffling around, until the song was over. "Thank you,
ma'am," Harry said as he extensively bowed in front of me and I
returned it with a slight curtsy.

I went to our
table and took a few sips of water. Luckily, Mr. Clifton wasn't
around, but Asha was in her seat with three cups of punch in front
of her. "Rough night, hey?" I said as I plopped down next to
her.

"I fucking hate
her! I can't believe anyone can be so oblivious to something right
in front of them. Just look at her, she doesn't give a shit!" Asha
pointed to the dance floor where the Dicks, ironically, danced.

"Dude,
seriously. He's just a fuck, right?" I looked at her more concerned
and felt like a mother for pointing out the facts, "And besides,
you have John."

"I guess you're
right. I'm still the hotter one?"

I gave her a
frowning look. "Why are you even questioning that? She looks like
she is going to fall through her own ass someday."

Asha was happy
and finally smiled, as she chugged down her last cup. "I'm going to
go get round eight, nine and ten," she counted the rounds out as
she picked up the cups. "Want some juice boxes?" Her smile was a
little evil.

"No, I'm good."
She left for the punch table, swaying a bit as she walked. I sat,
straightening out some folds on my dress and saw Harry getting down
to a crazy trance Zombie remix. The guy had some moves, but
poor Colene just stood shaking her head as she caught me smiling at
them.

"Oh my, but
Harry can dance. He swept me of my feet," Miranda said when she
took her seat, exhausted, next to me. I giggled and she continued,
"Mr. Clifton is quiet a catch, isn't he?" I nearly spat out my sip
of water and composed myself just enough to shrug my shoulders.
Quiet a catch was understating it, from what I felt pressing
against me. "Dear, I was wondering if you wouldn't like to join
us for dinner on Wednesday, just before the recess starts."

"Of course,
that would be lovely." She smiled broadly in excitement and I
countered it. Another Professor's wife came to her and the two
left, babbling about some home decor things I had no mind over. I
was starting to get tired and looked around to see if I could spot
Asha. She stood too close to one of the first year students and the
poor kid looked like he was going to combust. Or already did. I
pushed the chair away and walked over.

"Ash! We need
to leave... Pete got out. Your neighbours called." That was a bit
harsh, but the kid immediately ran away.

"Your cell
phone isn't even here," she said and nearly fell over as she
exaggerated with her hands while swaying. "Wait, where's my phone?
Oh, found it!" She was out of it and I decided to use it as my
escape plan.

"Come on,
you've had enough and me too. Let's go and be merry somewhere
else," I took her around the hip and led her to the door.

I gave Harry
and Bryan small waves; then the music ceased as Asha shouted to the
crowd. "I fucking love you environmental bastards!" She swung us
both around and every eye was on us. I think I felt my heart beat
with angst, if it was possible. The devil-man had a devious smile,
as he nodded me a goodbye and I returned it with a soft smile,
while heading for the door on a second attempt.


Chapter 2

​


Finally reaching Asha's
home, I made sure she got into bed and Pete was fed, then I left.
Getting home, Selina gave her sweet howls as I pulled into the
driveway. She brought her toy bunny this time and I played a little
tug-of-war with her, before she became too bored. She bolted
through the doggy door as I struggled with the keys, I bet she
thought to herself that I was a slowpoke, because the way she
looked back at me as I entered was priceless.

I found my cell
phone and message from my mother;

Good luck for
tonight. Wish dad and I could have been there. Love always.

I gave a simple
reply:

Thanks, love
you guys.

I headed
upstairs and Selina had already found her place in her cosy doggy
bed. I took another shower and felt relieved to be away from the
crowd, but I still craved the devil-man's body. I considered a
solo-quickie in the shower, but decided against it, as I reminded
myself that I was too tired. Great, point proven Mr. Clifton; I
deny myself pleasure. I get it! I wasn't quite sure at who I
was the maddest; me for denying myself pleasure - even if it was
simple - or him for having his point proven.

I got into my
black tank top and leopard print bitty boxers, before heading into
the room. Selina was lost in a dream and I went down to make sure I
locked all the doors. I took the first step back up the stairs,
when the gate's bell rang and Selina came storming down the stairs.
"You're gonna break a damn hip!" She was out through the collar
detection doggy door and started attacking. I went to the front
door and picked up the receiver, irritated, "It's almost midnight
if you haven't noticed?"

"Whoa? I saw
the lights on and thought I'd drop by." Mr. Clifton was here?
Why?

"What the hell
are you doing here?" My voice had a tremble, that much as I hate to
admit it, wasn't from the surprise visit.

"I just told
you. Now would you let me in, your dog doesn't like that I'm only
petting her through the gate." I stretched the receiver's cord as
far as I could and stared out the kitchen's window. No one has ever
been able to do that. He was rubbing her ears and she sat tongue
lolling out, enjoying the stranger's attention.

"Are you
feeding her treats?" I was astounded.

"No, bitches
just love me." I chuckled at his remark and gave in. I pressed the
button and allowed him to enter. Opening the front door, I saw
Selina biting onto his sleeve as she walked beside him, guiding
him. It was something she only did with me and Miriam.

"Traitor," I
cussed her as they came closer. She ran into the house and went to
take a few gulps of water. "Mr. Clifton," I nodded.

"Lenka, call me
Malcom," he said, stopping centimetres away from me, as I stood in
the doorjamb with my arms crossed. I groaned just softly enough
that he couldn't hear when I smelled his knee-bending scent.

"Her name's
Selina, by the way," I said, trying to distract myself.

"Lovely dog,
but that's not why I'm here," he said, regarding me with too sexy
eyes, which flowed down my body. "Grrr..." He sounded with a grin
and I stared at him, confused. "Your boxers?" Oh crap! I forgot
I was in PJs.

I closed my
eyes hoping that this was my dream already taking place and that he
was soon going to sweep me up and carry me to bed to...
Focus. "So, what are you doing here?" I demanded then
realised something even stranger, "Wait, how do you know where I
live?"

"Aren't you
going to invite me in?" He asked in a husky voice, which made me
tremble.

"N-no. Answer
me?"

"I wanted to
say goodnight, and I got it from your application papers."

"Fine then,
goodnight, Mr. Stalker." I wanted to retreat, as my mind wondered
back to the thoughts I had had at the hall. His lips on mine,
devouring, he began moving down my neck, there on the table, people
watching. I need to buy a damned vibrator.

"Usually, this
is the part where you invite me in and offer me something to
drink," he said with a persistently sly smile.

"Huh?" My mind
had stepped out too far away from the matter at hand. "Oh, wait. No
way dude, I know your ulterior motives and I don't trust them."

"You say you
don't trust mine, but I sense that you're having trouble trusting
yourself," he stepped even closer and I smelled his seductive
aroma.

I moved up
against the door, "Oh, shit." I quivered as the closeness became
too much. Selina went up the stairs and left me to fend for myself.
I can't trust myself alone with this man. Come back,
Selina!

"Lenka, invite
me in?" His voice became too sexy, so I nodded like an imbecile and
showed him to pass. His smile was one he most likely carried on a
daily basis, it was the one you see on people who always got what
they wanted. I closed the door and took a deep breath when his
scent wasn't seducing my nostrils. He walked the small space past
the kitchen and into the living-study room combo.

He leisurely
went to sit on my black couch and my mind played out
scenarios of what we could do on it. Or rather what I was going to
do to myself on it at a later stage...when I bought a vibrator. Or
I would just go old school.

I awkwardly
stood, as far away from him as possible and stared. He looked
around and seemed impressed by my vast collection of video games,
DVDs and comic books, which were piled around beneath my mounted 52
inch plasma screen. Focus on detail, chicka, otherwise you'll be
screwed. Oh, damn, wouldn't that be nice?

"This is where
you offer me coffee and I ask for tea," he said, looking at me with
those sex-filled eyes. Were those eyes usually so seductive or
were they for me? That wouldn't make sense; I am not a jaw
dropping... Focus on the tea.

"Plain or
Rooibos? Honey? Sugar? Milk?"

"Red, honey and
no milk please." That damned smirk came back. Focus on tea, he
takes it like I take mine. Easy, I can do that in my sleep. I
nearly ran to the kitchen and rested against the wall in relief.
The cold tiled wall felt lovely on my burning skin. I turned on the
kettle and let it boil away, while I got some cups ready.

Returning to
the living room, I gave him his cup and saucer, deciding to stop
wising out by sitting on the couch diagonally from him. I was
trying it step-by-step, but anyone would have been intimidated by
him. I sipped the tea and was relieved that the warmness was
calming me.

"Have you
thought of what I said?"

I spilled some
of the tea onto my lap and it burned my thigh. "Mother fudge
fucker," I cursed, spilling a little bit more. He pulled out a
handkerchief and patted me dry. I giggled at the forgotten
gentlemen's article of clothing, but found him even more alluring.
He seemed to be a true thoroughbred.

"Usually I use
these for something much more R-rated," he said too easily, then
sat on the couch next to me. My jaw dropped when my mouth went dry
and my chest started to heave. The closeness was too much as my
mind thought about the R-rated things. "Please, close your mouth.
My mind is struggling to focus."

I snapped my
mouth shut and felt flustered as he tried not to smile. It was
quiet for a while and then I remembered his question. I set my cup
and saucer next to his on the coffee table, and I awkwardly began
playing with my fingers as I figured out an approach to take on the
situation. "I have thought of it. I need to know more, before I am
going to even consider doing it. I wanna fuck you, but I'm not
going to be a slut and just give it to you. That's not the type of
person I am."

"Good, because
that is precisely what I don't want you to be like." He looked at
me, as I stared at him with yearning sexual need. "How many men or
woman have you been with?"

"You're
shitting me, right?" He looked at me, unaffected, and I said,
"One." I picked up my cup again, to keep my hands busy as he
continued.

"That's better
than none. Not that there's anything wrong with being a virgin, I
just don't think anyone should miss out on sex." I stared at him,
shocked, as he said the things I could barely utter, in that voice
that screamed sin. He casually picked up his cup and quietly
continued sipping on it.

"Just hold on a
bit. Before I'm going to tell you anything else, I need to know
more about this... Offer thingy?"

He became more
serious and sat back into the cushioning, before he began. "I will
sort of mentor you, as I said. I'm going to teach you how to use
your sexuality to gain more self-confidence. It sounds bad, but the
truth is; sex makes the world go round. I'll teach you how to think
like a porn star, but still be the perfect role model."

"Your world,
not mine," I said, uncomfortable, as I tried moving away from
him.

"No, Lenka. We
all want to control the things we do. With what I'll teach you, you
will be able to let go of your irrational fears. Your anxieties
would be suppressed, until they are completely removed. You will
finally do the things you desire without rethinking what ifs, then
regretting it. I want to show you how to give in, without giving
up."

"Wait... Like
submitting?" This doesn't sound like a good idea, even though
letting go might be nice.

"In a sense, I
guess you could call it that. What I'm offering you is breaking
down those fears and then building your mindset back up, with the
idea that you can do anything you want. In the end, you will be
able to use that new lifestyle, to get any man you want, do
anything you want, and never fear failing again. But most
importantly, you'll accept that you have already done amazing
things." He looked at me as I tried thinking about how to avoid
this going further. "You're doing it, Lenka."

"Doing what?
I'm just sitting here." I quickly replied.

"You're trying
to find an excuse...a stupid reason why you can't do it while every
cell in your body is telling you not to turn me down." He was
right.

"Malcom..." I
searched for the correct words, "I just don't think I can do
something so...audacious."

"Why?" He
asked, challenging me. I thought of a million reasons, but knew he
would counter every single one. We sat in silence for a long while,
before he said, "Lenka, you already have something that shows your
courage. I would have never even thought that you were the student
I was funding. I want to help you realise what you can achieve. You
can live in mansions, have the man of your dreams and do or go
wherever you want."

"Still, how
does it work? We date and you teach me?"

"No," he
instantly said. Weird, but he's not shitting about that. "We
will go to fundraisers together. Where I will teach you who to
associate with for you to gain contacts, but that would be the only
public appearances we'll share. The rest we will do here or, more
preferably, at my house." The information was too much so I kept
quiet, as I tried placing it all into a file in my mind to rethink
later, when I wasn't so close to him. He was much too influential.
He looked at his watch and then sipped the last of his tea, before
getting up. "Well, you have a lot to think about. I'll leave you
with your thoughts," he pulled out a business card and I took it,
unsure. I stared at the silver print on the black card;

Persister

A Clifton
Corporations Subsidiary Company

M. Clifton

On the back were the
office's address and his number. I remembered 'persister' was the
French-origin word for ‘persistence’ and somehow it was definitely
the right word to describe him. I got up from the couch and
wordlessly led him to the door. Opening the door, I turned to face
him, trying to keep my mind from whirl pooling.

"Give me a few
days. I need to think about it when your presence doesn't influence
me." I closed my eyes as I realised I had just spoken the words
aloud.

"I understand,"
he came closer and laid a soft kiss on my cheek, "Goodnight,
Lenka."

"Yeah,
goodnight," I was swaying. This man was a mischievous sprite. When
he reached the gate, I pressed the button and he was gone. I saw
the car lights go on, and then drive away, before I closed the door
and headed upstairs.

Selina was in
dreamland when I came into the room. I brushed my teeth and got
into bed, but it took longer than usual. My head was spinning too
much, so I laid my head onto my pillow and decided to rethink the
offer the following day. I was kidding myself to think anyone
capable of sleep after such a strange day.

 


***

 


I forgot to set my
alarm in the fluster from the evening before, so quarter past
eight; I woke to Selina's playing downstairs. I jumped out of bed
and pulled my cotton kurti-style dress over my head. The gold
embroidery around the neck complimented the deep sea green colour
and also slightly shone in my face, hiding the dark circles around
my eyes.

Selina was
outside barking at the people walking past the gate when I got
there. I patted her goodbye and drove over to Asha. "H-balls, you
look like crap!" I said when Asha fell into the car.

She tried
hiding her tired eyes behind huge sunglasses, but failed miserably,
as her head was hanging too low. "Just drive before I puke in your
car."

I giggled at
her wretched sight and followed the slow-moving traffic onto
campus. "Malcom came over last night." I wasn't going to tell her
about the offer, I just needed to get it out of my system.

She pulled her
glasses away from her puffy, bloodshot eyes and looked at me,
stunned. "You're fucking with me?" I shook my head and then she
went on. "How did you get some and I can't even remember if I peed
before bed?"

"I got nothing,
we only talked and yes you did pee. I had to flush the loo."

"Such a good
friend," the rest she processed for a long moment; eyes
scrutinizing me out of my clothes and then that evil smile crawled
onto her lips. "Oh, yeah, you don't do fuck-n-duck." I nodded and
found a parking spot. Getting out of the car, I got my messenger
bag from the backseat and we headed for the entrance of the
Environmental Department building.

The JS van der
Merwe Building's architecture was quite simple on the outside,
while the inside was a devil's maze for a first year student. I had
gotten lost in the damn place a long time ago and it still gave me
shivers to think about. Just past the entrance doors, there were
complex sets of staircases, which were an interesting welcome. Now,
knowing the entire layout of the building, the sandstone steps were
less intimidating and had quite a few stories to tell.

Harry caught up
with us and came to walk at my side as we headed for our offices.
"She's hung-over as shit, isn't she?" He asked, reluctant, already
ducking down for a smack over the head from her. Asha didn't even
try saying anything to deny the state she was in. I just nodded, as
we took the steps up to our offices and I immediately became
immersed in funny emails from my dad.

 


The day was dragging on
too long and when lunch finally came around, the entire building
streamed out in packs of twos and threes, toward the student
centre. Asha looked normal, compared to most of the other people
who had gone to the ceremony the previous evening.

Harry told me
about all the final fixes to his project that had to be done,
before they were due in a month's time. He had to recheck his grass
species, which I would never want to voluntarily know the
differences of, but the guy liked grass as much as I imagined
stoners freak out over dagga. Luckily, my project was
completely done and the last few weeks of the year were going to be
used to prepare for my doctorate study the following year.

When we finally
reached the tills in the student centre, Asha looked like hell, but
she kept herself upright...barely. We found a table and Harry
chattered away about his plans to take Colene to Cape Vidal. He had
finally decided that, after years, he was going to ask her to marry
him. We congratulated him and wished him good luck, right before
she joined us. She gave Asha and me soft hugs and went to sit next
to Harry. His light hair next to her pitch-black hair made me think
of the Reese's comparable looks. Harry even had the blue eyes and
fair skin, while Colene had green eyes and olive skin tone.
That's a bit creepy...

I nibbled on my
last piece of cheese and avo toast, and saw Asha was going to conk
out if she kept lying on her arms. "Come on, Ash. Let's move before
I need to drag you back later."

"What? Okay,"
she needed to be in a hospital, but somehow she managed to make it
to her office again. She gulped down her fifth bottle of water for
the day and then I left to see Professor Reese.

He wasn't back
from his lunch, so I went to the Geology Museum in the basement, to
wonder around while I waited. Browsing at the coprolite, I finally
decided to think about Malcom's offer. I knew that it would be an
exciting adventure and, according to him, it would only do me good.
Only a few things weighed the cons out more than the pros, but I
knew for me it was enough to turn the offer down. I was too afraid
of the darkness in my heart to live my life.

"Hey dear, how
are you?" Professor Jan Bernard said as I stared at the enormous
megalodon tooth for the hundredth time.

"Hey Prof, I'm
very well, thank you. How are things here?" He was a small old man,
who looked a bit like a mite with his hunched back. He was the
retired professor of the Environmental Department, who never wanted
to stop researching the things he had dedicated his entire life to.
He had never married and he now only had the rocks to live for.

"You know how
it goes. They leave me here with the other fossils to collect
dust," he was content with himself here, hidden away from the rest
of the world. "Congratulations on the award, Lenka. I knew from
that first day you so eagerly asked questions, that you were
heading for greatness."

"Thanks Prof.
But if it wasn't for everyone's support, I would have still been
sitting in the parasitology labs, trying to figure out which
parasites attacks what part of the body and which of those damned
eggs fit with which parasite."

"Never
underestimate yourself. You will go far, just don't doubt it." His
sweet words reminded me of Malcom and what he could offer me. I
gave in. I was going to accept the offer, but only if Malcom
was going to compromise. Prof Bernard left, moving into the small
office at the back of the room and I went back up to Bryan's
office.

The office door
stood open, so with a small knock, I entered and immediately my day
turned around. "Malcom?" I stared in shock, while still standing in
the doorway. Only then did I spot Prof Reese behind his desk, "I
mean Mr. Clifton. Hi, lovely to see you again," I reached out to
shake his hand and waited for the awkward gesture to be over.
Malcom was enjoying it too much; he had the slyest smile I had yet
seen
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